WORKS 

O  F 

Mr.  Francis  Beaumont^ 

AND 

Mr.  John  Fletcher. 

VOLUME  THE  SECOND. 

CONTAINING 

The  Custom  Count r y, 

ST?^  Elder  Brother, 

ne  Spanish  Curate  to  Page  233, 

Printed  under  the  Infpe^ion  of  the  late  Mr.  Theobald, 
ne  Remainder  of  that  Play, 
Wit  without  Money,  and 

T'z&f  Be  GGAR'i  Bu  s  H, 

Printed  under  the  InfpeBion  of  Mr,  Seward, 


LONDON: 

Printed  for  J.  and  R.  To  n  s  o  N  and  S«  O  r  a  p  c  n 

in  the  Strand, 

MDCCL. 


Ac^.  RDM '293 
11.50% 


ERRATA* 

Page  12,  Line  lo,  for  eaches  read  teaches 
38,         22,  for  off  read  of 
84,         47,  for  "Towns  read  Town 
141,        27,  for  T/V/(?i  read  7/7« 
J  88,         31,  for  Contended  rezd  Contentsd 
308,  3,  after  o/t/       put  a  ? 

384,  Note  16,  Before      I  can  make  &c.  infcrt  the  Word  of  the  old  TeXt, 

Englifli  Beer  by  th"  Belly 
Page  429,  Line    7,  for  betray  read  betray  d 
8,  for  mock  read  mtcKJi 


THE 

C  U  S  T  O  M 

O  F  T  H  E 

C  0  U  N  T  R  T 

Vol.  II.  B 


T/je  Prolp.gue. 

C  0  fre^  this  Work  is^  Gentlemen^  from  Offence^ 
nat^ .  we  are  confident^  it  needs  no  Defence 

From  usy  or  from  the  Poets  We  dare  look 

On  any  Man^  that  brings  his  Table-hook 
To  write  down  What  again  he  may  repeat 
At  fome  great  Table^  to  deferve  his  Meat, 
Let  Such  co^ne  fweWd  with  Malice^  to  apply 
What  is  Mirth  here^  there  for  an  Injury. 
Nor  Lord^  nor  Lady^  we  have  tax^d  \  nor  State^ 
Nor  any  private  Perfon ;  their  poor  Hate 
Will  he  flarv*d  here\  for  Envy  fhall  not  find 
One  T ouch  that  may  be  wrefied  to  her  Mind, 
And  yet^  defpair  not^  Gentlemen^  the  Play 
Is  quick  and  witty ;  fo  the  Poets  fay^ 
And  we  believe  them ;  the  Plot  neat  and  new  ; 
Fafmon^d  like  thofe^  that  are  approved  hy  you. 
Only  Uwill  crave  Attention  in  the  moft  ; 
Becaufe^  one  Point  unmark^d^  the  whole  is  loft, 
'Hear  firft  then^  and.  judge  after ^  and  be  free  \ 
And^  as  our  Caufe  is^  let  our  Cenfure  be. 

Another  Prologue. 

TT7jE  wifh^  if  it  were  poffible^  you  knew 

What  we  would  give  for  this  Night*  s  luaok^  if  new. 
It  being  our  Ambition  to  delight 
Our  kind  Spe^ators  with  what^s  good^  and  right. 
Tet  fo  far  know^  and  credit  me^  *twas  made 
By  Such,  as  were  held  Workmen  in  their  Trade  % 
'At  a  Time  too,  when  they,  as  I  divine^ 
Were  truly  merry,  and  drank  liifty  Wine, 
The  Ne^ar  of  the  Mufes ;  Some  are  here^ 
I  dare  prefume,  to  whom  it  did  appear 

B  2  A 


PROLOGUE. 

A  well-drawn  Piece^  which  gave  a  lawful  Birth 

To  paffionate  Scenes  mixt  with  no  vulgar  Mirth. 

But  unto  Such  to  whom  *tis  known  by  Fame 

From  others^  perhaps^  only  by  the  Name^ 

I  am  a  Suitor^  that  they  would  prepare 

Sound  Palates^  and  then  judge  their  Bill  of  Fare, 

It  were  Injujiice  to  decry  this  now^ 

For  being  lik'd  before ;  you  may  allow 

(Tour  Candour  fafe)  what^s  taught  in  the  old  Schools  \ 

All  fuchy  as  liv^d  before  you^  were  not  Fools,  • 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 
MEN. 

Count  Clodio,  Governor^  and  a  dijhonourahle  Purfuer  of  Zenocia. 
Manuel  du  Sofa,  Governor  of  Lisbon,  and  Brother  to  Guiomar. 
Arnoldo,  a  Gentleman  contraSfcd  to  Zenocia. 
Rutilio,  a  merry  Gentleman,  Brother  to  Arnoldo. 
Charino,  Father  to  Zenocia. 

Duarte,  Son  to  Guiomar  j  a  Gentleman  well  qualified^  but  vain^ 
glorious. 

Alonzo,  a  young  Portugal  Gentleman^  Enemy  to  Duarte« 
Leopold,  a  Sea-Captain^  enamoured  on  Hippolyta. 
Zabulon,  a  Jew,  Servant  to  Hippolyta. 
JaqueSj  Servant  to  Sulpitia, 

WOMEN. 

Zenocia,  Mijirefs  to  Arnoldo,  and  a  chafle  Wifi. 
Guiomar,  a  virtuous  Lady ;  Mother  to  Duarte. 
Hippolyta,  a  rich  Lady,  wantonly  in  Love  with  Arnoldo. 
Sulpitia,  a  Bawdy  Mijirefs  of  the  Male  Stews. 

Do^or^  Chirurgion.,  Officers,  Guard,  Page,  Bravo,  Knaves  of 
the  Male  Stews,  Servants. 

The  Scene,  fometimes  Lisbon 5  fometimes,  Italy. 

THE 


THE 

'^Custom  of  the  Country- 


A  C  T    I.  SCENE! 

Enter  Rutilio,  and  Arnoldo, 

Ru  T  I  L  I  O. 

H  Y  do  you  grieve  thus  ftill  ? 

Am,  *Twould  melt  a  Marble,  [tune. 
And  tame  a  Savage  Man,  to  feel  my  For- 
Rut,  What  Fortune?  I  have  liv'd  this 
thirty  Years, 

And  run  thro*  all  thefe  Follies  you  call  Fortunes, 

(0  The  Custom,  on  which  a  main  Part  of  the  Plot  of  this 
Comedy  is  built,  prevaii'd  at  one  Time,  as  Monf.  Bayle  tells  us,  in 
Italy  \  'till  it  was  put  down  by  a  prudent  and  truly  pious  Cardinal, 
It  obtained  likewife  for  a  good  long  Time  in  Scotland.  Eugenius  III. 
King  of  Scotlandy  (who  began  his  Reign  A.  D.  535)  ordain'd,  that 
the  Lord,  or  Matter,  Ihould  have  the  firft  Night's  Lodging  with 
every  Woman  married  to  his  Tenant  or  Bondman.  This  obfcene 
Ordinance  was  abrogated  by  Malcolm  III.  who  began  his  Reign 
A.  D.  1 06 1,  about  Five  Years  before  the  Norman  Conqueft ;  having, 
lafted  in  Force  fomewhat  above  5C0  Years.  See  Blount  in  his 
Diftionary  of  Lanu-Termes,  under  the  Word  Mercheta.« 
Mr.  Dryden,  I  remember, .  having  been  accufed  by  Mr.  Collier  of 
too  many  Groffeties  in  his  Dramatick  Writings,  replies,  that  there 
is^  more  Bawdry  in  one  Play  of  Fletcher's,  call'd.  The  Cujiom  of 
the  Country,  than  in  all  his  put  together.  Should  we  allow  this  to 
be  true,  the  Plea  of  this  Great  Man  is  far  from  being  defenfible  in 
following  fo  bad  an  Example. 
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6        The  Cujlom  of  the  Coufttry. 

Yet  never  fixt  on  any  good  and  conftant, 
But  what  I  made  my  felF :  Why  fliould  I  grieve  then 
At  that  I  may  mould  any  way  ? 
Am,  You  are  wide  ftill. 

Rut.  You  love  a  Gentlewoman,  a  young  handfom 
Woman,  I. have  lov'd  a  thoufand,  not  fo  few. 
Am.  You  are  difpos'd,— - 

Rut,  You  hope  to  marry  her;  'tis  a  lawful  Calling,. 
And  prettily  efteem'd  of,  but  take  heed  then 
(2)  Take  heed,  dear  Brother,  of  a  ftranger  Fortune 
Than  e'er  you  felt  yet;  Fortune  my  Foe*s  a  Friend  eo  it. 

Am.  *Tis  true,  I  love,  dearly  and  truly  love, 
A  noble,  virtuous,  and  moll:  beauteous  Maid, 
And  am  belov'd  again. 

Rut.  That's  too  much  o'  Confcience, 
To  love  all  thefe,  would  run  me  out  o'  my  Wits. 

Am.  Prithee,  give  Ear,  I  am  to  marry  her. 

Rut.  Difpatch  it  then,  and  I'll  go  call  the  Piper. 

Am.  But,  O,  the  wicked  Cuftom  of  this  Country, 
The  barbarous,  moft  inhuman,  damned  Cuftom. 

(3)  Rut.  'Tis  true,  to  marry  is  the  moft  inhuman 

Damn'd 

(2)  Take  heed,  dear  Brother,  of  a  ftranger  Fortune 

Than  e''er  you  felt  yet'.  Fortune  my  Foe''s  a  Friend  to  //.] 
/.  e.  Take  heed  of  the  Confequences  of  Marriage,  the  Chance  of 
Cuckoldom.  But  ftill  this  Paffage  mull:  be  obicure  to  the  moft 
attentive  Reader,  who  is  not  infornrd  of  this  Circumftance.  Fortune 
my  Foe  was  the  Beginning  of  an  old  Ballad,  in  which  were  enumerated 
all  the  Misfortunes  that  fall  upon  Mankind  thro'  the  Caprice  of  For- 
tune.  This  Ballad  is  again  mentiouM  in  our  Author's  Knight  of  the 
burning  Peftle. 

Old  Mer.  Singj  I  fay^  or  by  the  merry  Heart  you  eojne  not  in. 

Merch  JVeli,  Sir,  Vll  fing.  Fortune  my  Foe,  ^c. 
And  it  is  Hkewirc  mentionM  in  a  Comedy  of  more  recent  Date,  call'd 
the  Rump,  or  Mirrcur  of  the  T imes.  A  Frenchman  is  introduced  at 
the  Bonfires  made  for  the  burning  of  Rumps  \  and,  catching  hold 
of  Prifcilla,  Mrs.  Lambert^s  Waiting-woman,  will  oblige  her  to 
dance,  and  orders  the  Mufick  to  play^  Fortune  my  Foe. 

(3)  "^^-^  true,  to  marry  is  a  Cuftom 

Vthe  World',  for,  look  you.  Brother, i.e.  It  is  a  Cuftom  to 
marry  ;  for  who  would  be  fuch  a  Fool  as  to  marry  ?  Befides  the 
Defed  in  the  Metre,  this  is  flagrant  Nohfenfe.  Nothing  is  more 
common  in  Printing  than  to  reprint  the  Words  of  a  foregoing  Line 
in  a  fubfequent  one;  and  when  the  fame  Words  are  really  to  be 

repeated^ 
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Damn'd  Cuilom  in  the  World  ;  for,  look  you.  Brother, 
Wou'd  any  Man  (land  plucking  for  the  Ace  of  Flearts, 
'With  one  Pack  of  Cards  all  Day's  on's  Life? 

Am.  You  do  nor, 
Or  elie  you  purpofe  not  to,  underftand  me. 

Rut.  Proceed,  I  will  give  Ear.  Am,  They  have  a  Cuftom 
In  this  moft  beaftly  Country,  out  upon't.-  

Rut.  Let's  hear  it  firih 

Am,  That  when  a  Maid's  contracted 
And  ready  for  the  Tie  o'th'  Church,  the  Governor, 
He  that  confimands  in  Chief,  mufl  have  her  Maidenhead, 
Or  ranfom  it  for  Money,  at  his  Pleafure.      [Cuftom ! 

Rut.  How  might  a  Man  atchicve  that  Place  ?  a  rare 
An  admirable  rare  Cuftom!  and  none  excepted? 

Am.  None,  none. 

P.ut.  The  rarer  ftill:  How  could  I  lay  about  me, 
In  this  rare  Office?    Are  they  born  to  it,  or  chofen  ? 

Am.  Both  equal  damnable. 

Rut.  Methinks,  both  excellent, 
*  Would,  I  were  the  next  Heir.  Am.  To  this  mad  Fortune 
Am  I  now  come,  my  Marriage  is  proclaimed. 
And  nothing  can  redeem  me  from  this  Mifchief. 

Rut.  She's  very  young. 

Am.  Yes. 

Rut.  And  fair,  I  dare  proclaim  herj 
Elfe  mine  Eyes  fail. 

Am,  Fair  as  the  Bud  unblafted. 
.       I  cannot  blame  him  then,  if 'twere  mine  own  cafe, 

(4)  /  would  not  go  an  Ace  lefs. 

repeated,  the  Printer,  by  not  attending  to  the  Senfe,  might  naturally 
think  it  an  Error  of  the  Tranfcriber,  and  fo  omit  them.  Th'ia 
Jatter  has  undoubtedly  happened  in  the  Place  above,  which  therefore, 
I  believe,  I  have  reftored,  and,  the  PalTage  gains  much  Hamour 
by  it.  Mr.  Seward. 

I  muft  own,  there  is  an  uncommon  Liberty  taken  in  this  Emendation  i 
but  the  Conjefture  is  fo  ingenious,  fo  full  of.  Sagacity,  and  fo  probable  ; 
and  the  Text  fo  lame  and  abfurd  without  it,  that,  I  hope,  the  Readers 
for  once  will  be  fati^fied  with  found  Senfe,  rather  than  difpenfe  with 
what,  thro'  the  Blunder  of  the  Copyifts,  carries  no  Senfe  at  all. 

(4)  /  nxjould  not  go  an  Ace  lefs,'\  i.  e.  As  we  now  fay,  I  would  . 
not  bate  an  Ace  of  it. 

B  4  Arris 


8        71?^  Cujlom  of  the  Country. 

Am,  Fie,  Rutilio^ 
Why  do  you  make  your  Brother's  Mifery 
Your  Sport  and  Game  ?  Rut.  There  is  no  Paftime  like  it. 

Am,  I  look'd  for  your  Advice,  your  timely  Counfel, 
How  to  avoid  this  Blow,  not  to  be  mock*d  at, 
And  my  Afflidions  jcer'd.    Rut.  I  tell  thee,  Amoldo^ 
An  thou  wert  my  Father,  as  thou  art  but  my  Brother, 
My  younger  Brother  too,  I  muft  be  merry. 
(5^  And  where  there  is  a  Wench  i*th'  Cafe,  a  young 
Wench, 

A  handfome  Wench,  and  fo  near  a  good  Turn  too, 
An  I  were  to  be  hang*d,  thus  muft  I  handle  it. 
But  you  fhall  fee,  Sir,  I  can  change  this  Habit 
To  do  you  any  Service  \  Advife  what  you  pleafe. 
And  fee  with  what  Devotion  Til  attend  it : 
But  yet,  methinks,  I  am  taken  with  this  Cuftom, 

Enter  Char i no  and  Zenocia. 

And  could  pretend  to  th'  Place.  Am.  Draw  off  a  little  j 
Here  comes  my  Miftrefs  and  her  Father. 

Rut.  A  dainty  Wench  ! 
* Wou'd,  I  might  farm  this  Cuftom ! 

Char.  My  dear  Daughter, 
Now  to  bethink  your  felf  of  new  Advice, 
Will  be  too  late  ;  later,  this  timelefs  Sorrow ; 
No  Price,  no  Prayers,  can  infringe  the  Fate 
Your  Beauty  hath  caft  on  you.    My  beft  Zenocia^ 
Be  rul'd  by  me,  a  Father's  Care  direds  ye. 
Look  on  the  Count,  look  chearfully  and  fweedy  ; 
What  though  he  have  the  Power  to  poflefs  ye. 
To  pluck  your  maiden  Honour,  and  then  flight  ye. 
By  Cuftom  unrefiftible  to  enjoy  you ; 
Yet,  my  fweet  Child,  fo  much  your  Youth  and  Goodnefs, 

(5)  Jnd  nvhert  there  is  a  Wench  yet  can,  a  young  Wench, 

A  handfome  Wench ^  and  fooner  a  good  turn  too^'\  The  oldeft 
Folio  exhibits  //  can,  which  led  the  latter  Editors  to  this  corrupted 
Reading,  and  will  lead  us  back  again  to  the  true  One.  I  think,  I 
may  venture  to  fay,  that  I  have  both  retriev*d  the  Metre  and  the 
Meaning  of  the  Authors.  Mr.  Seivard  likewife  faw  with  me,  that. 
Cafe,  was  neceffary  in  the  £rft  Part  of  the  Emendation. 

The 
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(6)  The  Beauty  of  your  Soul,  and  Saint-like  Modefty, 
Have  won  upon  his  wild  Mind,  fo  much  charm'd  him, 
That  all  Pow'r  laid  afide,  what  Law  allows  him, 
Or  fudden  Fires,  kindled  from  thofe  bright  Eyes, 
He  fues  to  be  your  Servant,  fairly,  nobly. 
For  ever  to  be  ty'd  your  faithful  Husband : 
Confider,  my  beft  Child.    Zen,  I  have  confider*d. 

Char,  The  Bleflednefs,  that  this  breeds  too,  confider; 
Befides  your  Father's  Honour,  your  own  Peace, 
The  Banifliment  for  ever  of  this  Cuftom, 
This  bafe  and  barbarous  Ufe  ;  for  after  once 
He  has  found  the  Happinefs  of  holy  Marriage, 
And  what  it  is  to  grow  up  with  one  Beauty, 
How  he  will  fcorn  and  kick  at  fuch  an  Heritage 
Left  him  by  Luft,  and  lewd  Progenitors. 
All  Virgins  too  fhall  blefs  your  Name,  lhall  faint  it, 
And  like  fo  many  Pilgrims  go  to  your  Shrine, 
When  Time  has  turn'd  your  Beauty  into  Afhes, 
Fiird  with  your  pious  Memory.    Zen.  Good  Father, 
Hide  not  that  bitter  Pill  I  loath  to  fwallow 
In  fuch  fweet  Words. 

Char,  The  Count's  a  handfome  Gentleman, 
And,  having  him,  you're  certain  of  a  Fortune, 
A  high  and  noble  Fortune  to  attend  you : 
Where,  if  you  fling  your  Love  upon  this  Stranger, 
This  young  Arnoldo^  not  knowing  from  what  Place 
Or  honourable  Strain  he's  fprung,  you  venture 
All  your  own  Sweets,  and  my  long^ares  to  nothing. 
Nor  are  you  certain  of  his  Faith  ;  why  may  not  that  ' 
Wander,  as  he  does,  every  where }    Zen,  No  more.  Sir, 
I  muft  not  hear,  I  dare  not  hear  him  wrong'd  thus  i 

(6)  The  Beauty  of  your  Soul  and  faint- like  Modejly, 

'fjJ^^'"^  ^^^^  ikf/«^,]  But  wherein  was  Clodio  of  si 

mtldUmd^  He  prided  himfelf  in  the  Privilege  of  the  lewd  Cuftom. 

and  the  Gratification  of  his  fenfual  Appetite.    The  change  of  a  fin- 

gle  Letter  reftores  his  true  Charader,  and  the  Intention  of  our  Poets. 

Upon  Rer«rence  to  the  firft  Folio,  in  1647,  I  find  my  Emendation 

there  confirra*d, 


Virtue 


I  o        T'hs  Cujlom  of  the  Country. 

■  (7)  Virtue  is  never  wounded,  but  I  fuffer. 
^Tis  an  ill  Office  in  your  Age,  a  poor  one, 
To  judge  thus  weakly  ;  and  believe  your  felf  too, 
A  weaker ;  to  betray  your  innocent  Daughter, 
To  his  intemp'rate,  rude,  and  wild  Embraces, 
She  hates  as  Heav'n  hates  Fallhood. 

J^uL  A  good  Wench, 
She  (licks  clofe  to  you,  Sir. 

Zen.  His  Faith  uncertain? 
The  Noblenefs  his  Virtue  fprings  from,  doubted  ? 
D'ye  doubt,  'tis  Day  now  ?  or  when  your  Body's  perfedt, 
Your  Stomach  well  difpos'd,  your  Pulfes  temperate. 
D'ye  doubt,  yoii  are  in  Health  ?  I  tell  you,  Father, 
One  Hour  of  this  Man's  Goodnefs,  this  Man's  Noblenefs, 
Put  in  the  Scale  againft  the  Count's  whole  Being, 
(Forgive  his  Lufis  too,  which  are  half  his  Life,) 
He  could  no  more  endure  to  hold  Weight  with  him. 
yirnoldo^s  very  Looks  are  fair  Examples  j 
His  common  and  indifferent  Adlions, 
Rules  and  ftrong  Ties  of  Virtue  :  He  has  my  firft  Love, 
To  him  in  Sacred  Vow  I  have  giv'n  this  Body, 
In  him  my  Mind  inhabits.    Rut,  Good  Wench  ftill. 

Zen.  And  'till  he  fling  me  off,  as  undeferving. 
Which  1  confefs  I  am,  of  fuch  a  BlefTing, 
But  would  be  loth  to  f^nd  it  fo  —    Arn,  O  never ; 
Never,  my  happy  Miilrefs,  never,  never ;       ~  • 
When  your  poor  Servant  lives  but  in  your  Favour, 
One  Foot  i'th*  Grave,  the  other  fhall  not  linger. 
What  Sacrifice  of  Thanks,  what  Age  of  Service, 
What  Danger  of  more  dreadful  Look  than  Death, 
What  willing  Martyrdom  to  crown  me  conftant 
May  merit  fuch  a  Goodnefs,  fuch  a  Sweetnefs  ? 
A  Love  fo  nobly  great,  no  Pow'r  can  ruin  ; 
Mod  blefled  Maid,  go  on,  the  Gods  that  gave  this, 

(7)  Virtue  is  nenjer  ^jjounded,  but  I  fuffer. '\     This  glorious  Senti- 
ment, which,  as  the  ingenious  Mr.  Sympfan  lays,  is  more  worthy  of  • 
a  Philofopher  than  a  Woman,  we  have  met  with  before,  fomewhat 
differently  cloath'd,  in  Philafler. 

When  any  falls  from  I  am  diJiraSied  i 

I  have  an  Int'reit  in*t. 

This 
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This  pure,  unfpotted  Love,  the  Child  of  Heav'n, 
In  their  own  Goodnefs,  muft  prefcrve  and  fave  it. 
And  raife  you  a  Reward  beyond  our  Recompence. 

Zen,  1  ask  but  you,  a  pure  Maid  to  pofTcfs, 
And  then  they  have  crown'd  my  Wishes :  IF  I  fall  then. 
Go  feek  Tome  better  Love  ;  mine  will  debafe  you. 

Rut.  A  pretty  innocent  Fool  ;  well.  Governor,* 
Though  I  think  well  of  your  Cuftom,  and  could  wifh 
For  this  Night  in  your  Place,  heartily  wifh  it ;    [my  felf 
Yet  if  you  play  not  fair  Play  and  above  board  too, 
(8)  I  have  a  foolifh  Engine  here,  1  fay  no  more  ; 
I'll  tell  you  what,  and  if  your  Honour's  Guts 
Are  not  inchanted-  • 

Am,  I  Ihould  now  chide  you,  Sir,  for  fo  declining 

[Tb  Charino. 

The  Goodneis  and  the  Grace  you  have  ever  fhew'd  me  ; 
And  your  own  Virtue  too,  in  feeking  rafhly 
To  violate  that  Love  Heav'n  has  appointed  ; 
To  wreft  your  Daughter  s  Thoughts,  part  that  AfFedtion 
That  both  our  Hearts  have  ty'd,  a-nd  feek  to  give  it  ~ 
(9)  Rut.  To  a  wild  Fellow,  that  wou'd  v^^orry  her; 
A  Cannibal  that  feeds  o'  th'  Heads  of  Maids, 
Then  flings  their  Bones- and  Bodies  to  the  Devil. 
Wou'd  any  Man  of  Difcretion  venture  fuch  a  Griftle, 
To  the  rude  Claws  of  fuch  a  Cat  o'  Mountain  ?  [Bull 
(10)  You'd  better  tear  her  'tween  two  Oaks,  (i  i)  a  Town 

Is 

(8)  /  hafve  a  foolijh  Gin  here,'\  The  Verfe  halts  in  its  Empbafis  i 
and  bcfides,  Gin,  I  think,  i^l  always  ufed  to  fignify  a  Trap,  or 
Snare  ;  never,  a  Sword,  or  Piftol,  which  carry  open  Violence. 

(9)  7o  a  fwild  FellouCf  that  ixould  weary  her  \  ]  Sure,  this  Term 
conveys  very  little  Diftrefs  in  it  :  What,  only  nveary  her  ?  Ws 
might  expe6  harfher  Treatment  certainly  from  a  Cannibal,  or  Cat 
o*  Mountain,  as  Clodio  is  immediately  defcrib'd  to  be.  The  Emenda- 
tion, which  I  have  fubllituted,  was  likewife  llarted  to  me  by 
Mr.  Sjmpfon. 

( I  o)  Tou  had  better  tear  her  between  t^o  Oaks^  I  have  cured 
the  Metre,  and  now  muft  explain  the  AUufion  of  our  Poets.  Sinis^ 
or  Sinnis,  was  a  Tyrant  of  a  gigantick  Stature  and  Strength,  haunt- 
ing the  Ifthmus  of  the  Pe/oponne/e  ;  and  was  call'd  Ut]fJox,a,fjL'7rj»^, 
or  the  Pine-bender,  When  any  unhappy  PafTenger  fell  into  the  Clut- 
ches of  this  mercilefs  Man,  he  would  bend  down  by  main  Force  two 
Pines  till  he  had  brought  them  to  meet  together,  and  having  faften'd 

an 
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Is  a  meer  Stoick  to  this  Fellow,  a  grave  Philofopher, 
And  a  Spanijh  Jennet,  a  mod  virtuous  Gentleman. 

y^rn.  Does  this  feem  handlbme.  Sir  ? 

Rnt,  Though  I  confefi, 
Any  Man  wou*d  defire  to  have  her,  and  by  any  means. 
At  any  rate  too,  yet  that  this  common  Hangman, 
That  hath  whipt  off  the  Heads  of  a  thoufand  Maids  already. 
That  he  fhould  glean  the  Harveft,  flicks  in  my  Stomach  : 
This  Rogue,  that  breaks  young  Wenches  to  the  Saddle, 
And  caches  them  to  ftumble  ever  after  ; 
(12)  That  he  fhould  have  her  'fore  my  Brother  now. 
That  is  a  handfome  young  Fellow ;  and  well  thought  on. 
And  will  deal  tenderly  in  the  bufinefs  ? 
Or  *fore  my  felf,  that  have  a  Reputation, 
Have  fludied  the  Conclufions  of  thefe  Caufes, 

an  Arm  and  a  Leg  to  each  of  them,  tore  afunder  the  Limbs  of  his 
wretched  Captives.  Paufanias  tells  us,  that  one  of  thofc  Pines 
was  to  be  feen  on  the  Banks  of  a  River  even  in  his  Time,  under 
the  Reign  of  Adrian.  This  Sinnis  was  put  to  Death  by  Thefeus  in 
the  fame  Manner  that  He  had  cxercifed  his  Cruelty  upon  others ;  as 
Plutarch  informs  us  in  the  Life  of  that  Hero. 

 l^ex  ejl  juflior  ulla, 

^uam  Necis  Artifices  arte  perire  Jud, 

.(il)   -'   a  T^o^n  Bull 

Js  a  meer  Stoick  to  this  Fellonu,  a  grave  Philofopherf 
And  a  Spanifh  Jennet^  a  mofi  'virtuous  Gentleman. 
I  have  not  ventured  to  difturb  the  Body  of  the  Text  here,  tho*,  I 
think,  a  flight  Tranfpofition  is  abfolutely  necefiary.  In  the  firft 
place,  the  Verfification  is  moll  inharmonious,  and  runs  out  of  all 
Bounds.  Then  there  is  aflat,  and  flagrant,  Tautology.  Was  not  a  S/i?/V^ 
always  a  grave  Philofopher  ?  1  have  a  great  Sufpicion,  that  it  came 
from  our  Poets  thus  ; 

 '  a  Tofwn-Bull 

Is  a  meer  Stoick  to  this  Felloiu  ;  and 
A  Spanifli  Jennet,  a  grave  Philofopher ; 
A  moji  virtuous  Gentleman,  ''  ■ 
(12)  That  he  Jhould  have  her  ?  for  my  Brother  novj 

That  is  a  handfome  young  Fellovo  ;  and  voell  thought  on, 
And  voill  deal  tenderly  in  the  Bufinefs  : 
Or  for  myfelfy  that  have  a  Reputation, 
And  have  fludied  the  Conclufions  ofihefe  Caufes, 
And  knovo  the  perfieSl  Manage This  Paflage,  till  reformM 
in  the  Pointing,  and  the  Change  of  two  Monofyllables,  as  I  have 
regulated  the  Text,  I  think,  I  may  venture  to  pronounce  was  ftark 
Nonfcnfe. 

And 
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And  know  the  perfedl  Manage    I'll  tell  you,  old  Sir, 
(If  1  fhould  call  you  wife  Sir^  I  fhould  bely  you  :  ) 
This  thing,  you  fludy  to  betray  your  Child  to, 
This  Maiden- monger,  when  you  have  done  your  befl*. 
And  think  you  have  fixt  her  in  the  point  of  Honour, 
Who  do  you  think  you  have  ty'd  her  to  ?  a  Surgeon  i 
I  muft  confefs,  an  excellent  DifTeder ; 
One,  that  has  cut  up  more  young  tender  Lamb-pies — . 

Char.  What  I  fpake,  Gentlemen,  was  meer  Compulfion, 
No  Father's  Free-will,  nor  did  I  touch  your  Perfons 
(13)  With  any  Edge  of  Spight;  or  flain  your  Loves 
With  any  bafe,  or  hir'd  Perfwafions ; 
Witnefs  thefe  Tears,  how  well  1  wifh'd  your  Fortunes.  [^Ex, 
Rut,  There's  fome  (5race  in  thee  yet  5  You  are  determin'd 
To  marry  this  Count,  Lady. 
Zen.  Marry  him,  Rutilio  f 
Rut,  Marry  him,  and  lye  with  him,  I  mean. 
Zen,  You  cannot  mean  that. 
If  you  be  a  true  Gentleman,  you  dare  not. 
The  Brother  to  this  Man,  and  one  that  loves  him  j  * 
ril  marry  the  Devil  firfl-.- 
Rut,  A  better  Choice. 
And,  lay  his  Horns  by,  a  handfomer  Bed-fellow  1 
A  cooler,  o'  my  Conlcience. 

Jrn,  Pray,  let  me  ask  you  ; 
And,  my  dear  Miflrefs,  be  not  angry  with  me 
For  what  I  fhall  propound  :  I  am  confident. 
No  Promife,  nor  no  Pow'r,  can  force  your  Love, 
I  mean,  in  way  of  Marriage,  never  flir  you  ; 
Nor,  to  forget  my  Faith,  no  State  can  win  you. 
But  for  this  Cuflom,  which  this  wretched  Country 
Hath  wrought  into  a  Law,  and  muft  be  fatisfied  i 
Where  all  the  Pleas  of  Honour  are  but  laugh'd  at, 
And  Modelly  regarded  as  a  May-game, 
What  fhall  be  here  confider'd  ?  Pow'r  we  have  none 
To  make  Refiftance,  nor  Policy  to  crofs  it  5 
'Tis  held  Religion  too,  to  pay  this  Duty. 

•  (^3)   —  — — -  or  ftrainj'oar  Loves 

With  any  bafe^  or  hir'd  Perfrvafions  i  ]    Mr.  Sympfof{  faw 
with  me,  that  the  Word  here  Ihould  be,  Stain, 

Zen. 
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Zen.  I'll  die  an  Atheift  then. 

Arn^  My  nobleft  Miftrefs. 
Not  that  I  wifh  it  fo,  but  fay  it  were  fo. 
Say,  you  did  render  up  part  of  your  Honour, 
(For  whilft  your  Will  is  dear,  all  cannot  perifh ; ) 
Say,  for  one  Night  you  entertained  this  Monfter, 
Should  I  efteem  you  worfe,  forc'd  to  this  Render  ? 
Your  Mind,  I  know,  is  pure,  and  full  as  beauteous  ; 
After  this  ^hort  Eclipfe,  you  would  rife  again. 
And,  Ihal^ing  off  that  Cloud,  fpread  all  your  Luftre. 

Zen,  Who  made  you  witty,  to  undo  your  feJf,  Sir  ? 
Or  arc  you  loaden  with  the  Love  I  bring  you. 
And  fain  would  fling  that  Burthen  on  another? 
Am  I  grown  common  in  your  Eyes,  Arnoldo  ? 
Old,  or  unworthy  of  your  Fellowfhip? 
D'ye  think,  becaufe  a  Woman,  I  muft  err, 
And  therefore  rather  wifh  I  fall  before- hand. 
Coloured  with  Curtom  not  to  be  refifted  ? 
D'ye  love,  as  Painters  do,  only  fome  Pieces, 
Some  certain  handfome  Touches  of  your  Miftreft, 
And  let  the  Mind  pafs  by  you,  unexamin'd? 
Be  not  abus'd.    (14)  With  what  the  Maiden  Veflel 
Is  feafon'd  firft  —  you  underfland  the  Proverb. 

Rut,  I  am  afraid,  this  thing  will  make  me  virtuous. 

Zen  Should  you  lay  by  the  leaft  part  of  that  Love, 
You've  fworn  is  mine,  your  Youth  and  Faith  has  giv'n  me. 
To  entertain  another,  nay,  a  fairer, 
And  make  the  cafe  thus  defp'rate,  fhe  muft  dye  elle  ; 
D'ye  think,  I  would  give  way,  or  count  this  honeft  ? 
Be  not  deceiv'd,  thefe  Eyes  Ihould  never  fee  you  more. 
This  Tongue  forget  to  name  you,  and  this  Heart 
Hate  you,  as  if  you  were  born  my  full  Antipathy, 
(i  5)  Empire  and  more  imperious  Love  alone 

(14)  With  ivhat  the  fiiaiden  Vejfel 

"■  Isfeafond frft,  Tou  underfland  the  Proverh.]  The  PoCtS 

here  had  evidently  Horace  in  their  Eye. 

S2jfo  feme  I  eft  imbuta  recenSf  fer'vahii  Odor  em 
Teftadm, 

(15)  Empire  and  more  imperious  Lo've  alone 

Riile,  and  admit  no  Ri'vals :  ]  This  is  a  line  Tranflation  of 
a  Sentiment  in  O  v  i  dV  Metamorphojes. 

Non  bene  conojeniunt^.  nec  in  una  Sede  morantur  , 

Majeiias  ^  Anion  Rule, 
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Rale,  and  admix  no  Rivals:   The  pureft  Springs, 
When  they  are  courted  by  lafcivious  Land-floods, 
Their  Maiden"  Purenefs,  and  their  Coolnefs  perifh  ; 
And  tho'  they  purge  again  to  their  firft  Beauty, 
The  Sweetnefs  of  their  Tafte  is  clean  departed. 
I  muft  have  all  or  none ;  and  am  not  worthy 
Longer  the  noble  Nanie  of  Wife,  ArnoUo; 
Than  I  can  bring  a  whole  Heart  pure  and  handfomc. 

Arn.  I  never  fhall  deferve  you;  Not  to  thank  you; 
You  are  fo  heav'nly  good,  no  Man  can  reach  you : 
I  am  forry,  I  fpake  fo  rafhly  ;  'twas  but  to  try  you. 

Rut,  You  might  have  try'd  a  thoufand  Women  fo. 
And  nine  hundred  fourfcore  and  nineteen  fliould  ha'  fol- 
lowed your  Counfel. 
Take  heed  o'  clapping  Spurs  to  fuch  free  Cattle. 

Arn.  We  muft  bethink  us  fuddenly  and  conftantly. 
And  wifely  too,  we  expe6t  no  common  Danger, 
Zen.  Be  moft  aflur'd,  *PI1  die  firft. 

Enter  Clodio,  and  Guard, 
Rut.  An't  come  to  that  once, 
The  Devil  pick  his  Bones,  that  dies  a  Coward ! 
I'll  jog  along  with  you    here  comes  the  Stallion, 
How  fmug  he  looks  upon  the  Imagination 
Of  what  he  hopes  to  adt  ?  Pox  o' your  Kidneys! 
How  they  begin  to  melt?  How  big  he  bears! 
Sure,  he  will  leap  before  us  all ;  What  a  fweet  Company 
Of  Rogues  and  Panders  wait  upon  his  Lewdnefs  ? 
Plague  o'  your  Chops  1  you  ha'  more  handfbme  Bits, 
Than  a  hundred   honefter  Men,  and  more  deferving. 
How  the  Dog  leers !    Clod.  You  need  not  now  be  jealous, 
I  fpeak  at  diftance  to  your  Wife,  but  when 
The  Prieft  has  done,  we  lhall  grow  nearer  then. 
And  more  familiar.    Rut.  I'll  watch  you  for  that  Trick, 
Baboon,  I'll  frnoke  you  :  The  Rogue  fweats,  as  if 
He  had  eaten  Grains,  he  broils;  if  I  do  come 

To  th'  bafting  of  you,  ► 

Arn.  Your  Lordfhip 
May  happily  fpeak  this,  to  fright  a  Stranger, 
But  'tis  not  in  your  Honour  to  perform  it; 
The  Cuilom  of  this  Place,  if  fuch  there  be, 

At 
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At  befl:  moft  damnable,  may  urge  you  to  it; 
But  if  you  be  an  honeft  Man,  you  hate  it: 
However,  I  will  prefently  prepare 
To  make  her  mine ;  and  mo(t  undoubtedly 
Believe,  you  are  abus'd  ;  this  Cuftom  feign'd  too. 
And  what  you  now  pretend,  moft  fair  and  virtuous. 

Clod.  Go'and  believe,  a  good  Belief  docs  well,  Sir ; 
And  you.  Sir,  clear  the  Place,  but  leave  her  here. 

Arn,  Your  Lordlhip's  Pleafure— 

Clod,  That  anon,  Arnoldo\ 
This  is  but  Talk. 

Bjut,  Shall  we  go  off? 
-'^rn.  By  any  means, 

I  know,  (he  has  pious  Though.ts  enough  to  guard  her : 
Befides,  here's  nothing  due  to  him  *till  the  Tie  be  done, 
Nor  dare  he  offer. 

Rut,  Now  do  I  long  to  worry  him  : 
Pray,  have  a  care  to  the  main  Chance. [£x//Arn.  and  Rut. 

Zen.  Pray,  Sir,  fear  not. 

Clod.  Now,  what  fay  you  to  me  ?  Zen,  Sir,  it  becomes 
The  Modefty,  that  Maids  arc  ever  born  with. 
To  ufe  few  words. 

Clod.  Do  you  fee  nothing  in  me  ? 
Nothing  to  catch  your  Eyes,  nothing  of  Wonder 
The  common  Mould  of  Men  come  fhort,  and  want  in  ? 
Do  you  read  no  future  Fortune  for  your  felf  here? 
And  what  a  Happinels  it  may  be  to  you. 
To  have  him  honour  you,  all  Women  aim  at? 
To  have  him  love  you,  Lady,  that  Man  love  you. 
The  beft,  and  the  moft  beauteous,  have  run  mad  for? 
Look,  and  be  wife ;  you  have  a  Favour  offer'd  you  • 
I  do  not  every  Day  propound  to  Women; 
You  are  a  pretty  one ;  and  though  each  Hour 
I  am  glutted  with  the  Sacrifice  of  Beauty, 
I  may  be  brought,  as  you  may  handle  it. 
To  caft  fo  good  a  Grace  and  Liking  on  you,- 

You  underftand,  Come  kifs  me,  and  be  joyful, 

I  give  you  Leave. 

Zen.  Faith,  Sir,  'twill  not  fliew  handfome; 
Our  Sex  is  bluftiing,  full  of  Fear,  unskili'd  too 
In  thefe  Alarms.  Clod. 
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Clod,  Learn  then,  and  be  perfefl:. 

Zen,  I  do  befeech  your  Honour  pardon  me. 
And  take  fome  skilful  one  can  hold  you  Play, 
I  am  a  Fool. 

Clod.  I  tell  thee,  Maid,  I  love  thee. 
Let  that  word  make  thee  happy  ;  fo  far  love  thee. 
That  though  I  may  enjoy  thee  without  Ceremony, 
I  will  delcend  fo  low,  to  marry  thee  ; 
Methinks,  I  fee  the  Race  that  fhall  fpring  from  us. 
Some,  Princes  j  fome,  great  Soldiers, 

Zen,  I  am  afraid. 
Your  Honour's  cozen*d  in  this  Calculation  % 
For,  certain,  I  fliall  ne'er  have  Child  by  you. 

Clod.  Why? 

Zen,  'Caufe  I  muft  not  think  to  marry  you, 
I  dare  not,  Sir ;  the  ftep  betwixt  your  Honour, 
And  my  poor  humble  State 

Clod,  I  will  defcend  to  thee. 
And  buoy  thee  up. 

Zen,  V\\  fink  to  th'  Center  firft. 
Why  would  you  marry,  and  confine  that  Pleafure 
You  ever  have  had  freely  call  upon  you  ? 
Take  heed,  my  Lord,  this  marrying  is  a  mad  Matter, 
Lighter  a  Pair  of  Shackles  will  hang  on  you, 
And  quieter  a  Quartane  Fever  find  you. 
If  you  wed  me,  I  muft  enjoy  you  only  \ 
Your  Eyes  muft  be  call'd  home,  your  Thoughts  in  Cages 
To  fing  to  no  Ears  then  but  mine  ;  your  Heart  bound  \ 
The  Cuftom,  that  your  Youth  was  ever  nurs'd  in, 
Muft  be  forgot ;  I  fliall  forget  my  Duty  elfe. 
And  how  that  will  appear—* — - 

Clod.  We'll  talk  of  that  more. 

Zen,  Befides,  I  tell  ye,  I  am  naturally. 
As  all  young  Women  are,  that  fhew  like  handfome. 
Exceeding  proud  j  being  commended,  monftrous. 
Of  an  unquiet  Temper,  feldom  pleas'd, 
Unlefs  it  be  with  infinite  Obfervance, 
Which  .you  were  never  bred  to  ;  once  well  angred. 
As  every  Crofs  in  us  provokes  that  Paflion, 
Like  a  Sea,  I  roll,  tofs,  chafe  a  whole  Week  after. 

Vol,  li.  C  And 
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And  then  all  Mifchief  I  can  think  upon, 
Abufingof  your  Bed  the  leaft  and  poorefl; 
I  tell  you,  what  you'll  find ;  and  in  thefe  Fits, 
This  little  Beauty  you  are  pleas'd  to  honour. 
Will  be  fo  changed.  To  altcr'd  to  an  Uglinefs, 
To  fuch  a  Vizard  ;  ten  to  one,  I  die  too  ; 
Take't  then  upon  my  Death,  you  murder'd  me. 

Clod.  Away,  away,  Fool,  why  doft  thou  proclaim  thefe 
To  prevent  that  in  me,  thou  haft  chofen  in  another? 

Zen,  Him  I  have  chofen,  I  can  rule  and  mafter. 
Temper  to  what  I  pleafe  ;  you  are  a  Great  one. 
Of  too  ftrong  Will  to  bend;  I  dare  not  venture. 
Be  wife,  my  Lord,  and  fay,  you  were  well  counfei'd ; 
Take  Money  for  my  Ranfom,  and  forget  me; 
'Twill  be  both  fafe,  and  noble  for  your  Honour : 
And  wherefoe'er  my  Fortunes  fhall  condu6t  me. 
So  worthy  Mentions  I  fhall  render  of  you, 
JSo  virtuous  and  fo  fair,——- 

Clod,  You  will  not  marry  me  ? 

Zen,  I  do  befeech  your  Honour,  be  not  angry 
At  what  I  fay,  I  cannot  love  ye,  dare  not; 
But  fee  a  Ranfom  for  the  Flower  you  covet. 

Clod.  No  Money,  nor  no  Prayers,  fhall  redeem  that. 
Not  all  the  Art  you  have. 

Zen,  Set  your  own  Price,  Sir. 

Clod,  Go  to  your  Wedding,  never  kneel  to  me, 
When  that's  done,  you  are  mine,  1  will  enjoy  you : 
Your  Tears  do  nothing;  I  will  not  lofe  my  Cuftom, 
To  caft  upon  my  felf  an  Empire's  Fortune. 

.Zen,My  Mind  fhall  not  pay  this  Cuftom,  cruel  Mz.n,[Epc. 

Clod.  Your  Body  will  content  me:  I'll  look  for  you.  [Ex. 

Enter  Charino,  and  Servants  in  Black ;   covering  the 
Place  with  Blacks. 

Char,  Strew  all  your  wither'd  Flowers,  your  Autumn 
By  the  hot  Sun  ravifh'd  of  Bud  and  Beauty,    .  [Sweets, 
Thus  round  about  her  Bride-bed  ;  hang  thofe  Blacks  there, 
The  Emblems  of  her  Honour  loft  ;  all  Joy, 
That  leads  a  Virgin  to  receive  her  Lover, 
Keep  from  this  Place ;  all  Fellow-maids  that  bkfs  her. 

And 


7le  Cujlom  of  the  Country.  19 

And  blufhing  do  unloofe  her  Zone,  keep  from  her  : 
No  merry  Noife,  nor  Jufty  Songs,  be  heard  here, 
Nor  full  Cups  crown'd  with  Wine  make  the  Rooms  giddy  5 
This  is  no  Mafque  of  Mirth,  but  murder'd  Honour. 
Sing  mournfully  that  fad  Epithalamion 
I  gave  thee  now :  And,  prithee,  let  thy  Lute  weep. 

Song  and  Dance,    Enter  Rutilio. 

Rut,  How  now,  what  Livery's  this  ?  Do  you  call  this 
This  is  more  like  a  Funeral.  [a  Wedding? 

Char.  It  is  one. 
And  my  poor  Daughter  going  to  her  Grave ; 
To  his  moft  loath'd  Embraces,  that  gapes  for  her. 
Make  the  Earl's  Bed  ready ;  is  the  Marriage  done.  Sir  ? 

Rut,  Yes,  they  are  knit  %  but  muft  this  Slubberdegullion 
Have  her  Maidenhead  now  ? 

Jrn.  There's  no  avoiding  it. 

Rut,  And  there's  the  Scaffold  where  (he  muft  lofe  it  ? 
Jrn,  The  Bed,  Sir. 

Rut.  No  way  to  wipe  his  xnouldy  Chaps  ? 
Char,  That  we  know. 

Rut,  To  any  honeft  well-deferving  Fellow, 
And  'twere  but  to  a  merry  Cobler,  1  cou'd  fit  ftill  now, 
I  love  the  Game  fo  well ;  but  that  this  Puckfift, 

This  univerfal  Rutter  Fare  ye  well.  Sir  ; 

And  if  you  have  any  good  Pray'rs,  put  *em  forward. 
There  may  be  yet  a  Remedy. 

Char,  I  wifh  it.  [Escit  Rutilio. 

And  all  my  beft  Devotions  offer  to  it. 

Enter  Clodio,  and  Guard, 

Clod,  Now,  is  this  Tie  difpatch'd  ?  Char,  I  think  it  be,  Sir. 

Clod,  And  my  Bed  ready.? 

Char.  There  you  may  quickly  find,  Sir, 
Such  a  loath'd  Preparation.    Clod.  Never  grumble. 
Nor  fling  a  Difcontent  upon  my  Pleafure, 
It  niuft  'and  fhall  be  done  :  Give  me  fome  Wine, 
And  fill  it  'till  it  leap  upon  my  Lips : 
Here's  to  the  foolifli  Maidenhead  you  wot  of, 

C  ^  The 
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The  Toy  I  muft  take  Pains  for. 

Char,  I  befeech  your  Lordfhip, 
Load  not  a  Father's  Love.    Clod.  Pledge  it,  Charino, 
Or,  by  my  Life,  Pll  make  thee  pledge  thy  laft  j 
And  be  fure,  Ihe  be  a  Maid,  a  perfed  Virgin, 
(I  will  not  have  my  Expe<5lation  dull'd) 
Or  your  old  Pate  goes  off.    I  am  hot  and  fiery. 
And  my  Blood  beats  Alarums  through  my  Body, 
And  Fancy,  high.    You  of  my  Guard  retire. 
And  let  me  hear  no  Noife  about  the  Lodging, 
But  Mufick  and  fweet  Airs ;  now  fetch  your  Daughter, 
And  bid  the  coy  Wench  put  on  all  her  Beauties, 
All  her  Enticements ;  out-blufli  Damask  Rofes, 
And  dim  the  breaking  Eaft  with  her  bright  Cryftals. 
Pm  all  on  Fire,  away. 

Char.  And  i  am  frozen.  \,E'Xit, 

Enter  Zenocia  with  Bow  and  ^iver^  an  Arrow  hent^ 
Arnoldo  and  Rutilio  after  her^  arm'd. 

Zen,  Come  fearlefs  on.  Rut.  Nay,  an  I  budge  from  thee, 
Beat  me  with  dirty  Sticks.    Clod.  What  Mafque  is  this  ? 
What  pretty  Fancy  to  provoke  me  high  ^ 
Diana  fhews  an  Ethiop  to  this  Beauty, 
(i6)  This  beauteous  Huntrefs,  fairer  far,  and  fweeterj 
Proteded  by  two  Virgin  Knights. 

Rtit.  That's  a  Lye, 
A  loud  one,  if  you  knew  as  much  as  I  do. 
The  Guard's  difpers'd.    Am.  Fortune,  I  hope,  invites  us. 

Clod.  I  can  no  longer  hold,  fhe  pulls  my  Heart  from  me. 

Z^;^Stand,and  (land  fix'd,move  nota  Foot,nor  ipeak  not. 
For,  if  thou  doft,  upon  this  Point  thy  Death  fits. 
Thou  miferable,  bafe,  and  fordid  Leacher, 
Thou  Scum  of  noble  Blood,  repent  and  fpeedily ; 
Repent  thy  thoufand  Thefts  from  helplefs  Virgins, 
Their  Innocence  betray'd  to  thy  Embraces. 

(l6)  The  beauteous  Huntrefs,  fairer  far,  and  f^weeteri 
Diana  Jhe^jos  an  Ethiop  to  this  Beauty, 

FroteSied  by  tuoo  Virgin  Knights. '\  I  have  ruminated  over 
this  Pafiage  an  hundred  Times,  and  can  find  no  Senfe  in  it  but  by  the 
Tranfpclition  which  I  have  made  in  the  firft  two  Lines. 

Arn, 


The  Cujlom  of  the  Country.  21 

Am.  The  bafe  Diflionour  that  thou  doft  to  Strangers, 
In  glorying  to  abufe  the  Laws  of  Marriage 
The  Infamy  thou  haft  flung  upon  thy  Country, 
In  nourifhing  this  black  and  barbarous  Cuftom. 

Clod,  My  Guard,  

Arn,  One  word  more,  and  thou  dieft. 

Rut.  One  Syllable 
That  tends  to  any  thing,  but  /  hefeech  you^ 
And^  as  you^re  Gmtlemen^  tender  my  Cafe^ 
And  I  will  thruft  my  Javelin  down  thy  Throat. 
Thou  Dog-whelp,  thou,  pox  upon  thee,  what 
Should  I  call  thee,  Pompion  ? 

Thou  kifs  my  Lady  ?   Thou  fcour  her  Chamber-pot : 
Thou  have  a  Maidenhead  ?   a  motley  Coat, 
You  great  blind  Fool  ^  farewel  and  be  hang'd  to  ye  ; 
Lofe  no  Time,  Lady.  Am,  Pray  take  your  Pleafure,  Sir, 
And  lb  we'll  take  our  Leaves.  Zen,  We  are  determined, 
Die,  before  yield.  Arn.  Honour,  and  a  fair  Grave. 

Zen.  Before  a  luftful  Bed  ;  fo,  to  our  Fortunes. 

(17)  Rut.  Bu  cat  a  whee^  good  Count ;  cry,  prithee,  cry ; 
O  what  a  Wench  haft  thou  loft  ?  Cry,  you  great  Booby. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Charino. 

Clod.  And  is  fhe  gone  then,  am  I  difhonour'd  thus, 
Cozen*d  and  bafH'd  ?  My  Guard,  there    no  Man  anfwer  ? 
My  Guard,  I  fay :  Sirrah,  you  knew  of  this  Plot ; 
Where  are  my  Guard  ?  I'll  have  your  Life,  you  Villain, 
You  politick  old  Thief.  Char.  Heaven  fend  her  far  enough ! 

Enter  Guard. 

And  let  me  pay  the  Ranfom. 

Guard.  Did  your  Honour  call  us  ? 

Clod.  Poft  every  way,  and  prefently  recover 
The  two  ftrange  Gentlemen,  and  the  fair  Lady. 

Guard.  This  Day  was  married.  Sir? 

Clod.  The  fame.    Guard.  We  faw  *em 

(17)  Ducat  a  whee,  good  Count  \]  *Tis  very  much  out  of  Cha- 
racter, that  an  Italian  to  an  Italian  fliould  talk  Welchy  in  his  Merri- 
ment ;  neither  of  whom  in  all  Probability  ever  heard  a  Syllable  %i 
that  Language. 

C  3  Making 
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Making  with  all  main  Speed  to  the  Port; 

Clod,  Away,  Villains.  {Exit  Guard. 

Recover  her,  or  I  fhail  die;  deal  truly, 
Didft  not  thou  know? 

Char,  By  all  that's  good,  I  did  not. 
If  your  Honour  mean  their  Flight,  to  fay,  I  grieve  for  that. 
Will  be  to  lye  ;  you  may  handle  me  as  you  pleafe. 

Clod.  Be  fure,  with  all  the  Cruelty,  with  all  the  Rigor, 
For  thou  haft  rob'd  me,  Villain,  of  a  Treafure. 

Enter  Guard. 

How  now? 

Guard,  They're  all  aboard,  a  Bark  rode  ready  for  'em, 
And  now  are  under  Sail,  and  paft  Recovery. 

Clod.  Rig  me  a  Ship  with  all  the  Speed  that  may  be, 
I  will  not  lofe  her :  Thou,  her  moft  falfe  Father, 
Shalt  go  along ;  and  if  I  mifs  her,  hear  me, 
A  whole  Day  will  I  ftudy  to  deftroy  thee. 

Char,  I  fhall  be  joyful  of  it ;  and  fo  you'll  find  me. 

{Exeunt, 


A   C   T    II.     S   C  E   N  E  L 

Enter  Manuel  du  Sofa,  and  Guiomar. 

Man.  Y  Hear  and  fee  too  much  of  him,  and  that 

A  Compels  me,  Madam,  though  unwillingly. 
To  wifli  I  had  no  Uncle's  Part  in  him ; 
And,  much  I  fear,  the  Comfort  of  a  Son 
You  will  not  long  enjoy.    Gui.  *Tis  not  my  Fault, 
And  therefore  from  his  Guilt  my  Innocence 
Cannot  be  tainted ;  fince  his  Father's  Death, 
(Peace  to  his  Soul !)  a  Mother's  Pray'rs  and  Care 
Were  never  wanting  in  his  Education. 
His  Child- hood  I  pafs  o'er,  as  being  brought  up 
Under  my  Wing ;  and  growing  ripe  for  Study, 
I  overcame  the  Tendernefs,  and  Joy 
I  had  to  look  upon  him,  and  provided 
The  choieeft  Matters,  and  of  greateft  Name 

Of 
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(18)      Salamanca^  in  all  liberal  Arts, 
To  train  his  Youth  up. 

Man,  I  muft  witnefs  that. 

Gut,  How  there  he  profper'd  to  the  Admiration 
Of  all  that  knew  him,  for  a  general  Scholar, 
Being  one  of  Note,  before  he  was  a  Man, 
Is  ftill  remembred  in  that  Academy, 
from  thence  I  fent  him  to  the  Emperor's  Court, 
Attended  like  his  Father's  Son,  and  there 
Maintained  him  in  fuch  Bravery  and  Height, 
As  did  become  a  Courtier. 

Man.  *Twas  that  fpoii'd  him, 
•My  Nephew  had  been  happy,  but  for  that. 
The  Court's  a  School,  indeed,  in  which  fome  few 
Learn  virtuous  Principles ;  but  moft  forget 
Whatever  they  brought  thither  good  and  honeft. 
Trifling  is  there  in  Praftice,  ferious  Actions 
Are  obfolete  and  out  of  ufe  ;  my  Nephew 
Had  been  a  happy  Man,  had  he  ne'er  known 
What's  there  in  Grace  and  Fafhion. 

Gut,  I  have  heard  yet, 
That,  while  he  liv'd  in  Court,  the  Emperor 
Took  Notice  of  his  Carriage  and  good  Parts, 
The  Grandees  did  not  fcorn  his  Company  5 
And  of  the  greateft  Ladies  he  was  held 
A  compleat  Gentleman. 

Man,  He,  indeed,  danc'd  well  ; 
A  turn  o'th'  Toe,  with  a  lofty  trick  or  two. 
To  argue  Nimblencfs,  and  a  ftrong  Back, 
Will  go  far  with  a  Madam :  'Tis  moft  true. 
That  he's  an  excellent  Scholar,  and  he  knows  it ; 
An  exad:  Courtier,  and  he  knows  that  too  ; 
He  has  fought  thrice,  and  come  off  ftill  with  Honour, 
Which  he  torgets  not.    Gui,  Nor  have  I  much  Reafon 
To  grieve  his  Fortune  that  way. 

[i2>)  Of  Salamanca  in  all  liberal  Arts, 

Man.  To  train  his  Youth  up.   

/  mufl  ^^itnefs  That.']  Manuel  is  here  made  to  fpe^.k  before 
his  Time.  I  he  firil  Hemiftich  is  the  Clofe  of  Guiomar's  Speech,  as 
Mr.  Seaward  \\k&w^'i{Q,  obl'erv'd  tome. 

C  4  Man. 


24  Cujlom  of  the  Country. 

Men.  You  are  miftaken, 
Profperity  does  fearch  a  Gentlemen's  Temper, 
More  than  his  adverfe  Fortune  :  I  have  known 
Many,  and  of  rare  Parts,  from  their  Succels 
In  private  Duels,  rais'd  up  to  feich  a  Pride, 
And  fo  transformed  from  Vv^hat  they  were,  that  all, 
That  lov'd  them  truly,  wilh'd  they  had  fall'n  in  them. 
I  need  not  write  Examples,  in  your  Son 
'Tis  too  apparent  \  for  e'er  Don  Duarte 
Made  Trial  of  his  Valour,  he,  indeed,  was 
Admir'd  for  civil  Courtefie  ;  but  now 
He's  fvvoln  fo  high,  out  of  his  own  Aflurance 
Of  what  he  dares  do,  that  he  feeks  Occafions, 
Unjuft  Occafions,  grounded  on  blind  Paflion, 
Ever  to  be  in  Quarrels,  and  this  makes  him 
Shunn'd  of  all  fair  Societies.    Gtti.  *Wou'd,  it  were 
In  my  weak  pow'r  to  help  it !  1  will  ufe 
With  my  Entreaties  th*  Authority  of  a  Mother, 
As  you  may  of  an  Uncle,  and  enlarge  it 
With  your  Command,  as  being  a  Governor 
To  the  great  King  in  Lisbon, 

Enter  Duarte,  and  his  Page. 

Man,  Here  he  comes. 
We  are  unfeen,  obferve  him. 

Dua^  Boy,    Page.  My  Lord. 

Bua.  What  faith  the  Spanijh  Captain,  that  I  ftruck. 
To  my  bold  Challenge  ?    Page,  He  refus*d  to  read  it. 

Dua.  Why  didft  not  leave  it  there  ? 

Page.  I  did,  my  Lord, 
But  to  no  purpofe ;  for  he  feems  more  willing 
To  fit  down  with  the  Wrongs,  than  to  repair 
His  Honour  by  the  Sword  ;  he  knows  too  well. 
That  from  your  Lordfhip  nothing  can  be  got 
But  more  Blows,  and  Difgraces.    Dua.  He's  a  Wretch 
A  miferable  Wretch,  and  all  my  Fury 
Is  loft  upon  him.  Holds  the  Mafque,  appointed 
r  th*  honour  of  Hippolyta  ?   Page.  Tis  broke  off. 

Dua,  The  Reafon  ? 
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Page,  This  was  one  ;  they  heard  your  Lordfliip 
Was  by  the  Ladies  Choice  to  lead  the  Dance ; 
And  thecefore  they,  too  well  afiur'd  how  far 
You  would  out-fhine  'em,  gave  it  o'er,  and  faid. 
They  would  not  ferve  for  Foils  to  fet  you  off. 

Bua.  They  at  their  beft  are  fuch,  and  ever  fliall  be. 
Where  I  appear.    Man,  Do  you  note  his  Modefty? 

Bua,  But  was  there  nothing  elfe  pretended  ?  Page.  Yes, 
Young  Don  Alonzo^  the  great  Captain's  Nephew, 
Stood  on  Comparifons. 

Bua,  With  whom  ?    Page,  With  you. 
And  openly  profefs'd  that  all  Precedence, 
His  Birth  and  State  confider'd,  was  due  to  him ; 
Nor  were  your  Lordfliip  to  contend  with  one 
So  far  above  you. 

Bua,  I  look  down  upon  him 
With  fuch  Contempt  and  Scorn,  as  on  my  Slave  ; 
He's  a  Name  only,  and  all  Good  in  him 
He  muft  derive  from  his  great  Grandfire's  Aflies ; 
For  had  not  their  vidlorious  Adts  bequeathed 
His  Titles  to  him,  and  wrote  on  his  Forehead, 
This  is  a  Lord,  he  had  liv'd  unobferv'd 
By  any  Man  of  Mark,  and  died  as  one 
Amongft  the  common  Rout.    Compare  with  me  ? 
'Tis  Giant-like  Ambition  s  I  know  him. 
And  know  my  felf ;  that  Man  is  truly  noble, 
(19)  And  he  may  juftly  call  that  Worth  his  own. 
Which  his  Deferts  have  purchas'd  ;  I  could  wifli. 
My  Birth  were  more  obfcure,  my  Friends  and  Kirifmen 
Of  lefTer  Pow'r,  or  that  my  provident  Father 
Had  been  like  to  that  riotous  Emperor 
That  chofe  his  Belly  for  his  only  Heir  ; 
For  being  of  no  Family  then,  and  poor. 
My  Virtues,  wherefoe'er  I  liv'd,  fhould  make 
That  Kingdom  my  Inheritance.    Gut.  Strange  Self-love  ! 

(19)  And  he  may  jujily  call  that  Worth  his  oiun. 

Which  his  Deferts  ha<ve  purchased ]  This  Sentiment  is  evi- 
dently founded  on  H  o  r  a  c  e. 

 Sume  Superhiam 

^afitam  Meritis^ 

'  Bua. 
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Dua.  For  if  I  ftudicd  the  Country's  Laws, 
I  fhould  fo  eafily  Sound  all  their  Depth, 
And  rife  up  fuch  a  Wonder,  that  the  Pleaders,  • 
That  now  are  in  moft  Pradice  and  Efteem, 
Should  ftarve  for  want  of  Clients.    If  I  travell'd. 
Like  wife  Ulyjfes^  to  fee  Men  and  Manners, 
I  would  return  in  A6i:  more  knowing,  than 
Homer  QoM  fancy  him.    If  a  Phyfician, 
So  oft  1  would  reftore  Death- wounded  Men, 
That,  where  I  liv'd,  Galen  fhould  not  be  nam'd  ; 
And  he,  that  join'd  again  the  fcatter'd  Limbs 
Of  torn  Hippolytus^  fhould  be  forgotten. 
I  could  teach  Ovid  Courtfhip,  how  to  win 
A  Julia^  and  enjoy  her,  though  her  Dow'r 
Were  all  the  Sun  gives  light  to  :  And  for  Arms 
Were  the  Perfian  Hoft,  that  drank  up  Rivers,  added 
To  the  "Turks  prefent  Pow'rs,  I  cou*d  dire6b, 
Command,  and  marfhal  them. 

Man.  And  yet  you  know  not 
To  rule  your  felf ;  you  would  not  to  a  Boy  elfe. 
Like  Plautus*  Braggart,  boaft  thus.    Dua.  All  I  fpeak^ 
In  A(5l  I  can  make  good. 

Gui»  Why  then  being  Mafter 
Of  fuch  and  fo  good  Parts,  do  you  deftroy  them 
With  felf  Opinion  ;  or,  like  a  rich  Mifer, 
Hoard  up  the  Treafures  you  polTefs,  imparting 
Nor  to  your  felf,  nor  others,  the  Ufe  of  them  ? 
They  are  to  you  but  like  inchanted  Viands, 
On  which  you  feem  to  feed,  yet  pine  with  Hunger ; 
And  thofe  io  rare  Perfections  in  my  Son, 
Which  would  make  others  happy,  render  me 
A  wretched  Mother.    Man,  You  are  too  infolcnt. 
And  thofe  too  many  Excellencies,  that  feed 
Your  Pride,  turn  to  a  Pleurifie,  and  kill 
That  which  fhould  nourifh  Virtue.    Dare  you  think, 
All  BlcfTings  are  conferr'd  on  you  alone  ? 
You're  grofly  cozen'd  ;  there's  no  Good  in  you. 
Which  others  have  not.    Are  you  a  Scholar  ?  So 
Are  many,  and  as  knowing.    Are  you  valiant  ? 
Wafte  not  that  Courage  then  in  brawles,  but  fpend  it 

rth* 
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I*th*  Wars,  in  fervice  of  your  King,  and  Country. 

Dm.  Yet,  fo  I  might  be  General,  no  Man  lives 
That's  worthy  to  command  me.    Man,  Sir,  in  Lisbon 

(20)  I  am  ;  and  you  fhall  know  it :  Every  Hour 
I  am  troubled  with  Complaints  of  your  Behaviour 
From  Men  of  all  Conditions,  and  all  Sedls. 

And  my  Authority,  which  you  prefume 

Will  bear  you  out,  in  that  you  are  my  Nephew, 

No  longer  lhall  proted  you    for  I  vow. 

Though  all  that's  paft  I  pardon,  1  will  punifli 

The  next  Fault  with  as  much  Severity 

As  if  you  were  a  Stranger,  reft  aflfur'd  on't. 

GuL  And  by  that  Love  you  fhould  bear,  or  that  Duty 
Yoa  owe  a  Mother,  once  more  I  command  you 
To  caft  this  Haughtinefs  off ;  which  if  you  do, 
All,  that  is  mine,  is  yours ;  If  not,  exped 
My  Pray'rs  and  Vows,  for  your  Converfion  only  ; 
But  never  Means,  nor  Favour.  \E^,  Manuel  and  Guiomar. 

Dua,  I  am  tutor'd 
As  if  I  were  a  Child  ftill ;  the  bafe  Peafants 
That  fear,  and  envy  my  great  Worth,  have  done  this  ; 

(21)  But  I  will  find  them  out;  I  will  abroad; 
Get  my  Difguife ;  I  have  too  long  been  idle. 
Nor  will  I  curb  my  Spirit ;  I  was  born  free. 

And  will  purfue  the  Courfe  beft  liketh  me.  [Epcemt, 

(20)  ■  "   '  E'vry  hour 

Tm  troubled  niotth  Complaints  of  your  Behwviour 

From  Men  of  all  Conditions ^  and  all  Sexes.'\  One  would  ima- 
gine, there  were  as  great  a  Number  of  Sexes,  as  of  Conditions  of 
Mankind,  by  this  laft  Part  of  the  Verfe.  But  could  Fletcher  write 
fo  ?  Surely,  a  little  Alteration  will  fet  all  right.    Read  then, 

from  Men  of  all  Conditions,  and  all  Seds.  Mr.  Sympfon, 

Before  I  receivM  this  Emendation  from  my  Friend,  I  had  correc- 
ted the  Palfage  thus. 

From  Them  of  all  Conditions^  and  all  Sexes. 
Men  and  them,  I  have  obferv'd,  frequently  take  Place  of  each  other 
in  the  old  Editions  of  our  Dramatick  Poets. 

(21)  /  ^ill  o'  board  j  ]  But  he  has  not  been  talking  of  any  Veflel 
provided  for  his  Paffage.  I  fufpeft,  the  Poets  intended  no  more 
than  (on  his  being  tutor'd  fo,  as  he  calls  it)  that  he  Ihould  exprefs  a 
Refolution  of  quitting  his  Country  and  going  abroad,      Mr.  Sympfon, 


Enter 
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Enter  Leopold,  Sailors^  and  Zenocia, 

Leop.  Divide  the  Spoil  amongft  you,  this  fair  Captive 
I  only  challenge  for  my  felf.    Sail.  You  have  won  her. 
And  well  deferve  her  :  Twenty  Years  I  have  liv'd 
A  Burgefs  of  the  Sea,  and  have  been  prefent 
At  many  a  defperate  Fight,  but  never  faw 
So  fmall  a  Bark  with  fuch  incredible  Valour 
So  long  defended,  and  againft  fuch  Odds ; 
And  by  two  Men  fcarce  arm'd  too. 

Leop.  'Twas  a  Wonder. 
And  yet  the  Courage  they  expreft  being  taken. 
And  their  Contempt  of  Death,  wan  more  upon  me 
Than  all  they  did,  when  they  were  free  :  Methinks, 
I  fee  them  yet  when  they  were  brought  aboard  us, 
Difarm'd  and  ready  to  be  put  in  Fetters  ; 
How  on  the  fudden,  as  if  they  had  fworn 
Never  to  tafte  the  Bread  of  Servitude, 
Both  fnatching  up  their  Swords,  and,  from  this  Virgin 
Taking  a  Farewel  only  with  their  Eyes, 
They  leapt  into  the  Sea. 

Sail.  Indeed,  'twas  rare. 

Leop.  It  wrought  fo  much  on  me,  that,  but  I  fear'd 
The  great  Ship  that  purfued  us,  our  own  Safety 
Hindring  my  charitable  purpofe  to  'em, 
I  would  have  took  'em  up,  and  with  their  Lives 
They  fliould  have  had  their  Liberties.    Zen.  O  too  late. 
For  they  are  loft,  for  ever  loft.    Leop^  Take  Comfort ; 
'Tis  not  impoflible  but  that  they  live  yet, 
For,  when  they  left  the  Ships,  they  were  within 
A  League  o'th'  Shore,and  with  fuch  Strength  and  Cunning 
They,  fwimming,  did  delude  the  rifing  Billows, 
With  one  Hand  making  way,  and  with  the  other 
Their  bloody  Swords  advanc'd,  threatning  the  Sea-gods 
With  War,  unlefs  they  brought  them  fafely  off  i 
That  I  am  almoft  confident,  they  live. 
And  you  again  may  fee  them.    Zen.  In  that  Hope 
I  brook  a  wretched  Being,  till  I  am 
Made  certain  of  their  Fortunes  s  but,  they  dead. 

Death 
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(22)  Death  hath  fo  many  Doors  to  let  out  Life, 
I  will  not  long  furvive  them.    Leop,  Hope  the  beft, 
And  let  the  courteous  Ufage  you  have  found, 
Not  ufual  in  Men  of  War,  perfuade  you 
To  tell  me  your  Condition.    Zen.  You  know  it, 
A  Captive  my  Fate  and  your  Pow'r  have  made  me  ; 
Such  I  am  now    bur,  what  I  was,  it  skills  not  j 
For,  they  being  dead,  in  whom  I  only  live, 
I  dare  not  challenge  Family,  or  Country, 
.And  therefore,  Sir,  enquire  not ;  let  it  fuffice, 
I  am  your  Servant,  and  a  thankful  Servant 
(If  you  will  call  that  fo,  which  is  but  Duty) 
I  ever  will  be ;  and,  my  Honour  fafe, 
(Which  nobly  hitherto  ye  have  preferv*d,) 
No  Slavery  can  appear  in  fuch  a  Form, 
Which  with  a  mafculine  Conftancy  I  will  not 
Boldly  look  on  and  fuffer.    Leop,  You  miftake  me  : 
That  you  are  made  my  Prifoner,  may  prove 
The  Birth  of  your  good  Fortune.    1  do  find 
A  winning  Language  in  your  Tongue  and  Looks  5 
Nor  can  a  Suit  by  you  mov'd  be  deny'd ; 
And  therefore  of  a  Prilbner  you  muft  be 
The  Vigor's  Advocate. 

Zen.  To  whom  ?    Leop.  A  Lady  : 
In  whom  all  Graces,  that  can  perfed:  Beauty, 
Are  friendly  met,    I  grant,  that  you  are  Fair  : 
And  had  I  not  feen  her  before,  perhaps, 
1  might  have  fought  to  you.    Zen.  This  I  hear  gladly. 

Leop>  To  this  incomparable  Lady  I  will  give  you, 
(Yet  being  mine,  you  are  already  hers) 
And  to  ferve  her  is  more  than  to  be  free. 
At  lead,  1  think  fo ;  and  when  you  Jive  with  her. 
If  you  will  pleafe  to  think  on  him  that  brought  you 
To  fuch  a  Happinefs,  for  fo  her  Bounty 
Will  make  you  think  her  Service,  you  (hall  ever 
Make  me  at  your  Devotion.    Zen.  All  I  can  do, 
Reft  you  aflur'd  of.    Leop.  At  Night  Til  prefent  you, 

(22)  Death  hath  fo  many  Doors  to  let  out  Lifei\ 

Milk  h)ii£  Mortis,  — 

As  yirgil  fays  in  his  Mneis. 

Till 
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Till  when  I  am  your  Guard.    Zen,  Ever  your  Servant. 

[  Exeunt. 

Enter  Arnoldo  and  Rutilio. 

Am,  To  what  are  we  referv'd  ? 

Rut,  Troth,  *tis  uncertain  ; 
Drowning  we  have  fcap'd  miraculoufly,  and 
Stand  fair,  for  aught  I  know,  for  hanging  ;  Money 
We've  none,  nor  like  to  have,  'tis  to  be  doubted : 
Befides,  we're  Strangers,  wondrous  hungry  Strangers ;  ' 
And  Charity  growing  cold,  and  Miracles  ceafing. 
Without  a  Conjurer's  Help,  I  cannot  find 
When  we  fhall  eat  again.    Am.  Thefe  are  no  Wants 
If  put  in  Balance  with  Zenocia^s  Lofs ; 
In  that  alone  all  Miferies  are  fpoken  : 
O,  my  Rutilio^  when  1  think  on  her, 
And  that  which  fhe  may  fufFer,  being  a  Captive, 

(23)  Then  I  could  curfe  my  felf,  almoft  thofe  Pow'rs 
That  fenc'd  me,  from  the  fury  of  the  Ocean. 

Rut,  You've  loft  a  Wife,  indeed,  a  fair  and  chaft  one. 
Two  Bleflings,  not  found  often  in  one  Woman ; 
But  flie  may  be  recovered  ;  queftionlefs. 
The  Ship  that  took  us  was  of  Portugal^ 
And  here  in  Lisbon ;  by  fome  means  or  other. 
We  may  hear  of  her.    Am,  In  that  Hope  I  live. 

Rut.  And  fo  do  I,  but  Hope  is  a  poor  Sallad 
To  dine  and  fup  with,  after  a  two  days  Faft  too : 
Have  you  no  Money  left  ? 

Am,  Not  a  Denier. 

Rut.  Nor  any  thing  to  pawn    'Tis  now  in  Fafliion. 

(24)  Having  a  Miftrefs,  fure,  you  Ihould  not  be 

Without 

(23)  Then  I  could  curfe  myfelf^  almoft  thofe  Vo^^rs 

That  fend  me  from  the  Fury  of  the  Ocean,']  Send^  here,  is  a 
very  weak  and  unmeaning  Word  :  The  PqwVs  did  not  fend,  but 
protefted  him,  from  the  i^ury  of  the  Ocean,  I  have  ventured  to 
fubftitutea  Term,  that  comes  very  near  to  the  Traces  of  the  Letters, 
and  as  near  to  the  Meaning  required. 

(24)  Having  a  Miftrefs^  fure,  you  fhould  not  he 

Without  a  neat  Hiftorical  Shirt.]  This  is  an  obfcure  Epithet 
to  us  at  this  time  of  Day.    Mr.  Sympfon  conjedured  to  me,  that  it 

might 
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Without  a  neat  hiftorical  Shirt.    Am.  For  Shame, 
Talk  not  fo  poorly.    Rut,  I  muft  talk  of  chat 
Neceflity  prompts  us  to,  for  beg  I  cannot ; 
Nor  am  I  made  to  creep  in  at  a  Window, 
To  filch  to  feed  me  5  fomething  muft  be  done. 
And  fuddenly,  refolve  on't. 

Enter  Zabulon,  and  a  Servant. 

Am,  What  are  thefe  ? 

Rut.  One  by  his  Habit  is  a  Jew,    Zab,  No  more  : 
Thou'rt  fure,  that's  he.    Ser.  Moft  certain. 

Zah.  How  long  is  it 
Since  firft  fhe  faw  him  ?  Ser,  Some  two  Hours.  \Emt  Ser. 

Zah,  Be  gone. 
Let  me  alone  to  work  him.    Rut.  How  he  eyes  you  ! 
Now  he  moves  towards  us ;  In  the  Devil's  Name, 
What  would  he  with  us  ?    Am,  Innocence  is  bold  : 
Nor  can  I  fear.    Zah,  That  you  are  poor  and  Strangers 
I  eafily  perceive.    Rut,  But  that  you'll  help  us. 
Or,  any  of  your  Tribe,  we  dare  not  hope.  Sir. 

Zah,  Why  think  you  fo  } 

Rut,  Becaufe  you  are  a  Jewy  Sir ; 
And  Courtefies  come  fooner  from  the  Devil  ® 
Than  any  of  your  Nation.    Zah,  We  are  Men, 
And  have,  like  you,  Compaflion,  when  we  find 
Fit  Subjects  for  our  Bounty ;  and,  for  Proof 
That  we  dare  give,  and  freely,  (not  to  you,  Sir ; 
Pray,  fpare  your  pains,)  there's  Gold  ;  ftand  not  amaz'dj 
•Tis  current,  I  aflure  you.    Rut.  Take  it  Man. 
Sure,  thy  good  Angel  is  a  Jew,  and  comes 
In  his  own  fhape  to  help  thee :  I  cou'd  wifh  now. 
Mine  would  appear  too  like  a  ^urk. 

Am,  I  thank  you; 
But  yet  muft  tell  you,  if  this  be  the  Prologue 

might  poffibly  have  been  a  neat  rhetorical  Shirty  i.  e.  a  moving, 
perfuafive  One ;  Neatnefs  being  a  main  Recommendation  to  the  La- 
dies. I  have  not  prefumM  to  alter  the  Text.  The  Poets,  perhaps, 
might  mean  no  more  than  a  Shirt  neatly  wrought,  with  lome  Story 
cxprefs'd  in  it :  as  we  have  at  this  day  Damask  Table- cloaths  with 
Sieges,  Encampments,  Cannons,  ^c,  by  way  of  Decoration. 

To 
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To  any  bad  Aft,  you  would  have  me  praflife, 
I  muft  not  take  it. 

Zab.  This  is  but  the  Earned 
Of  that  which  is  to  follow,  and  the  Bond, 
Which  you  muft  feal  to  for't,  is  your  Advancement. 
Fortune,  with  all  that's  in  her  Pow*r  to  give. 
Offers  her  felf  up  to  you :  Entertain  her. 
And  that,  which  Princes  have  kneel'd  for  in  vain, 
Prefents  it  felf  to  you.    Am.  'Tis  above  Wonder. 

Zah.  But  far  beneath  the  Truth,  in  my  Relation 
Of  what  you  fliall  poflefs,  if  you  embrace  it. 
(25)  There  is  an  Hour  in  each  Man's  Life  appointed 
To  make  his  Happinefs,  if  then  he  feize  it ; 
And  this,  (in  which,  beyond  all  Expedation, 
You  are  invited  to  your  Good)  is  yours ; 
If  you  dare  follow  me,  fo  ;  if  not,  hereafter 
Expe£t  not  the  like  Offer.  {Exit, 

jim.  'Tis  no  Vifion.  [fhare; 

Rut.  'Tis  Gold,  Pm  fure.  Am.  We  muft,  like  Brothers, 
There's  for  you. 

Rut,  By  this  Light,  Pm  glad  I  have  it : 
There  are  few  Gallants,  (for  Men  may  be  fuch, 
And  yet  want  Gold ;  yea,  and  fometimes  want  Silver) 
But  would  receive  fuch  Favours  from  the  Devil, 
Though  he  appear'd  like  a  Broker,  and  demanded 
Sixty  i*  th'  hundred.    Am,  Wherefore  fhould  I  fear 
Some  Plot  upon  my  Life?  'Tis  now  to  me 
Not  worth  the  keeping.    I  will  follow  him  : 
Farewel,  wifli  me  good  Fortune,  we  fhall  meet 
Again,  I  doubt  not. 

Rut.  Or  Pll  ne'er  truft  Jew  more,      [Exit  Arnoldo. 

Nor  Chriftian  for  his  fake  Plague  o'  my  Stars  I 

How  long  might  1  have  walk'd  without  a  Cloak, 

Before 

(25)  There  is  an  Hour  in  each  Man'^s  Life  appointed 

To  make  his  Happinefs^   if  then  he  feize  it ;]    How  much 

more  nobly,  and  more  poeticalJy,  is  this  Sentiment  exprefs'd  by 

Shakefpeare  in  his  Julius  Ceefar  / 

There  is  a  Tide  in  the  Affairs  of  Men, 
Whichy  taken  at  the  Flood,  leads  on  to  fortune  ; 
Omitted,  all  the  Voyage  of  their  Life 
Is  bound  in  Shallo'vjs  and  in  Miferj, 
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Before  I  fliould  have  met  with  fuch  a  Fortune  ? 
We  elder  Brothers,  though  we  are  proper  Men, 
Ha*  not  the  Luck,  ha'  too  much  Beard,  that  fpoils  us ; 
The  fmooth  Chin  carries  alJ.    What's  here  to  do  now? 

Duarte,  Alonzo,  and  a  Page, 

Dua.  I'll  take  you  as  I  find  you.  Alon.  That  were  bafe; 
You  fee,  I  am  unarm'd.    Dua,  Out  with  your  Bodkin, 
Your  Pocket- dagger,  your  Stiletto,  out  with  it. 
Or,  by  this  Hand,  I'll  kill  you.    Such,  as  you  are, 
Have  (tudied  the  Undoing  of  poor  Cuders, 
And  made  all  manly  Weapons  out  of  Fafliion  : 
You  carry  Poniards  to  murder  Men, 
Yet  dare  not  wear  a  Sword  to  guard  your  Honour. 

Rut,  That's  true,  indeed :  Upon  my  Life,  this  GallanC 
Is  brib'd  to  repeal  banifli'd  Swords. 

Dua.  I'll  fliew  you 
The  Difference  now  ■  between  a  Spani/Jj  Rapier 
(26)  And  your  poor  Pifa,  Jlon,  Let  me  fetch  a  Sword  5 
Upon  mine  Honour,  Pll  return. 

Dua,  Not  fo.  Sir. 

j^lon.  Or  lend  me  yours,  I  pray  you,  and  take  jth is. 
Rut,  To  be  difgrac'd  as  you  are ;  no,  I  thank  you  j 
Spight  of  the  Fafhion,  while  I  live,  I  am 
Inftru6ted  to  go  arm'd  :  What  Folly  'tis 
For  you,  that  are  a  Man,  to  put  your  felf 
Into  your  Enemy's  Mercy.    Dua,  Yield  it  quickly, 
•Or  I'll  cut  off  your  Hand,  and  now  difgrace  you ; 
Thus  kick  and  baffle  you  :  As  you  like  tliis. 
You  may  again  prefer  Complaints  againft  me 
To  my  Uncle  and  my  Mother,  and  then  think 
To  make  it  good  with  a  Poniard.    Alon,  \  am  paid 
For  being  of  the  Faftiion.    Dua,  Get  a  Sword ; 
Then,  if  you  dare  redeem  your  Reputation, 

(26)  y^nd  your  pure  Pifa.]  The  Pifa  and  Pronjant  Sword-Bkdes 
never  were  in  any  Eftimation.  Thofe  oi  Turky,  Toledo,  and  the 
Steel  temper'd  in  the  Water  of  the  Ebro,  were  eminent  for  their 
Goodnefs,  and  confequently  bore  a  Price.  The  Epithet,  I  have  fub- 
IHtuted  for  the  corrupted  one,  (hewa.  that  Contempt  which  Duarte 
would  exprefs  for  a  Pija  Rapier. 

Vol,  IL  D  You 
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You  know,  I  am  eafily  found :  Til  add  this  to  it, 
To  put  you  in  mind. 

Ruf.  You  are  too  infolent. 
And  do  infult  too  much  on  the  Advantage 
Of  that  which  your  unequal  Weapon  gave  you. 
More  than  your  Valour. 

Dua,  This  to  me,  you  Peafant  ? 
Thou  art  not  worthy  of  my  Foot,  poor  Fellow ; 
'Tis  Scorn,  not  Pity,  makes  me  give  thee  Life: 
Kneel  down  and  thank  me  for*t: — How!  do  you  dare  ? 

Rut.  I  have  a  Sword,  Sir,  you  (hall  find,  a  good  one-. 
This  is  no  dabbing  Guard.  Dua,  Wert  thou  thrice  arm'd, 
Thus  yet  I  durft  attempt  thee. 

Rut,  Then  have  at  you,  [Figbf. 
1  fcorn  to  take  Blows. 


Page,  Help!  Murther!  Murther ! 

j^lon.  Shift  for  your  felf,  you  are  dead  cHc, 
You've  kill'd  the  Governor's  Nephew. 

Page.  Raife  the  Streets  there. 

j4lofi.  If  once  you  are  befet,  you  cannot 'fcape ; 
Will  you  betray  your  felf? 

Riii,  Undone  for  ever!  [Exe.  Rut.  and  Alonzo; 


1  Offi.  Who  makes  this  Out-cry.? 
Page,  O,  my  Lord  is  murder'd! 

This  way  he  took,  make  after  him ; 

Help,  help  there  !  [Exit  Page, 

2  Offi.  '  ris  Don  Duarte. 

1  Offi.  Pride  has  got  a  Fall ; 
He  was  ftill  in  Quarrels,  fcorn'd  us  Peace-makers, 
And  all  our  Bill-authority,  now  h'as  paid  for't. 
You  ha'  met  with  your  Match,  Sir,  now :  Bring  off  his  Body, 
And  bear  it  to  the  Governor.    Some  purfuc 
The  Murderer  J  yet  if  he  'fcape,  it  skills  not; 
Were  I  a  Prince,  I  would  reward  him  for't. 
He  has  rid  the  City  of  a  turbulent  Bead, 
There's  few  will  pity  him  :  But  for  his  Mother 
I  truly  grieve,  indeed,  flie's  a  good  Lady.  [Exeunt, 


Dua,  O!  Fm  flain. 


[Falls. 


Enter  Officers. 


Enter 
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Enter  Guiomar  and  Servants. 

Gut.  He's  not  i'th'  Houfe  ? 

Ser.  No,  Madam. 

Gui.  Hade  and  feek  him; 
Go  all,  and  every  where  5  I'll  not  to  Bed, 
'Till  you  return  him  j  take  away  the  Lights  too. 
The  Moon  lends  me  too  much,  to  find  my  Fears: 
And  thofe  Devotions,  I  am  to  pay. 
Are  written  in  my  Heart,  not  in  this  Book,  [Kneels, 
And  I  fliall  read  them  there,  without  a  Taper.  [Ex.  Ser. 

Enter  Rutilio. 

Rut,  I  am  purfued  ;  and  all  the  Ports  are  ftopt  tooj 
Not  any  Hope  to  cfcape,  behind,  before  me. 
On  either  Side  I  am  befet ;  Curs'd  Fortune, 
My  Enemy  on  the  Sea,  and  on  the  Land  too, 
Redeem'd  from  one  Affli(flion  to  another ! 
'Would,  I  had  made  the  greedy  Waves  my  Tomb 
And  died  obfcure,  and  innocent,  not  as  Nej-o    •  [me  ? 
Smear'd  o'er  with  Blood.  Whither  have  my  Fears  brought 
I  am  got  into  a  Houfe,  the  Doors  all  open. 
This,  by  the  Largenefs  of  the  Room,  the  Hangings, 
And  other  rich  Adornments,  gliftring  through 
The  fable  Mask  of  Night,  fays,  it  belongs 
To  one  of  Means  and  Rank :  No  Servant  ftirring  ? 
Murmur,  nor  whifper?    GuL  Who's  that.^^ 

Rut,  By  the  Voice, 
This  is  a  Woman.    Gui,  Stephano,  Jafper^  Julia^ 
Who  waits  there  ?    Rut,  *Tis  the  Lady  of  the  Houfe, 
ril  fly  to  her  Proteftion.    Gut,  Speak,  what  are  you  ? 
Rut.  Of  all,  that  ever  breath'd,  a  Man  moft  wretched. 
Guu  Tm  fure,  you  are  a  Man  of  moft  ill  Manners; 
You  cou'd  not  with  fo  little  Reverence  elfe 
Prefs  to  my  private  Chamber.    Whither  wou'd  you. 
Or  what  d'  you  feek  for  ? 

Rut,  Gracious  Woman,  hear  me ; 
I  am  a  Stranger,  and  in  that  I  anfwer 
All  your  Demands,  a  moft  unfortunate  Stranger, 
That,  call'd  unto  it  by  my  Enemy's  Pridc^ 
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Have  left  him  dead  i*th'  Streets.  Juftice  purlues  me, 

And  for  that  Life  I  took  unwillingly, 

And  in  a  fair  Defence,  I  muft  lofe  mine, 

Unlefs  you  in  your  Charity  proteft  me. 

Your  Houfe  is  now  my  Sancluary    and  the  Altar, 

I  gladly  would  take  hold  of,  your  fweet  Mercy. 

By  all  that's  dear  unto  you,  by  your  Virtues, 

And  by  your  Innocence,  that  needs  no  Forgivenefs, 

Take  Pity  on  me.    Gui,  Are  you  a  Caftilian  ? 

Rut.  No,  Madam,  Italy  claims  my  Birth.  Gui.  I  ask  not 
With  purpofe  to  betray  you    if  you  were 
Ten  thoufand  times  a  Spaniard^  the  Nation 
We  Forlugals  moft  hate,  I  yet  would  fave  you 
If  it  lay  in  my  Pow'r:  Lift  up  thefe  Hangings; 
Behind  my  Bed's  Head  there's  a  hollow  Place, 
Into  which  enter.    So;  but  from  this  ftir  not 
If  th'  Officers  come,  as  you  exped:  they  will  do ; 
I  know,  they  owe  fuch  Reverence  to  my  Lodgings, 
That  they  will  eafily  give  Credit  to  me. 
And  fearch  no  further.  Rut.  The  blefs'd  Saints  pay  for  mc 
The  infinite  Debt  I  owe  you!    Gui.  Flow  he  quakes? 
Thus  far  I  feel  his  Heart  beat :  Be  of  Comfort, 
Once  more  I  give  my  Promife  for  your  Safety  ; 
All  Men  are  fubjed  to  fuch  Accidents, 
Efpecially,  the  valiant ;  and  who  knows  not. 
But  that  the  Charity  I  afford  this  Stranger 
My  only  Son  elfe-where  may  (land  in  Need  of? 

Enter  Officers^  and  Servants^  with  the  Body  of  Duarte. 

I  Ser.  Now,  Madam,  if  your  Wifdom  ever  cou'd 
Raife  up  Defences  againft  Floods  of  Sorrow 
That  hade  to  overwhelm  you,  make  true  Ufe  of 
Your  great  Difcretion.    2  Ser.  Your  only  Son, 
My  Lord  Buarte^^s  flain.     i  Offi.  His  Murtherer, 
Puriii'd  by  us,  was  by  a  Boy  difcover'd 
Entring  your  Houfe,  and  that  induced  us 
To  prefs  into  it  for  his  Apprehenfion. 

Gui.  Oh! — ■    I  Ser.  Sure,  her  Heart  is  broke. 

Offi.  Madam,—    Gui.  Stand  off. 
M  y  Sorrow  is  fo  dear  and  precious  to  me 

That 
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That  you  muft  not  partake  it ;  fuffer  it. 

Like  Wounds,  that  do  bleed  inward,  to  difpatch  me! 

O  my  Duct>rte^  fuch  an  End  as  this 

Thy  Pride  long  fince  did  prophefy ;  thou  art  dead. 

And,  to  encreafe  my  Mifery,  thy  fad  Mother 

Muft  make  a  willful  Shipwreck  of  her  Vow, 

Or  thou  fall  unreveng'd.    My  Soul's  divided  ; 

And  Piety  to  a  Son,  and  true  Performance 

Of  hofpitable  Duties  to  my  Gueft, 

That  are  to  others  Angels,  are  my  Furies. 

Vengeance  knocks  at  my  Heart,  but  my  word  giv'n 

Denies  the  Entrance :  Is  no  Medium  left. 

But  that  I  muft  proted:  the  Murderer, 

Or  fuffer  in  that  Faith  he  made  his  Altar  ? 

Motherly  Love,  give  place;  the  Fault  made  this  way, 

To  keep  a  Vow,  to  which  high  Heav'n  is  witnefs, 

Heav'n  may  be  pleas'd  to  pardon. 

Enter  Manuel,  Do5lors^  and  Surgeons, 

Man.  *Tis  too  late ; 
He's  gone,  paft  all  Recov'ry  :  now  Reproof 
Were  but  unfeafonable,  when  I  fhould  give  Comfort ; 
And  yet  remember.  Sifter,—  Gui,  O  forbear, 
Search  for  the  Murtherer,  and  remove  the  Body, 
And,  as  you  think  fit,  give  it  Burial. 
Wretch  that  I  am,  uncapable  of  all  Comfort, 
And  therefore  I  intreat  my  Friends  and  Kinsfolk, 
And  you,  my  Lord,  for  fome  Space  to  forbear 
Your  courteous  Vifitations. 

Man.  We  obey  you.  \^Exeunt  with  the  Body. 

Manet  Guiomar. 

Rut^  My  Spirits  come  back,  and  now  Defpair  refigns 
Her  Place  again  to  Hope. 

Gui  Whate'er  thou  art. 
To  whom  I  have  giv'n  Means  of  Life,  to  witnefs 
With  what  Religion  I  have  kept  my  Promife, 
Come  fearlefs  forth ;  but  let  thy  Face  be  cover'd, 
That  I  hereafter  be  not  forc'd  to  know  thee  ; 
For  motherly  AfFedlion  may  return, 
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My  Vow  once  paid  to  Heav'n.  Thou  hafl  taken  from  me 
The  Refp.iration  of  my  Heart,  the  Light 
Of  my  fwoln  Eyes,  in  his  Life  that  fuftain*d  me  : 
Yet  my  Word  giv'n,  to  fave  you,  I  make  good, 
Becaufe  what  you  did,  was  not  done  with  Malice. 
You.  are  not  known,  there  is  no  maric  about  you 
That  can  difcover  you  \  let  not  Fear  betray  you. 
With  all  convenient  Speed  you  can,  fly  from  me. 
That  1  may  never  fee  you  ;  and  that  Want 
Of  Means  may  be  no  Let  unto  your  Journey, 
There  are  a  hundred  Crowns :  You're  at  the  Door  now. 
And  fo  Farewel  for  ever. 

Rut.  Let  me  firfl  fall 
Before  your  Feet,  and  on  them  pay  the  Duty 
I  owe  your  Goodnefs ;  Next,  all  BlefUngs  on  you. 
And  Heav*n  redore  the  Joys  I  have  bereft  you, 
With  full  Increafe  hereafter!  Living,  be 
The  Goddefs  ftil'd  of  Hofpitality.  [Exeunf. 


ACT    III.    SCENE  L 

Enter  Leopold,  and  Zenocia. 

Lf^p.  T^Ling  off  thefe  fuUen  Clouds,  you  are  enter'd  now 

^  Into  a  Houfe  off  Joy  and  Happinefs, 
1  have  prepared  a  Bleffing  for  ye.    Zen,  Thank  ye. 
My  State  would  rather  ask  a  Curfe.  Leop,  You're  peevifli. 
And  know  not  when  ye  are  friended  ;  I've  us'd  thofe 
The  Lady  of  this  Houfe,  the  noble  Lady,        [means, — 
Will  take  ye  as  her  own,  and  ufc  ye  gracioufly  : 
Make  much  of  what  you're  Miftrefs  of,  that  Beauty  ; 
Expofe  it  not  to  fuch  betraying  Sorrows ; 
When  ye  are  old,  and  all  thofe  Sweets  hang  withered, 

Enter  Servant. 

Then  fit  and  figh.    Zen.  My  Autumn's  not  far  off. 
Leop,  Have  you  told  your  Lady  ? 
Ser,  Yes,  Sir,  I  have  told  her 

Both 
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Both  of  your  noble  Service,  and  your  Prefent, 
Which  (he  accepts.    Leof.  I  fhould  be  bleft  to  fee  her. 

Ser,  That  now  you  cannot  do :  She  keeps  the  Chamber, 
Not  well  difpos'd,  and  has  deny*d  all  Vifits ; 
The  Maid  I  have  in  Charge  to  receive  from  ye. 
So  pleafe  you  render  her.    Leop.  With  all  my  Service , 
But  fain  I  would  have  feen —  Ser,  'Tis  but  your  Patience  j 
No  doubt,  fhe  cannot  but  remember  nobly. 

Leop.  Thefe  three  Years  I  have  lov'd  this  fcornful  Lady, 
And  follow'd  her  with  all  the  Truth  of  Service  j 
In  all  which  time,  but  twice  fhe  has  honour'd  me 
With  Sight  of  her  bleft  Beauty :  When  you  pleafe.  Sir, 
You  may  receive  your  Charge,  and  tell  your  Lady, 
A  Gentleman,  whofe  Life  is  dedicated 
To  her  Commands,  kiffes  her  beauteous  Hands ; 
And,  Fair  One,  now,  your  Help ;  you  may  remember 
The  honeft  Courtefies,  fince  you  were  mine, 
I  ever  did  your  Modefty  ;  you  fhall  be  near  her  ; 
And  if  fometimes  you  name  my  Service  to  her. 
And  tell  her  with  what  Noblenefs  I  love  her, 
'Twill  be  a  Gratitude  I  fhall  remember. 

Zen,  What  in  my  poor  Pow*r  lies,  fo  it  be  honeft,— 

Leop,  I  ask  no  more. 

Ser.  You  muft  along  with  me.  Fair. 

(17)  Leof.  And  fol  leave  you  two:  But  to  a  Fortune 
Too  happy  for  my  Fate  :  You  fhall  enjoy  here. 

S  C  E  N  E  IL 

Enter  Zabulon  and  Servants, 

(28)  Zab,  Be  quick,  be  quick  j  out  with  the  Banquet  there; 

Thefe 

(27)  And  fo  I  lea*ve  you  too  :  But  a  Fortune 

Too  happy  for  my  Fate  j  you  fhall  enjoy  her.]  The  flight  Al* 
teration  which  I  have  made,  I  think,  reftores  the  Meaning  of  the 
Authors,  and  the  Senfe  will  then  run  thus.  1  leave  you  lCsvo[ZenQcia 
and  the  Servant)  to  a  Fortune  you  (hall  enjoy  here ;  'viz.  of  feeing 
Hippolyta^  which  is  a  Happinefs  too  great  for  me  to  have,  for  in  fo 
many  Years  time  he  could  never  fee  her  but  twice.  This  muft  folve 
it,  or  nothing,  that  I  can  yet  think  of,  can.  Mr.  Sympfon, 

(3 3)  _  out  rjjith  the  Banquet  there  ;  ]  A  Banquet 
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Thefe  Scents  are  dull ;  caft  richer  on,  and  fuller  ; 
Scent  every  Place  :  Where  have  you  plac'd  the  Mufick  ? 

Ser.  Here  they  (land  ready,  Sir. 

Zah.  *Tis  well,  be  fure 
The  Wines  be  lufty,  high,  and  full  of  Spirit, 
And  amber'd  all. 

Ser,  They  are.    Zah,  Give  fair  Attendance. 
In  the  beft  Trim,  and  State,  make  ready  all. 
I  fhall  come  prefently  again.  [Banquet  fet  forth.  Exit  Zab. 

2  Ser.  We  fnall.  Sir. 
What  Preparation's  this?  Some  new  Device 
My  Lady  has  in  hand. 

1  Ser.  O,  profpcr  it 

As  long  as  it  carries  good  Wine  in  the  Mouth, 
And  good  Meat  with  it!  where  are  all  the  reft  ? 

2  Ser.  They  are  ready  to  attend.  [^Muftck. 
I  Ser.  Sure,  fome  great  Perfon, 

They  would  not  make  this  Hurry  elfe. 
z  ^Ser,  Hark,  the  Mufick. 

Enter  Zabulon  and  Arnoldo. 

It  will  appear  now  certain,  here  it  comes. 
Now,  to  our  Places.    Am,  Whither  will  he  lead  me  ? 
What  Invitation's  this  }  to  what  new  End 
Are  thefe  fair  Preparations?  a  rich  Banquet, 
Mufick,  and  every  Place  fluck  with  Adornment 
Fit  for  a  Prince's  Welcome  ;  what  new  Game 
Has  Fortune  now  prepared  to  Ihew  me  Happy  ? 
And  then  again  to  fmk  me?  'tis  no  lUufion, 
Mine  Eyes  are  not  deceiv'd,  all  thefe  are  real : 
What  Wealth  and  State ! 

Zab.  Will  you  fit  down  and  eat,  Sir  ? 
Thefe  carry  little  Wonder,  they  are  ufual  ; 

is  fet  out  in  about  eight  Lines  after  this,  as  we  find  by  the  margi  al 
Diredion.  The  oldeft  f'olio  in  1647,  when  this  Play  was  nrft 
printed,  has  it,  out  nvith  the  Bucket  there;  and  then  it  mult  relate 
to  ihe  Veffel  that  held  the  Perfumes.  1  only  mention  the  Varia- 
tion of  the  Copies ;  for  as  the  Senfe  of  the  Text  is  not  afFefted,  '"S 
TiO  matter  which  of  the  Words  we  el'poufe. 
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(29)  But  you  fliall  fee,  if  you  be  wife  to  obferve  it. 
That  that  will  ftrike  indeed,  ftrike  with  Amazement  ; 
Then,  if  you  be  a  Man,  this  fair  Health  to  you. 

Arn.  What  (hall  I  fee  ?  I  pledge  ye,  Sir,  I  was  never 
So  bury'd  in  Amazement-— 

'  Zab.  You  are  fo  ftill  : 
Drink  freely.    Am.  The  very  Wines  are  admirable: 
Good  Sir,  give  me  but  Leave  to  asl^  this  Queftion, 
For  what  great  worthy  Man  are  thefe  prepar'd  ? 
And  why  do  you  bring  me  hither  ? 

Zab.  They  are  for  you,  Sir  ; 
And  under-value  not  the  Worth  you  carry, 
You  are  that  worthy  Man :  Think  well  of  thefe. 
They  fhall  be  more,  and  greater. 

Am.  Well,  blind  Fortune, 
Thou  haft  the  prettieft  Changes,  when  thou'rt  pleas'd 
To  play  the  Game  out  wantonly —  Zab.  Come,  be  lufty, 
And  Vv^ake  your  Spirits.   Am.  Good  Sir,  do  not  v/ake  me. 
For  willingly  I'd  die  in  this  Dream  ;  pray,  whofe  Servants 
Are  all  thefe ^that  attend  here?    Zab.  They  are  yours; 
They  wait  on  you.    Am.  I  never  yet  remember, 
I  kept  fuch  Faces,  nor  that  I  was  able 
To  maintain  fo  many.    Zab.  Now  you  are,  and  fhall  be. 

Am.  You'll  fay,  thisHoufeis  mine  tooi* 

Zab.  Say  it  ?  fwear  it. 

Am.  And  all  this  Wealth  ? 

Zab.  This  is  the  leaft  you  fee,  Sir. 

Am,  Why,  where  has  this  been  hid  thefe  thirty  Years } 
For,  certainly,  1  never  found  1  was  wealthy 
'Till  this  hour,  never  dream'd  of  Houfe,  and  Servants. 
I  had  thought  I  had  been  a  younger  Brother,  a  poor  Gen- 
I  may  eat  boldly  then  ?  [deman. 

Zab.  'Tis  prepar'd  for  ye. 

Am,  The  Tafle  is  perfeft,  and  moft  delicate : 

(29)  But  you  Jhall  fee,   if  you  he  nvife  to  obfer've  it. 

That  that  ivill  ftrike  dead,  fir  ike  <v:ith  Amazement ;  ]  This 
muft  be  a  wonderful  Sight  indeed,  that  firll  llrikes  dead,  and  after 
that,  ftrikes  with  Amazement.  But  we  will  acquit  the  Poets  from 
all  Intention  of  fliewing  fuch  a  Wonder.  The  fecond  Verfe  halts 
in  its  Metre,  a  llirewd  Sign  of  a  corrupted  Reading.  I  have  re- 
triev'd  the  Scnfe,  by  the  Authoriiy  of  the  old  TqIIq  in  1647. 

But 
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But  why  for  me?  give  me  fome  Wine,  I  do  drink j 
I  feel  it  fenfibly,  and  I  am  here, 
Here  in  this  glorious  Place  :  I  am  bravely  us'd  too. 
Good  Sir,  give  me  but  Leave  to  think  a  little. 
For  either  I  am  much  abus'd    ■  « 
Zah,  Strike,  Mufick  j 

(30)  And  fmg  that  lufty  Song.  [Mufick.  Seng, 

Am,  Bewitching  Harmony  ! 
Sure,  I  am  turn'd  into  another  Creature. 

Enter  Hippolyta. 

Happy  and  bled,  Arnoldo  was  unfortunate  ; 

Ha  !  blefs  mine  Eyes  ;  what  precious  piece  of  Nature 

To  poze  the  World  ? 

Zah.  I  told  you,  you  would  fee  that 
Would  darken  thefe  poor  Preparations ; 
What  think  ye  now  ?  nay,  rife  not,  'tis  no  Vifion. 

Am.  *Tis  more :  'Tis  Miracle. 

Hip,  You  are  welcome,  Sir. 

Am,  It  fpeaks,  and  entertains  me,  ftill  more  glorious ; 
She  is  warm,  and  this  is  Flefh  here  :  How  Ihe  ftirs  me  ! 
Blefs  me,  what  Stars  are  there  ?  Hip,  May  I  fit  near  ye? 

Am.  No,  you're  too  pure  an  Objedl  to  behold. 
Too  excellent  to  look  upon,  and  live  ; 
I  mud  remove.    Zab,  She  is  a  Woman,  Sir, 
Fy,  what  faint  Heart  is  this  ? 

(30)  And Jtng  that  lufty  ^ong'\  Lufly,  at  firft  View,  may  fecm  an 
odd  Epithet  appropriated  to  Mulick  :  but  it  means,  that  wanton,  in- 
vigorating Song,  inciting  to  amorous  Pleafures.  So,  before,  in  this 
very  Play. 

No  merry  Noife,  nor  lufty  Songs,  be  heard  here  i 
So,  again ; 

■   Comey  be  lufty, 

And  nxake your  Spirits. 
So,  towards  the  Conclufion  of  Wit  nvithout  Money  \ 

-    Comei  Boy,  fing  the  Song  I  taught  you. 

And  fing  it  luftily. 
And,  in  the  Mad  Lot'ert  Songs  in  this  free  Strain  are  cxprefs'd  by 
another,  but  equivalent.  Term. 

Fool.   What  neiv  Songs,  Sirrah  P 

Stre.  A  thou/and,  Man,  a  thou/and. 

Fool.  —  —  Itching  Airs, 

Alluding  to  the  old  Sport, 

Am, 
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Arn»  The  Houfe  of  Wonder. 

Zab,  Do  not  you  think  your  felf  now  truly  happy  ? 
You  have  the  Abftrad  of  all  Sweetnefs  by  ye. 
The  precious  wealth  Youth  labours  to  arrive  at ; 
Nor  is  ftie  le&  in  Honour,  than  in  Beauty  ; 
Ferrara^^  royal  Duke  is  proud  to  call  her 
His  beft,  his  nobleft,  and  mod  happy  Sifter  ; 
Fortune  has  made  her  Miftrefs  of  her  felf. 
Wealthy,  and  wife,  without  a  Pow'r  to  fway  her ; 
Wonder  of  Italy^  of  all  Hearts  Miftrefs. 

Am,  And  all  this  is —    Zah.  Hippolyta^  the  beauteous. 

Hip,  You  are  a  poor  Relater  of  my  Fortunes, 
Too  weak  a  Chronicle  to  fpeak  my  Bleflings, 
And  leave  out  that  eflential  part  of  Story 
1  am  moft  high  and  happy  in,  moft  fortunate. 
The  Acquaintance,  and  the  noble  Fellowftiip 
Of  this  fair  Gentleman.  Pray  ye,  do  not  wonder. 
Nor  hold  it  ftrange  to  hear  a  handfome  Lady 
Speak  freely  to  ye.  With  your  fair  Leave  and  Courtefy, 
I  will  fit  by  ye. 

Am.  I  know  not  what  to  anfwer. 
Nor  where  I  am  ;  nor  to  what  End  confider, 
Why  do  you  ufe  me  thus  ?    Hip,  Are  ye  angry.  Sir, 
Becaufe  ye're  entertain*d  with  all  Humanity  ^ 
Freely  and  nobly  us'd  ?  Am,  No,  gentle  Lady, 
That  were  uncivil,  but  it  much  'mazes  me, 
A  Stranger,  and  a  Man  of  no  Defert, 
Should  find  fuch  floods  of  Courtefie.    Hip,  I  love  ye, 
I  honour  ye,  the  firft  and  beft  of  all  Men, 
And,  where  that  fair  Opinion  leads,  'tis  ufual 
Thefe  Trifles,  that  but  ferve  to  fet  ofi^,  follow. 
1  would  not  have  you  proud  now,  nor  difdainful, 
Becaufe  1  fay  I  love  ye ;  though  I  fwear  it ; 
Nor  think  it  a  ftale  Favour  I  fling  on  ye. 
Though  ye  be  handfome,  and  the  only  Man, 
I  muft  confefs,  I  ever  fix'd  mine  Eye  on. 
And  bring  along  all  Promifes  that  pleafe  us, 
Yet  I  ftiould  hate  ye  then,  defpife  ye,  fcorn  ye ; 
And  with  as  much  Contempt  purfue  your  Perfon, 
As  now  I  do  with  Love.    But  you  are  wifcr. 
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At  leaft,  1  think,  more  Mafter  of  your  Fortune  ; 
And  fo  I  drink  your  Health. 

Am.  Hold  faft,  good  Honefly, 
I  am  a  loft  Man  clfe.    Hip.  Now  you  may  kifs  me, 
*Tis  the  firfl:  Kifs  I  ever  ask'd,  I  fwear  to  ye. 

Arn.  That  I  dare  do,  fweet  Lady. 

Hip.  You  do  it  well  too 
You  are  a  Mafter,  Sir,  that  makes  you  coy. 

Arn,  'Would,  you  wou'd  fend  your  People  off. 

Hip,  Well  thought  on. 
Wait  all  without.  [^Ex,  Zab.  and  Servants. 

Zab,  I  hope,  fhe  is  pleas'd  throughly. 

Hip.  Why  ftand  ye  dill?  here's  no  Man  to  detedt  ye; 
My  People  are  gone  off:  Come,  come,  leave  Conjuring  ; 
The  Spirit,  you  would  raife,  is  here  already  ; 
Look  boldly  on  me. 

Arn,  What  wou'd  you  have  me  do? 

Hip  O  moft  unmanly  Quefiion  !  I  have  you  do.? 
Is't  poflible,  your  Years  fhou Id  want  a  Tutor.? 
I'll  teach  ye :  Come,  embrace  me.    Am.  Fie,  ftand  off  j 
And  give  me  Leave,  more  now  than  e'er,  to  wonder, 
A  Building  of  fo  goodly  a  Proportion, 
Outwardly  all  exadt,  the  Frame  of  Heaven, 
Should  hide  v/ithin  fo  bafe  Inhabitants  ; 
You  are  as  fair,  as  if  the  Morning  bare  ye. 
Imagination  never  made  a  fweeter ; 
(31)  Can  it  bepoffible,  this  Frame  fhould  totter. 
And,  built  on  flight  Affedtions,  fright  the  Viewer.? 
(31)  Be  excellent  within,  as  you  are  outward. 
The  worthy  Miftrefs  of  thofe  many  Bleffings 

(31)  Can  it  he  pojjible,  this  Frame  Jhould  fufFer, 

And^  built  on  Jlight  Affeaions,  fright  the  Vieuoer?  Tho'  the 
Word,  fuffer,  be  not  abfolute  Nonfenre,  yet  it  carries  on  the  fine  Me- 
taphor of  the  following  Line  fo  ill,  thnt,  I  am  perfuaded,  it  is  a  cor- 
rupt Reading  ;  and  that  the  original  Word  was,  totter  j  which  per- 
feftly  correfponds  with  the  reft  of  the  Metaphor.  Mr.  Se^vard, 

{•^z)  Be  excellent  in  all,  as  you  are  outward,]  I  make  no  Doubt 
but  the  Authors  wrote  j 

Be  excellent  within,  as  you  are  outward. 
And  fo  the  Ant i thefts  is  prefer v'd.  Mr.  Sympfon, 


Heav'n 
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(33)  Heav'n  has  beftow'd  ;  make  'em  appear  ftill  nobler, 
Bttcaufe  they're  trufted  to  a  weaker  Keeper. 
.Wou'd  ye  have  me  love  ye? 
Hip.  Yes. 

Am.  Not  for  your  Beauty ; 
Though,  I  confefs,  it  blows  the  firfl:  Fire  in  us ; 
Time,  as  he  partes  by,  purs  out  that  Sparkle. 
Nor  for  your  Wealth ;  although  the  World  kneel  to  it. 
And  make  it  all  Addition  to  a  Woman  ; 
Fortune,  that  ruins  all,  makes  that  his  Conqueft. 
Be  honed:,  and  be  virtuous.  Til  admire  ye  ; 
At  leaft,  be  v/ife;  and  where  ye  lay  thefe  Nets, 
Strow  over  'em  a  little  Modefty, 
'Tvs^ill  well  become  your  Caule,  and  catch  more  Fools. 

Hip.  Cou'd  any  one,  that  lov'd  this  wholefome  Counfel, 
But  love  the  Giver  more  ?  you  make  me  fonder : 
You  have  a  virtuous  Mind,  I  want  that  Ornament ; 
Is  it  a  Sin  I  covet,  to  enjoy  ye  ? 
If  ye  imagine  I'm  too  free  a  Lover, 
And  ad  that  Part  belongs  to  you,  I  am  filent : 

(33)  make  ''em  appear  Jiill  nohler^ 

Becaufe  they're  trufted  to  a  weaker  Keeper.']  The  Epithet 
nveaker  appears  to  me  to  be  Nonfenfe,  and  in  diredl  Oppofition  to  all 
that  goes  before.  He  had  been  advifing  her  not  to  debafe  the  Charms 
of  her  Beauty  by  her  Vices,  but  to  make  herfelf  the  "joorthy  Miftrefs 
of  them.  As  much  the  fame  Senfe  is  purfued  in  the  Line  above,  an 
Epithet  muft  have  ftood  in  the  Original  confonant  to  it.  To  repeat 
the  fame  {'viz.  worthy)  would  be  Tautology.  I  at  firft,  therefore, 
thought  it  fhould  have  been,  w^ry ;  but  That*s  a  Tautology  in  Senfe, 
tho'  not  in  Words.  I  therefore  believe  the  Original  to  have  been 
nvealthy.  i,  e.  *'  Be  the  worthy  Miftrefs  of  all  the  many  Excellencies, 
**  with  which  Heaven  has  adorn'd  your  Perfon,  (for  He's  before 
*'  fpeaking  of  her  perfonal  Charms)  and  make  them  appear  Hill 
*•  ncbler,  becaufe  they  are  fet  off  and  adorn'd  with  Riches.'*  This 
Latter  is  a  new,  and,  1  think,  a  juft  Idea.  Mr.  Seivard, 

Notwithftanding  this  ingenious  Conjedlure,  and  the  ingenious  Rea- 
foning  upon  it,  (Both  of  which  ought,  certainly,  to  be  fubmitted  to 
the  Readers)  1  have  not  ventured  to  alcer  the  Text :  Becaufe  I  always 
apprehended,  that  the  Poets  here  had  the  Words  of  the  Sacred  Writ 
in  View,  of  Woman  being  di^vA^^pov  <7K.iu©-,  the  nx-caker  ^effeU 
The  Comment  then  will  run  thus,  Be  the  worthy  Miftrefs  of  thofe 
•*  BlefTings  which  Heaven  has  beftow'd  ;  and  make  Them  ftill  nobler 
"  by  prcierving  them,  as  they  are  intrufted  to  the  Frailty ,  and  Weak- 
nefs,  of  a  Woman. 

Mine 
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Mine  Eyes  fhall  (peak  my  Bluflies,  parly  with  ye  ; 
I  will  not  touch  your  Hand,  but  with  a  Tremble 
Fitting  a  Veftal  Nun  ;  not  long  to  kifs  ye, 
But  gently  as  the  Air,  and  undifcern'd  too, 
ril  fteal  it  thus :  I'll  walk  your  Shadow  by  ye. 
So  ftill  and  filent^  that  it  fhall  be  equal 
To  put  me  off,  as  that;  and  when  I  covet. 
To  give  fuch  Toys  as  thefe— • 

Am,  A  new  Temptation— 

Hip,  Thus,  like  the  lazy  Minutes,  will  I  drop  'em, 
Which  paft  once  are  forgotten. 

Am.  Excellent  Vice ! 

Hip.  Will  ye  be  won  ?    Look  ftcadfaftly  upon  me. 
Look  manly,  take  a  Man's  Affeftions  to  you^ 
Young  Women,  in  the  old  World,  were  not  wont,  Sir, 
To  hang  out  gaudy  Buflies  for  their  Beauties, 
To  talk  themlelves  into  young  Mens  Affeftions. 
How  cold  and  dull  you  are  1 

Am,  How  do  I  ftagger ! 
She's  wife,  as  fair;  but 'tis  a  wicked  Wifdom  ; 
I'll  choak  before  I  yield. 

Hip.  Who  waits  within  there?  [Zabulon 
Make  ready  the  green  Chamber. 

Zah,  It  fliall  be.  Madam. 

Am,  I  am  afraid,  fhe  will  enjoy  me  indeed. 

Hip,  What  Mufick  do  ye  love  ^ 

Am.  A  modeft  Tongue. 

Hip,  We'll  have  enough  of  that:  Fie,  fie,  how  lumpifh  r 
In  a  young  Lady's  Arms  thus  dull  ? 

Am,  For  Heav'n's  fake, 
Profefs  a  little  Goodnefs. 

Hip,  Of  what  Country 

Am,  I  am  of  Rome,  v 

Hip,  Nay  then,  I  know,  you  mock  me ; 
The  Italians  are  not  frighted  with  fuch  Bug-bears ; 
Prithee,  go  in. 

Am,  I  am  not  well. 

Hip.  ril  make  thee, 
ril  kifs  thee  well. 

Am,  I  am  not  fick  of  that  Sore. 

Hip. 
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Hip,  Upon  my  Confcience,  I  muft  ravifli  thee, 
I  fhall  be  famous  for  the  firlt  Example  : 
With  this  I'll  tie  ye  firfl:,  then  try  your  Strength,  Sir. 

Am,  My  Strength  ?  Away,  bale  Woman,  1  abhor  thee. 
I  am  not  caught  with  Stales ;  Difeafe  dwell  with  thee !  \Ex, 

Hip.  Are  ye  fo  quick?  And  have  I  loll  my  Wifhes? 
Hoc,  Zabulon\  my  Servants  ^« 

Enter  Zabulon  and  Servants. 
Zab,  Caird  ye,  .Madam  ? 

Hip.  Is  all  that  Beauty  fcorn'd,  fo  marfiy  fu*d  for ; 
So  many  Princes  ?  By  a  Stranger  too  ? 
Muft  I  endure  this  ? 

Zab.  Where's  the  Gentleman  ? 

Hip,  Go  prefendy,  purfue  the  Stranger,  Zabulon. 
He  has  broke  from  me.  Jewels  I  have  giv'n  him  ; 
Charge  him  with  Theft :  He  has  ftol'n  my  Love,  my  Free- 
Draw  him  before  the  Governor,  imprifon  him ;  [dom, 
Why  doft  thou  ftay? 

Zab,  I'll  teach  him  a  new  Dance, 
For  playing  faft  and  loofe  with  fuch  a  Lady. 
Come,  Fellows,  come :  I'll  execute  your  Anger, 
And  to  the  full. 

Hip.  His  Scorn  lhall  feel  my  Vengeance——  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  IIL 
Enter  Sulpitia,  and  Jaques. 

SuL  Shall  I  never  fee  a  lufty  Man  again  ? 

Ja,  Faith,  Miftrefs, 
You  do  fo  over-labour  *em  when  you  have  *em, 
And  fo  dry-founder  'em,  they  cannot  laft. 

Sul,  Where  is  the  Frenchman  f 

Ja,  Alas,  he's  all  to  fitters. 
And  lies,  taking  the  height  of  his  Fortune  with  a  Syringe, 
He's  chin'd,  he's  chin'd,  good  Man,  he  is  a  Mourner. 

Sul,  What  is  become  o'  th'  Dane  ? 

Ja,  Who?  Goldy.Iocks? 
He's  foul  i'th'  Touch-hole,  and  recoils  again  ; 
The  main  Spring's  weaken'd  that  holds  up  his  Cock, 
He  lies  at  the  Sign  of  the  Sun,  to  be  new  breech'd. 

Sul 
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(';^4)  SuL  The  Ruttier,  too,  's  gone. 

Ja.  O,  that  was  a  brave  Ralcal, 
He  v/oukl  labour  like  a  ThralLer.    But,  alas. 
What  Thing  can  ever  laft?  He  has  been  ill  mew'd, 
hvA  drawn  too  foon  \  I  have  feen  him  in  the  Hofpital. 

Sul.  There  was  an  EngliJIman 

Ja.  Ay,  there  was  an  Englijhman\ 
You'll  fcant  find  any  now,  to  make  that  Name  good. 
There  were  thofe  Englijh^^  that  were  Men  indeed, 
And  would  perform  like  Men ;  but  now  they  are  vanifli'd  : 
They  are  To  taken  up  in  their  ov/n  Country, 
So  beaten  off  their  Speed  by  their  own  Women, 
When  they  come  here,  they  draw  their  Legs  like  Hack- 
Drink,  and  their  own  Devices  have  undone  'em.  [nies. 

Sid.  1  muft  have  one  that's  (Irong,  no  Life  in  Lisbon  elfe, 
Perfeft  and  young :  My  Cuflom  with  young  Ladies, 
And  high-fed  City-Dames,  will  fall,  and  break  elfe. 
I  want  my  felf  too,  in  mine  Age  to  nourifli  me  : 
They  are  all  funk,  I  maintain'd  :  Now,  what's  this  Bufinefs? 
What  goodly  Fellow's  that  ? 

Enter  Rutilio  and  Officers. 

Rut,  Wliy  do  you  drag  me  ? 
Pox  o'  your  Juftice!  let  me  loofe. 
I  Offi.  Not  fo.  Sir. 

Rut,  Cannot  a  Man  fall  into  one  of  your  drunken  Cellars, 
And  venture  the  breaking  on's  Neck,  your  Trap-doors 
But  he  muft  be  us'd  thus  rafcally  ?  [open, 

I  Offi.  What  made  you  wand  ring 
So  late  i*th'  Night?    You  know,  that  is  Imprifonment. 

Rut,  May  be,  I  walk  in  my  Sleep. 

Offi.  May  be,  we'll  wake  ye. 
What  made  you  wandring.  Sir,  into  that  Vault 
Where  all  the  City  Score,  and  the  Munition  lay  ? 

Rut.  I  fell  inro't  by  Chance,  I  broke  my  Shins  for't: 
Your  Worfhips  feel  not  that:  I  knocked  my  Head 

(34)  The  Ruttfr,  too,  is  gone.]  I  fufped,  this  Word  Ihould  be 
Puttier,  which  in  Fre?jcb  f;gnifies  an  old  beaten  Soldier.  And  the/ 
have  a  Phrafe,  Cefi  un  n;ieux  Routtier,  He's  an  old  Dog  at  it;  raean- 
if.g,  1  iuppore,  a:  the  Gane,  that  is  here  diicoura'd  of. 

Againft 
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Againft  a  hundred  Pofts ;  'would,  you  had  had  it! 
Cannot  I  break  my  Neck  in  my  own  Defence? 

2  OffL.  This  will  not  ferve  :  You  cannot  put  it  off  fo  ; 
Your  coming  thither  was  to  play -the  Villain, 
To  fire  the  Powder,  to  blow  up  part  o'th'  City. 

Rut,  Yes,  with  my  Nofe  :  -Why  were  the  Trap-doors 
open  ?  . 

Might  not  you  fall,  or  you,  had  you  gone  that  way  ? 
1  thought,  your  City  had  funk. 

1  Ojfi.  You  did  your  beft,  Sir, 

We  muft  prefume,  to  help  it  into  the  Air, 
If  you  call  that  finking.  We  have  told  you,what's  the  Law; 
He  that  is  taken  there,  unlefs  a  Magiftrate, 
And  have  Command  in  that  Place,  prefently. 
If  there  be  nothing  found  apparent  near  him 
Worthy  his  Torture,  or  his  prefent  Death, 
Muft  either  pay  his  Fine  for  his  Prefumption, 
(Which  is  fix  hundred  Duckets)  or  for  fiJC  Years 
Tug  at  an  Oar  i'th'  Gallies.    Will  ye  walk,  Sir  ? 
For,  we  prefume,  you  cannot  pay  the  Penalty. 
Rut,  Row  in  the  Gallies,  after  all  this  Mifchief  ? 

2  Offi,  May  be,  you  were  drunk  \  they'll  keep  you  fober 
Rut,  Tug  at  an  Oar }  You  are  not  arrant  Rafcals,  [there. 

To  catch  me  in  a  Pit-fall,  and  betray  me. ^ 
Sul,  A  lufly-minded  Man. 
Ja.  A  wondrous  able. 

Sul,  Pray,  Gentlemen,  allow  me  but  that  Liberty 
To  fpeak  a  few  words  with  your  Prifoner, 
And  I  lhall  thank  you. 

I  Offi,  Take  your  Pleafure,  Lady.  [ye, 

Sul.  What  would  ye  give  that  Woman,  Ihould  redeem 
Redeem  ye  from  this  Slavery  ?  \ 

Rut.  Befides  my  Service, 
Pd  give  her  my  whole  felf,  Pd  be  her  Vaffal. 

Sul,  She  has  Reafon  to  expedl  as  much,  confidering 
The  great  Sum  (he  pays  for  it,  yet  take  Comfort  j 
What  ye  fhall  do  to  merit  this,  is  eafy. 
And  I  will  be  the  Woman  fliall  befriend  ye ; 
*Tiis  but  to  entertain  fome  handfome  Ladies, 
And  young  fair  Gentlewomen:  You  guefs  the  way: 

Vol.  II.  E  Butr 
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But  giving  of  your  Mind-  

Rut,  I      excellent  at  it : 
You  cannot  pick  out  fuch  anothe'r  living. 
I  underfland  ye:  Is't  not  thus? 
.  SuL  Ye  have -it. 

Rut,  Bring  me  a  hundred  of  'em  :  I'll  difpatch  'em. 
I  will  be  none  but  yours  :  Should  another  offer 
.  Another  way  to  redeem  me,  I  Ihould  fcorn  it. 
What  Women  you  fhall  pleafe  :  I  am  monftrous  lufty : 
Not  to  be  taken  down  :  Would  you  have  Children  ? 
ril  get  you  thofe  as  fall,  and  thick  as  Flie-blows. 

Sul.  I  admire  him  ;  wonder  at  him ! 

Rut.  Hark  ye,  Lady, 
You  may  require  fometimes  

SuL  Ay,  by  my  Faith. 

Rut.  And  you  fhall  have  it  by  my  Faith,  and  handfomly : 
This  old  Cat  will  fuck  fhrewdly  :  You  have  no  Daughters  ? 
I  f^y  at  all :  Now  am  I  in  my  Kingdom. 
Tug  at  an  Oar?  No,  tug  in  a  Feather-bed, 
With  good  warm  Caudles ;  hang  your  Bread  and  Water, 
ril  make  you  young  again,  believe  that,  Lady, 
I  will  fo  frubbifli  you. 

Sul.  Come,  follow.  Officers, 
This  Gentleman  is  free:  I'll  pay  the  Duckets.  [tub 

Rut,  And  when  you  catch  me  in  your  City-powdering- 
Again,  boil  me  with  Cabbage. 

I  Offi,  You  are  both  warned  and  arm'd,  Sir.  \^Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Leopold,  Hippolyta,  and  Zenocia. 

Zen,  Will  your  Ladyfhip  wear  this  DrefTing? 

Hip.  Leave  thy  prating : 
I  care  not  what  1  wear.    Zen.  Yet  'tis  my  Duty 
To  know  your  Pleafure,  and  my  woril  Afiii6tion 
To  fee  you  difcontented. 

Hip.  Weeping  too  ? 
Prithee,  forgive  me :  I  am  much  diflemper'd. 
And  fpeak  1  know  riot  what:  To  make  thee  Amends,  i 
The  Gown,  that  I  wore  yefterday,  is  thine  >  .  | 

Let 
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Let  it  alone  awhile.    Leop,  Now  you  perceive, 
And  tafte  her  Bounty.    Zen,  Much  above  my  Merit. 

Leo_p,  But  have  you  not  yet  found  a  happy  Time 
To  move  for  me  ?    Zen.  I  have  watch'd  all  Occafions, 
But,  hitherto,  without  Succefs  :  Yet  doubt  not. 
But  I'll  embrace  the  firfl:  Means.  Leo-p,  Do,  and  profper  : 
Excellent  Creature,  whofe  Perfeclions  make 
Even  Sorrow  lovely,  if  your  Frowns  thus  take  me. 
What  would  your  Smiles  do? 

Hip.  Pox  o'  this  flaie  Courtlhip! 

If  I  have  any  Pow'r,   Leop.  I  am  commanded ; 

Obedience  is  the  Lover's  Sacrifice, 

Which  I  pay  gladly.    Hip.  To  be  forc'd  to  woo, 

Being  a  Woman,  cou'd  not  but  torment  me; 

But  bringing,  for  my  Advocates,  Youth  and  Beauty, 

Set  off  with  Wealth,  and  then  to  be  deny'd  too, 

Does  comprehend  all  Tortures.    They  flatter'd  me, 

That  faid  my  Looks  were  Charms,  my  Touches  Fetters, 

My  Locks  foft  Chains,  to  bind  the  Arms  of  Princes, 

And  make  them,  in  that  wi(h'd-for  Bondage,  happy* 

I  am,  like  others  of  a  coarfer  Feature, 

As  weak  t'  allure,  but  in  my  Dotage,  ftronger  : 

I  am  no  Circe  j  he,  more  than  Ulyjfes^ 

Scorns  all  my  offer'd  Bounties,  flights  my  Favours  ; 

(35)  And,  as  I  were  fome  new  Egyptian^  flies  me. 

Leaving  no  Pawn,  but  my  own  Shame  behind  him. 

But  he  fliall  find,  that,  in  my  fell  Revenge, 

I  am  a  Woman  :  One,  that  never  pardons 

The  rude  Contemner  of  her  proffer'd  Sweetnefe, 

Enter  Zabulon. 

Zab.  Madam,  'tis  done. 

(35)  And,  as  I  'were  fome  neno  Egyptian,  fiies  me^'\    This,  cer* 
tainly,  as  both  Mr.  Seward  and  Mr.  Symp/on  hinted  to  me,  alludes  to 
the  Story  of  Potlphar's  Wife  tempting  the  Patriarch  Jofeph.  The 
Circumftances,  in  the  Verfes  that  follow,  fix  it  down  to  this  Story  i 
But  he  Jhall find,  that,  in  my  fell  Reqjenge, 
I  am  a  Woman*:  One,  that  7te<ver  pardons 
The  rude  Contemner  of  her  proffer'' d  Siveetnefs. 
For  Potiphar'^  Wife,  *tis  well  known,  failing  in  her  Defignof  feducing 
Jofeph  to  Wantonnefs  with  her,  accufed  him  to  her  Husband  of  an 
Attempt  upon  her  Chaftity. 

E  2  Hip. 
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Hip.  What's  done?    Zah,  Th' uncivil  Stranger 
Is  at  your  Suit  arrelled.    Hip,  'Tis  well  handled. 

Zah,  And  under  Guard  lent  to  the  Governor, 
With  whom  my  Teftimony,  and  the  Favour 
He  bears  your  Ladyfhip,  have  fo  prevaii'^d. 
That  he  is  lentenc'd.  Hip,  How  ?  Zah.  To  lofe  his  Head/ 

Hip,  Is  that  the  Means  to  quench  the  icorching  Pleat 
Of" my  inrag'd  Defires  ?  Muil  Innocence  fulrer, 
'Caufe  I  am  faulty  ?  Or  is  my  Love  lb  fatal, 
That  of  NecefTity  it  muit  dcftroy 
The  Objecft  it  moft  longs  for  r  Dull  Hippolyta^ 
To  think  that  Injuries  could  make  Way  for  Love, 
When  Courtefies  were  defpis'd  :  That  by  his  Death 
Thou  fhould'll  gain  that,  which  only  thou  canrt:  hope  for 
While  he  is  living:  My  Honour's  at  the  Stake  now, 
And  cannot  be  preferv'd,  unlcis  he  perifh. 
The  enjoying  of  the  Thing  i  love,  I  ever 
Have  priz'd  above  my  Fame:  Why  doubt  I  now  then? 
One  only  Way  is  left  me,  to  redeem  all  : 
Make  ready  my  Caroch.    Leop.  What  will  you.  Madam? 

Hip.  And  yet  I  am  impatient  of  fuch  Stay  : 
Bind  up  my  Hair:  Fie,  fie,  while  that  is  doing 
The  Law  may  feize  his  Life :  Thus  as  I  am  then. 
Not  like  Hippolyta^  but  a  Bacchanal^ 
My  frantick  Love  tranfports  me.  [Exit. 

Leop,  Sure,  fhe's  dittracled.. 

Zah,  Pray  you,  follow  her  :  I  will  along  with  you : 
I  more  than  guefs  the  Caufe:  Women,  that  love. 
Are  n^oft  uncertain ;  and  one  Minute  crave. 
What  in  another  they  refufe  to  have.  \Exe. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Clcdio,  and  Charino. 

God.  K^'Axt  thy  felf,  Charino.,  I  am  alter'd 
From  what  I  was ;  the  1  empelts,  we  have  met  with 
In  our  uncertain  Voyage,  were  fmooth  Gales 
Compar'd  to  thofe,  the  Memory  of  rfiy  Lulls 
Rais'd  in  my  Confcience:  And  if  e'er  again 
1  live  to  fee  Zenccia.^  I  will  fue. 
And  feek  l'  her  as  a  Lover,  and  a  Servant ; 

And 
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And  not  command  AfFedion,  like  a  Tyrant. 

Char.  In  hearing  this,  you  make  me  young  again; 
And  Heav'n,  it  fecms,  favouring  this  good  Change  in  you, 
•  In  letting  of  a  Period  to  our  Dangers, 
Gives  us  fair  Hopes  to  find  That  here  in  Lisbon 
Which  hitherto  in  vain  we  long  have  fought  for. 
I  have  receiv'd  afTur'd  Intelligence, 
Such  Strangers  have  been  feen  here:  And  though  yet 
I  cannot  learn  their  Fortunes,  nor  the  Place 
Of  their  Abode,  I  have  a  Soul  prefages 
A  fortunate  Event  here, 

Clod,  There  have  pafs'd 
A  mutual  Enterchange  of  Courtefies 
Between  me,  and  the  Governor  ;  therefore  boldly 
We  may  prefume  of  him,  and  of  his  Pow'r, 
If  we  find  Caufe  to  ufe  them  ;  otherwife, 
J  would  not  be  known  here  ;  and  thefe  Difguifes 
Will  keep  us  from  Difcovery. 

Enter  Manuel,  Do5ior^  Arnoldo,  and  Guard. 
Char.  What  are  thefe  ? 

Clod.  The  Governor :  With  him  my  Rival,  bound. 

Char.  For  certain,  'tis  Arnoldo.    Clod  Let's  attend. 
What  the  Succefs  will  be.    Man.  Is't  pofTible, 
There  fhould  be  hope  of  his  Recovery, 
His  Wounds  fo  many  and  fo  deadly  ? 

Bo^.  So  they  appear'd  at  firfl,  but  the  Blood  ftop'd, 
His  Trance  forfook  him,  and,  on  better  Search, 
We  found  they  were  not  mortal. 

Man.  Ufe  all  Care 
Toperfedl  this  unhop'd-for  Cure:  That  done, 
Propofe  your  own  Rewards  :  And  till  you  fhall 
Hear  farther  from  me,  for  fome  Ends  I  have. 
Conceal  it  from  his  Mother. 

DoEi.  We'll  not  fail.  Sir.  [Exit. 

Man.  You  ftill  (land  confident  on  your  Innocence. 

Am.  It  is  my  beft  and  laft  Guard,  which  I  will  not 
Leave,  to  rely  on  your  uncertain  Mercy, 


'Enter 
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Enter  Hippolyta,  Zabulon,  Leopold,  Zenocia,  and 
two  Servants. 

Hip.  Who  bad  you  follow  me  ?  Go  home,  and  you,  Sir, 
As  you  refped  me,  go  with  her. 

Am.  Zenocia! 
And  in  her  Houfe  a  Servant ! 

Char,  'Tis  my  Daughter.  [Zen.  pajfes. 

Clod.  My  Love  ?  Contain  your  Joy,  obferve  the  Sequel. 

Man.  Fye,  Madam,  how  undecent  'tis  for  you. 
So  far  unlike  your  felf,  to  be  feen  thus 
In  th'  open  Streets  ?  Why  do  you  kneel  ?  Pray  you,  rife  5 
I  am  acquainted  with  the  Wrong,  and  Lofs 
You  have  fuflain'd,  and  the  Delinquent  now 
Stands  ready  for  his  Punifhment. 

Hip.  Let  it  fall,  Sir, 
On  the  Offender:  He  is  innocent. 
And  mofl  unworthy  of  thele  Bonds  he  wears, 
But  I  made  up  of  Guilt.  • 

Man.  What  ftrange  Turn's  this  ^ 

Leop.  This  was  my  Prifoner  once.    Hip.  If  Chaftity 
In  a  young  Man,  and  tempted  to  the  Height  too. 
Did  e'er  deferve  Reward,  or  Admiration, 
He  juftly  may  claim  both.    Love  to  his  Perfon 
fOr,  if  you  pleafe,  give  it  a  fouler  name) 
Compeird  me  firft  to  train  him  to  my  Houfe ; 
All  Engines  I  rais'd  there  to  fhake  his  Virtue, 
Which  in  th'  AfTault  were  ufele/sj  he,  unmov'd  ftill. 
As  if  he  had  no  Part  of  human  Frailty, 
Againft  the  Nature  of  my  Sex,  almoft 
I  plaid  the  Ravi/her.    You  might  have  feen, 
In  our  Contention,  young  Apollo  fly 
And  Love-fick  Daphne  follow  ;  all  Arts  failing, 
!By  flight  he  won  the  Vidory,  breaking  from 
My  fcorn'd  Embraces :  The  Repulfe  (m  Women 
Unfuff^erable)  invited  me  to  pradtife 
A  means  to  be  reveng'd  :  And  from  this  grew 
His  Accufation,  and  the  Abufe 
Of  your  ftill-equal  Jufl:ice  :  My  Rage  over, 
(Thank,  Heav'n)  though  wanton,  1  found  not  my  felf 
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So  far  engag'd  to  Hell,  to  profecute 
To  th'  Death  what  I  had  plotted ;  for  that  Love, 
rhat  made  me  firft  defire  him,  then  accufe  him, 
Commands  me  with  the  Hazard  of  my  felf 
Firft  to  entreat  his  Pardon,  then  acquit  him. 

Man.  Whate'er  you  are.  To  much  I  Jove  your  Virtue, 
That  1  defire  your  Friendfhip.    Do  you  unloofe 
Him  from  thofeBonds,you  are  worthy  of.  Your  Repentance 
Makes  part  of  Satisfadion  ;  yet  I  muft 
Severely  reprehend  you. 

Leop,  I  am  made 
A  Stale  on  all  parts :  But  this  Fellow  fhall 
Pay  dearly  for  her  Favour. 

Arn.  My  Life's  fo  full 
Of  various  changes,  that  I  now  defpair 
Of  any  certain  Port ;  one  Trouble  ending, 
A  new,  and  worfe,  fucceeds  it :  What  fhould  Zenocia 
Do  in  this  Woman's  Houfe  ?  Can  Chaftity 
And  hot  Lufi:  dwell  together  without  Infedion  ? 
I  wou'd  not  be,  or  jealous,  or  fecure. 
Yet  fomething  muft  be  done,  to  found  the  Depth  on't : 
That  ftie  lives,  is  my  Blifs ;  but  living  there, 
A  Hell  of  Torments  ;  there's  no  Way  to  her 
In  whom  I  live,  but  by  this  Door,  through  which 
To  me  'tis  Death  to  enter,  yet  I  muft 
And  will  make  Trial. 

Man,  Let  me  hear  no  more 
Of  thefe  Devices,  Lady  :  This  I  pardon, 
And  at  your  Interceffion  I  forgive 
Your  Inftrument  the  Jew  too :  Get  you  home. 
The  hundred  thouiand  Crowns  you  lent  the  City, 
Towards  the  fetting  forth  of  the  Jaft  Navy 
Bound  for  the  Iflands,  was  a  Good  then,  which 
I  balance  with  your  111  now.    Char,  Now,  Sir,  to  him. 
You  know,  my  Daughter  needs  it. 

Hip.  Let  me  take  m 
A  farewel  with  mine  Eye,  Sir,  though  my  Lip 
Be  barr'd  the  Ceremony,  Courtefie, 
And  Cuftom  too,  allows  of. 

Jrn,  Gentle  Madam, 

E4  I 
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I  neither  am  fo  cold,  nor  fo  ill-bred. 
But  that  I  dare  receive  it :  You  are  unguarded. 
And  let  me  tell  you  that  I  am  afham'd 
Of  my  late  Rudenefs,  and  would  gladly  therefore, 
If  you  pleafe  to  accept  my  ready  Service, 
-  Wait  on  you  to  your  Houfe. 

Hip  Above  my  hope  : 
Sir,  if  an  Angel  were  to  be  my  Convoy, 
He  fhould  not  be  more  welcome, —     Ex.  Arn.  and  Hip. 

Clod.  Now  you  know  me. 

Man.  Yes,  Sir,  and  honour  you  :  Ever  remembring 
Your  many  Bounties,  being  ambitious  only 
To  give  you  Caufe  to  fay,  by  fome  one  Service, 
That  I  am  not  uno;rateful. 

Clod.  'Tis  now  offer'd: 
1  have  a  Suit  to  you,  and  an  eafy  one,  . 
Which  e'er  long  you  fhall  know. 

Man.  When  you  think  fit.  Sir, 
And  then  as  a  Command  I  will  receive  it ; 
Till  when,  mofl:  welcome  :  You  are  welcome  too.  Sir, 
'Tis  fpoken  from  the  Heart,  and  therefore  needs  not 
Much  Proteftation  :  At  your  better  Leifure 
I  will  enquire  the  Caufe  that  brought  you  hither  : 
I'th'  mean  time  ferve  you. 

Clod.  You  out-do  me,  Sir.  [^Exeunt, 


ACT    IV.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Duarte,  and  Bc5for» 

V'ua.  XT' O U  have  beftow'd  on  me  a  fecond  Life, 

^    For  which  I  live  your  Creature,  and  have  bet- 
What  Nature  fram'd  unperfed ;  my  firft  Being  [ter'd 
Infolent  Pride  made  monftrous  ;  but  this  latter. 
In  learning  me  to  know  my  felf,  hffth  taught  me 
Not  to  wrong  others. 

Bcli.  Then  we  live  indeed, 
When  we  can  go  to  Reft  without  Alarm 
Giv'n  evVy  minute  to  a  Guilt-fick  Confcience 

To 
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•  To  keep  us  waking  \  and  rife  in  the  Morning 
I  Secure  in  being  innocent :  But  when, 
\  In  the  Remembrance  of  our  worfer  Adlions, 
We  ever  bear  about  us  Whips  and  Furies, 
To  make  the  Day  a  Night  of  Sorrow  to  us, 
Even  Life's  a  burthen. 

T)ua^  I  have  found  and  felt  it ; 
But  will  endeavour,  having  firfl:  made  Peace 
With. thole  inteftine  Enemies,  my  rude  Paflions, 
To  be  fo  with  Mankind :  But,  worthy  Do6tor, 
Pray,  if  you  can,  refolve  me  \  was  the  Gentleman, 
That  left  me  dead,  e'er  brought  unto  his  Trial  ? 
T>o5t.  Nor  known,  nor  apprehended. 
Z)^^<2.  That's  my  Grief. 

D65<??.  Why,  do  you  wifli  he  had  been  punilh'd  ?  Dua,  No.. 
The  Stream  of  my  fwoln  Sorrow  runs  not  that  way  : 
For.  could  I  find  him,  as  I  vow  to  Heav'n 
It  fhall  be  my  firfl:  Care  to  feek  him  out, 
I  would  with  Thanks  acknowledge  that  his  Sword, 
In  Opening  my  Veins,  which  proud  Blood  poifon'd. 
Gave  the  firll  Symptoms  of  true  Health. 

Do^i.  'Tis  in  you. 
A  Chriflian  Refolution  :  That  you  live 
Is  by  the  Governor's,  your  Uncle's,  Charge 
As  yet  conceal'd.    And  though  a  Son's  Lofs  never 
Was  folemniz'd  with  more  Tears  of  true  Sorrow, 
Than  have  been  paid  by  your  un^qual'd  Mother 
For  your  fuppofed  Death,  fhe's  not,  acquainted 
With  your  Recovery. 

Dua.  For  fome  few  days. 
Pray,  let  her  fo  continue  :  Thus  difguis'd, 
I  may  abroad  unknown.    'DoEi,  Without  Sufpicion, 
Of  being  dilcover'd    (36)  Dua.  I  am  confident, 
No  Moifture  fooner  dries  than  Wofnens  Tears, 
And  therefore,  though  I  know  my  Mother  virtuous. 
Yet  being  one  of  that  frail  Sex,  I  purpofe 

(3^)   '       1  .ajn  conjidenty 

No  Moijiure  fooner  dies  than  JVomens  Tears  i"]  Moifture  ^iyinv 

is  ftark  Nonfenfe  ;  the  Infertion  of  a  fingle  Letter  gives  the  true 

Senfe,  dries,  Mr.  Sympfon. 

Her 
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Her  farther  Trial,    Do5i,  That  as  you  think  fit 

— ril  not  betray  you.    Dua.  To  find  out  this  Stranger, 

This  true  Phyfician  of  my  Mind  and  Manners 

Were  fuch  a  Blefling.  —  He  feem'd  poor,  and  may. 

Perhaps,  be  now  in  Want ;  wou'd  I  cou'd  find  him  ! 

The  inns  Til  fearch  firfl:,  then  the  publick  Stews ; 

He  was  of  Italy^  and  that  Country  breeds  not 

Precifians  that  way,  but  hot  Libertines ; 

And  fuch  the  molt  are :  'tis  but  a  little  Travel : 

I  am  unfurnifh'd  too    pray,  Mr.  Dodtor, 

Can  you  fupply  me  ? 

Do^.  With  what  Sum  you  pleafe. 

Dm.  I  will  not  be  long  abfent. 

Bo^i,  That  I  wifli  too  ; 
For  till  you  have  more  Strength,  I  would  not  have  you 
To  be  too  bold. 

Dua.  Fear  not,  I  will  be  careful.  [ExeunL 

Enter  Leopold,  Zabulon,  and  Bravo. 

Zah.  I  have  brought  him,  Sir;  a  Fellow,  that  will  do  it. 
Though  Hell  flood  in  his  way    ever  provided. 
You  pay  him  for*t.    Loop,  He  has  a  ftrange  Afpedl, 
And  looks  much  like  the  figure  of  a  Flang-man 
In  a  Table  of  the  Pafiion.    Zab,  He  tranfcends 
All  Precedents,  believe  it  ;  a  flelh'd  Ruffian, 
That  hath  fo  often  taken  the  Strappado, 
That  'tis  to  him  but  as  a  lofty  Trick 
Is  to  a  Tumbler :  He  hath  perus'd  too 
All  Dungeons  in  Portugal^  thrice  fev'n  Years 
Row'd  in  the  Gallies  for  three  feveral  Murthers ; 
Though,  I  prefume,  that  he  has  done  a  hundred. 
And  fcap'd  unpunifh'd.  Leop.  He  is  much  in  debt  to  you, 
(37)  You  fet  him  off  fo  well.  What  will  you  take.  Sir, 
To  beat  a  Fellow  for 'me,  that  has  wrong'd  me  ? 

Bra.  To  beat  him,  fay  you  ? 

(37)   •  What  ^Mill you  take,  Sir, 

To  beat  a  Fello^uo  for  tne^  that  thus  nvrong'd  me  F  ]  Thus 
wrongM  me  ?  The  Nature  and  Quality  of  the  Wrong  are  not  in  one 
Syllable  premised.  The  Poets  certainly  wrote,  that  has  wrongM 
me.  Mr.  Sympfon. 

Leop. 
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lucop.  Yes,  beat  him  to  Lamenefs, 
To  cut  his  Lips  or  Nofe  off ;  any  thing, 
That  may  disfigure  him.    Bra.  Let  me  confider  ? 
Five  hundred  Piftolets  for  fuch  a  Service 
I  think  were  no  dear  Penniworth.    Zab.  Five  hundred ! 
"Why  there  are  of  your  Brother- hood  in  the  City, 
Pll  undertake,  fhall  kill  a  Man  for  twenty. 

Bra.  Kill  him  ?  I  think  fo  i  Pll  kill  any  Man 
F6r  half  the  Money. 

Leop.  And  will  you  ask  more 
For  a  found  Beating  than  a  Murther  ? 

Bra.  Ay,  Sir, 
And  with  good  Reafon  \  for  a  Dog  that's  dead. 
The  Spanijh  Proverb  fays,  will  never  bite  : 
But  fhould  I  beat  or  hurt  him  only,  he  may 
Recover,  and  kill  me. 

Leop.  A  good  Conclufion  ; 
The  Obduracy  of  this  Rafcal  makes  me  tender. 
Pll  run  fome  other  Courfe,  there's  your  Reward 
Without  the  Employment. 

Bra.  For  that,  as  you  pleafe.  Sir ; 
When  you  have  Need  to  kill  a  Man,  pray  ufe  me. 
But  1  am  out  at  beating.  Exit. 
Zab'.  What's  to  be  done  then  } 
Leop,  pll  tell  thee,  Zahulon^  and  make  thee  privy 
To  my  moft  near  Defigns :  This^tranger,  which 
Hippolyta  fo  dotes  on,  was  my  Pnfoner 
When  the  lad  Virgin,  I  beftow'd  upon  her. 
Was  made  my  Prize  ;  how  he  efcap'd,  hereafter 
Pll  let  thee  know;  and  it  may  be,  the  Love 
He  bears  the  Servant,  makes  him  fcorn  the  Miftrefi. 

Zab.,  Tis  not  unlike  ;  for  the  firft  time  he  faw  her 
His  looks  exprefs'd  fo  much,  and,  for  my  Proof, 
Since  he  came  to  my  Lady's  Houfe,  though  yet 
He  never  knew  her,  he  hath  practis'd  with  me 
To  help  him  to  a  Conference,  without 
The  Knowledge  of  Hippolyta^  which  I  promised, 

Leop.  And  by  all  means  perform  it  for  their  Meeting, 
But  work  it  fo,  that  my  difdainful  Miftrefs 
(Whom,  notwithftanding  all  her  Injuries, 

'Tis 
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*Tis  my  hard  fate  to  love)  may  fee  and  hear  them. 

Zah.  To  what  end.  Sir  ? 

Leop,  This,  Zabulon :  When  fhe  fees 
Who  is  her  Rival,  and  her  Lover's  Bafenefs  . 
To  leave  a  Princefs  for  her  Bond-woman, 
The  Sight  will  make  her  fcorn,  what  now  Ihe  dotes  on  : 
rjl  double  thy  Reward.  •  ■ 

.   Zalf.  You  are  like  to  fpeed  then  : 
For,  I  confefs,  what  you  will  foon  believe, 
We  ferve  them  bed  that  are  mod  apt  to  give. 
For  you,  PlI  place  you  where  you  iliall  fee  all. 
And  yet  be  unobferv'd.    Leop,  That  I  defire  too.  [Exe, 

Enter  Arnoldo. 

Jrn..  I  cannot  fee  her  yet    How  it  afflidls  me. 
The  i*oifon  of  this  Place  fliould  mix  it  felf  [manded. 
With  her  pure  Thoughts !   'Twas  She  that  was  com- 
Or  my  Eyes  faird  me  grofly  ;  that  Youth,  that  Face, 
And  all  that  noble  Swectnefs.    May  flie  not  live  here. 
And  yet  be  honeft  Hill  ? 

Enter  Zenocia. 

Zen,  It  is  Jrnoldo^ 
From  all  his  Dangers  free ;  P'ortune,  I  blefs  thee. 
My  noble  Husband  !  how  my  Joy  fwells  in  me  ! 
But  why  in  this  Place  ?  what  Bufinefs  hath  he  here? 
He  cannot  hear  of  me^^l  am  not  known  here. 
I  left  him  virtuous    how  I  fhake  to  think  now  ? 
And  how  that  Joy,  I  had,  cools,  and  forfakes  me  ? 

Enter  above  Hippolyta,  and  Zabulon. 

This  Lady  is  but  fair,  I  have  been  thought  fo. 
Without  Compare  admir'd  ;  She  has  bewitch'd  him. 
And  he  forgot  — 

Arn,  'Tis  fhe  again,  the  fame  — 
The  fame  Zenocia.    Zah.  There  they  are  together.  — 
Now  you  may  mark  'em. 

Hip.  Peace,  and  let  *em  parley. 

Am.  That  you  are  well,  Zenocia^  2iV\^  once  more 
Blels  my  defpairing  Eyes  with  your  wifh'd  Prefence, 
I  thank  the  Gods  j  but  that  1  meet  you  here — 

Hip, 
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llip.  They  are  acquainted. 

"Aab.  I  found  that  Secret,  Madam, 
When  you  commanded  her  go  home:  Pray,  hear 'em. 

Zen.  That  yoLi  do  meet  me  here,  ncVr  bluHi,  Anioldo, 
(38)  Y^our  Coming  comes  too  late  :  I  am  a  Woman, 
One  Woman  with  another  may  be  trufted  ; 
Do  you  fear  the  Houfe  ? 

Am.  More  than  a  J* ear,  I  know  it  j 
Know  it  not  good,  not  honell. 

Zen.  What  do  you  here  then  ? 
Ti  h'  Name  of  Virtue,  why  do  you  approach  it  ? 
Will  you  confefs  the  Doubt,  and  yet  purlue  it  ? 
Where  liave  your  Eyes  been  wandring,  my  Arnoldo 
What  Condancy,  what  Faith,  do  you  call  this  ?  Fie, 
Aim  at. one  wanton  Mark,  and  wound  another? 
I  do  confefs,  the  Lady  fair,  rnoR  beauteous, 

J  .eopold  -places  himfclf  unfeen  below. 
And  abJe  to  betray  a  flrong  Man's  Liberty, 
But  you,  that  have  a  Love,  a  Wife  — -you  do  well 
To  deal  thus  wilely  with  me  :  Yet,  Arnoldo^ 
Since  you  are  pleas*d  to  fludy  a  new  Beauty, 
And  think  this  old  and  ill,  beaten  with  Milery, 

Study  a  nobler  way,  for  Shame,  to  Jeaveme; 
Wrong  not  her  Honefty  — 

Am.  You  have  confirm'd  me.  [dcr  you, 

Zen.  Who  though  fhe  be  your  Wife,  will  never  hin- 
So  much  I  reft  a  Servant  to  your  Wiflies, 
And  love  your  Loves,  though  they  be  my  Deftrudlions. 
No  Man  (hall  know  me,  not  the  fhare  I  have  in  thee. 
No  Eye  fufped:  I  am  able  to  prevent  you. 
For  fince  I  am  a  Slave  to  this  great  Lady, 

(38)  Tour  Coming  comes  too  late:']  I  have  not  ventured  to  dif- 
tuib  the  Text,  tho\  I  indeed,  fufpedt  Csming  comes  not  to  be  ge- 
nuine.   I  believe,  the  Authors  wrote  ; 

Tour  Coining  comes  too  late  : 
i.  e.  your  Fallacy,  your  Diflimulation  :  for  fhe  was  jealous  in  feeing 
AmolJo  at  Hippolyta\  Houfc- 

•  (39)  Study  a  Jiobler  nvay  for  Shame  to  love  me."]  A  nobler  way  to 
ionje  her,  when  She  fufpetted  that  he  had  ceasM  to  lonje  her  at  all  ?  Wc 
mull  read,  to  leave  me..  The  foregoing  Lines  fufficiently  evince  the 
Gcnuineiicis  of  this  Emendation.  Mr.  Seward, 

Whom 
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Whom  I  perceive  you  follow— 
j4rn.  Be  not  blinded. 

Zen,  Fortune  fhali  make  me  ufeful  to  your  Service, 
I  will  Ipeak  for  you. 

Ar?i.  Speak  for  me  ?  you  wrong  me.  . 

Zen.  I  will  endeavour  all  the  Ways  I  am  able 
To  make  her  think  well  of  you    will  that  pleafe  ^ 
To  make  her  dote  upon  you,  dote  to  Madnels, 
So  far,  againft  my  felf,  I  will  obey  you. 
But  when  that's  done,  and  I  have  lliew'd  this  Duty, 
This  great  Obedience,  few  will  buy't  at  my  Price, 
Thus  will  I  fhake  Hands  with  you  ;  wifh  you  well, 
But  never  fee  you  more,  nor  receive  Comfort 
From  any  thing,  Arnoldo, 

Am,  You  are  too  tender ; 
I  neither  doubt  you,  nor  defire  longer 
To  be  a  Man,  and  live,  than  I  am  honed 
And  only  yours  *,  our  infinite  Affeftions 
Abus'd  us  both. 

Zab,  Where  are  your  Favours  now  ? 
The  Courtefies  you  fhew'd  this  Stranger,  Madam  ? 

Hip.  Have  I  now  found  the  Caufe  ? 

Zab.  Attend  it  further. 

Zen,  Did  fhe  invite  you,  do  you  fay  ^ 

Am,  Moft  cunningly. 
And  with  a  Preparation  of  that  State 
I  was  brought  in  and  welcom'd— — 

Zen,  Seem'd  to  love  you  ? 

Am,  Moft  infinitely,  at  firft  fight,  moft  dotingly. 

Zen,  She  is  a  good  Lady. 

Am,  Wondrous  handfome: 
At  firft  view,  being  taken  unprepar'd. 
Your  Memory  not  prefent  then  to  afiift  me, 
She  feem'd  fo  glorious  fweet,  and  fo  far  ftir'd  me  ; 
Nay,  be  not  jealous,  there's  no  harm  done.  Zen.  Prithee— 
Did'ft  thou  not  kifs,  Amoldo  ?    Am.Yts^  faith,  did  L 

Zen.  And  then         Am.  I  durft  not,  did  not — 

Zen,  I  forgive  you. 
Came,  tell  the  Truth.    Am,  May  be,  I  lay  with  her. 

Hip,  He  mocks  me  too,  moft  bafely.  Zen.  Did  ye,  faith  I 

Did 
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Did  ye  forget  fo  far  ? 

Am.  Come,  come,  no  weeping*, 
I  would  have  Jyen'firft  in  my  Grave,  believe  that. 
Why  will  you  ask  thofe  Things  you  wou'd  not  hear  ? 
She's  too  intemperate  to  betray  my  Virtues, 
Too  openly  lafcivious  :  Had  Ihe  dealt 
But  with  that  feeming  Modefly  fhe  might. 
And  flung  a  little  Art  upon  her  Ardor,—— 
But  'twas  forgot,  and  I  forgot  to  like  her. 
And  glad  I  was  deceived.    No,  my  Zenocidy 
iVly  firft  Love  here  begun,  refts  here  unreapt  yet. 
And  here  for  ever.    Zen,  You  have  made  me  happy. 
Even  in  the  midft  of  Bondage  bleft.    Zab,  You  fee  now. 
What  Rubs  are  in  your  way. 

Hip,  And  quickly,  Zabulon^ 
I'll  root  'em  out. — Be  fure,  you  do  this  prefently. 

Zab.  Do  not  you  alter  then. 

Hip,  I'm  refolute.    •  {Exit.  Zabulon, 

Am,  To  fee  you  only  I  came  hither  laft, 
Drawn  by  no  Love  of  hers,  nor  bafe  Allurements, 
For,-  by  this  holy  Light,  I  hate  her  heartily. 

Leop,  I  am  glad  of  that,  you  have  fav'd  me  fo  much 

And  16  much  Fear,  ■>  [Vengeance 

From  this  Hour  fair  befall  you ! 

Am,  Some  means  I  fhall  make  fliortly  to  redeem  you^ 
'Till  when,  obferve  her  well,  and  fit  her  Temper, 
Only  her  Luft  contemn.    Zen,  When  lhall  I  fee  you  ? 

Am,  I  will  live  hereabouts ;  and  bear  her  fair  ftill, 
'Till  I  can  find  a  fit  Hour  to  redeem  you. 

Hip,  Shut  all  the  Doors.    Arn.  Who's  that? 

Zen,  Wc  are  betray 'd. 
The  Lady  of  the  Houfe  has  heard  our  Parly, 
Seen  us,  and  feen  our  Loves. 

Hip,  You  courteous  Gallant, 
You,  that  fcorn  all  I  can  beftow,  that  laugh  at 
Th'  Afflidlions,  and  the  Groans  I  fufFer  for  you. 
That  flight  and  jeer  my  Love,  contemn  the  Fortune 
My  Favours  can  fling  on  you,  have  I  caught  you  ? 
Have  I  now  found  the  Caufe  ye  fool  my  Wifhes  ? 
Is  mine  own  Slave,  my  Bane  ?  I  nourifh  that, 

That 
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That  fucks  up  my  Content.    I'll  pray  no  more. 
Nor.  woo  no  more  ;  thou  fhalt  fee,  foolifh  Man, 
And,  to  thy  bitter  Pain  and  Anguifll,  look  on 
The  Vengeance  I  fiiall  take,  provok'd  and  flighted  ; 
Redeem  her  then,  and  Ileal  her  heiice.    Ho,  Zabulon, 
Now  to  your  Work. 

Enter  Zabulon,  and  Servants,  fome  holding  Arnoldo,  fome 
ready  with  a  Cord  to  ftrangle  Zenocia. 

Am.  Lady,  but  hear  me  fpeak  fir  ft, 
As  you  have  Pity. 

Bi-p.  I  have  none.    You  taught  me. 
When  I  ev*n  hung  about  your  Neck,  you  fcorn'd  me. 

Zah.  Shall  v/e  pluck  yet 

Hip.  No,  hold  a-httle,  Zahulon\ 
I'll  pluck  his  Heart- ftrings  firft:  Now  am  I  worthy 
A  little  of  your  Love? 

Am.  PjI  be  your  Servant, 
Command  me  through  what  Danger  you  fhall  aim  at, 
•Let  it  be  Death.    Hip.  Be  fure.  Sir,  I  ihall  fit  you. 

(40)  Am.  But  fpare  this  Virgin. 

Hip.  I  would  fpare  tliat  Villain, 
Had  cut  my  Father's  Throat,  firft.  Am.  Bounteous  Lady, 
If  in  your  Sex  there  be  that  noble  Softnefs, 
That  Tendernefsof  Heart,  Women  are  crown'd  for-: — • 

Zen.  Kneel  nor,  Arnoldo^  do  her  not  that  Honour, 
She  is  not  worthy  fuch  SubmifTion  ; 
I  fcorn  a  Life  depends  upon  her  Pity. 
Proud  Woman,  do  thy  worfl,  and  arm  thy  Anger 
With  Thoughts  as  black  as  Hell,  as  hot  and  bloody, 
I  bring  a  Patience  here,  fhall  make  'em  blufh. 
An  Innocence,  fhall  outlook  thee,  and  Death  too. 

Am.  Make  me  your  Slave,  I  give  my  Freedom  to  ye. 
For  ever  to  be  fetter'd  to  your  Service  > 
'Twas  I  offended,  be  not  fo  unjufl:  then. 
To  ftrike  the  Innocent;  this  gentle  Maid 

Never 

(40)   But  fpare  this  Virgin. 

Hip.  /  i\joutd  fpare  that  Villain  firfl:, 

■Had  cut  my  Father  s  T^hroat^  Tlie  Metre  here  is  fo  defedlivc, 
that  the  Tranfpofiticn,  and  Corredion  in  the  Pointing,  which  I  have 
made,  Teem  abfolutely  necefTary. 
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Never  intended  Fear  and  Doubt  againft  you : 
She  is  your  Servant,  pay  "not  her  Oblervance 
With  cruel  Looks,  her  duteous  Faith  with  Death. 

Hip,  Am  I  fair  now?   now  am  I  worth  your  Liking? 

Zen,  Not  fair,  not  to  be  liked,  thou  glorious  Devil, 
Thou  varnifht  piece  of  Luft,  thou  painted  Fury  ! 

Am,  Speak  gently.  Sweet,  fpeak  gently. 

Zen,  ril  fpeak  nobly. 
'Tis  not  the  faving  of  a  Life  I  aim  at  : 
Mark  me,  lafcivious  Woman,  mark  me  truly, 
And  then  confider,  how  I  weigh  thy  Anger. 
Life  is  no  longer  mine,  nor  dear  unto  me. 
Than  ufeful  to  his  Honour  I  preferve  it. 
If  thou  hadft  ftudied  all  the  Courtefies 
Humanity  and  noble  Blood  are  link'd  to, 
Thou  cou'dft  not  have  propounded  fuch  a  Benefit, 
Nor  heap'd  upon  me  fuch  unlook'd-for  Honour 
As  dying  for  his  fake,  to  be  his  Martyr; 
' Tis  fuch  a  Grace. 

Hip,  You  fliall  not  want  that  Favour, 
And  let  your  Bones  work  Miracles. 

Am,  Dear  Lady, 
By  thofc  fair  Eyes-'" 

////>.  There  is  but  this  Way  left  ye 
To  fave  her  Life. —  Am,  Speak  it,  and  I  embrace \t 

Hip.  Come  to  my  private  Chamber  prefently. 
And  there,  what  Love  and  I  command —  Am.  I'll  do  it. 
Be  comforted,  Zenocia,    Zen.  Do  not  do  this 
To  fave  me,  do  not  lofc  your  felf,  I  charge  you  ; 
I  charge  you  by  your  Love,  that  Love  you  bear  me ; 
That  Love,  that  conftant  Love  you  have  twin*d  to  me, 
By  all  your  Promifes,  (take  Heed,  you  keep  'em,) 
Now  is  your  conftant  Trial.    If  thou  dofl:  this. 
Or  mov'fb  one  Foot,  to  guide  thee  to  her  Luft, 
My  Curfes  and  eternal  Hate  purfue  thee. 
I    Redeem  me  at  the  bafe  Price  of  Difloyalty  ? 
Muft  my  undoubted  Honefty  be  thy  Bawd  too? 
Go,  and  intwine  thy  felf  about  that  Body; 
Tell  her,  for  my  Life  thou  hafi:  loft  thine  Honour, 
Puird  all  thy  Vows  from  Heav'n  ;  bafely,  mofl  bafely. 
Vol.  II.  F  Stoop'(| 
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StoopM  to  the  fervile  Flames  of  that  foul  Woman, 
To  add  an  Hour  to  me  that  hate  thee  for  it. 
Know  thee  not  again,  nor  name  thee  for  a  Husband, 

Jrn.  What  fhall  I  do  to  fave  her  ? 

Hip,  How  now,  what  Halle  there  ? 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Ser.  The  Governor,  attended  with  fome  Gentlemen, 
Are  newly  entred,  to  fpeak  with  your  Ladyfliip. 

Hip.  Pox  o'  their  Bufinefs!  reprieve  her  for  this  Hour, 
I  fhall  have  other  Time. 

Jrn,  Now,  Fortune,  help  us! 

Hip,  I'll  meet  'em  prefently :  Retire  awhile  all.  [Exeunt, 
Zab.  You  rife  to  Day  upon  your  right  fide.  Lady. 
You  know  the  Danger  too,  and  may  prevent  it, 
And  if  you  fuffer  her  to  perilh  thus, 
(As  flie  muft  do,  and  fuddenly,  believe  it, 
Unlefs  you  (land  her  Friend  j)  you  know  the  way  on't  j 
I  guefs,  you  poorly  love  her,  lefs  your  Fortune. 
Let  her  know  nothing,  and  perform  this  iMatter, 
There  are  Hours  ordain'd  for  feveral  Bufinefles, 
You  underfland*— ™ 

Arn,  I  underftand  you  Bawd,  Sir, 
And  fuch  a  Counfellor  I  never  car'd  for,         .  ' 

Enter  the  Governor,  Clodio,  Leopold,  Charino  and 
Attendants  at  one  Door,  Hippolyta  at  the  other. 

Hip,  Your  Lordfhip  does  me  Honour. 

Gov,  Fair  Hippolyta, 
1  am  come  to  eafe  you  of  a  Charge. 

Hip,  I  keep  none 
I  count  a  Burthen,  Sir :  and  yet  I  lie  toOo 

Gov.  Which  is  the  Maid  ?  is  (he  here? 

Clod.  Yes,  Sir, 
This  is  fhe,  this  is  Zenocia, 
The  very  fame  I  fued  to  your  Lordfhip  for. 

Zen.  Clodio  again  ?  more  Mifery  ?  more  Ruin  ? 
Under  what  angry  Star  is  my  Life  govern'd  ?  [Woman, 

Gov,  Come  hither.  Maid,  you  are  once  more  a  free 
Here  I  difcharge  your  Bonds. 

^  Avt" 
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^rn.  Another  Smile, 
Another  Trick  of  Fortune  to  betray  us ! 

Hip.  Why  does  your  Lord  (hip  ufe  me  fo  unnobly  ? 
Againft  my  Will  to  take  away  my  Bond-woman  ? 

Gov.  She  was  no  lawful  Prize,  therefore  no  Bond- woman: 
She's  of  that  Country  we  hold  Friendfliip  with. 
And  ever  did  ;  and  therefore  to  be  us'd 
With  Entertainment,  fair  and  courteous. 
The  Breach  of  League  in  us  gives  foul  Example, 
Therefore  you  muft  be  pleas'd  to  think  this  honeft ; 
Did  you  know  what  fhe  was  ? 

Leoj).  Not  'till  this  Inftant ; 
For  hc.d  i  known  her,  fhe  had  been  no  Prifoner.  [now. 

Gov.  There,  take  the  Maid,  fhe's  at  her  own  Difpofe 
And  if  there  be  aught  elfe  to  do  your  Honour 
Any  poor  Service  in-  

Clod,  I  am  vow'd  your  Servant. 

Am,  Yuur  Father's  here  too,  that's  our  only  Comfort, 
And  in  a  Country  now  we  ftand  free  People, 
Where  Clodio  has  no  Power,  be  comforted. 

Zen.  I  fear  fome  Trick  yet. 

Am.  Be  not  fo  d ejected. 

Gov,  You  muft  not  be  difpleas'd;  fo,  farewel,  Lady,' 
Come,  Gentlemen ;  Captain,  you  muft  with  me  too, 
I  have  a  litde  Bufmefs. 

Leop,  \  attend  your  Lordfhip : 
Now  my  Way's  free,  and  my  Hope's  Lord  again. 

[Exeunt  all  hut  Hip.  and  Zab.' 

Hip,  D'ye  jeer  me  now  ye  are  going  ? 
I  may  live  yet  to  make  you  howl  both. 

Zab,  You  might  have  done ;  you  had  Power  then. 
But  now  the  Chains  are  off,  the  Command  loft. 
And  fuch  a  Story  they  will  make  of  this 
To  laugh  out  lazy  Time,  

Hip.  No  Means  yet  left  me  ? 
For  now  I  burft  with  Anger :  None  to  fatisfy  me  1 
No  Comfort  ?  no  Revenge  ? 

Zab.  You  fpeak  too  late  ; 
You  might  have  had  all  thefc,  your  ufeful  Servants, 

F  2  Had 
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(4 1 )  Had  you  been  wife,  and  fudden :  What  Pow'r,  or  "Will, 
Over  her  Beauty  have  you  now,  by  Violence 
To  conftrain  his  Love  ?  fhe  is  as  free  as  you  are. 
And  no  Law  can  impeach  her  Liberty, 
And  while  fhe's  fo,  Arnoldo  will  defpife  you. 

Hip.  Either  my  Love  or  Anger  muft  be  fatisfied, 
Or  I  muft  die. 

Zah,  I  have  a  Way  wou'd  do  it, 
Wou'd  do  it  yet,  protect  me  from  the  Law. 

Hip,  From  any  thing  thou  know'ft,  what  Power  I  have^ 
What  Money,  and  what  Friends. 

Zab.  'Tis  a  devilifh  one  : 
But  fuch  muft  now  be  us'd  :  Walk  in.  Til  tell  you  ; 
And,  if  you  like  it,  if  the  Devil  can  do  any  thing— 

Hip,  Devil,  or  what  thou  wilt,  fo  I  be  fatisfied. 

Enter  Sulpitia,  and  Jaques. 

Sid,  This  is  the  rareft  and  the  luftieft  Fellow, 
And  fo  beftirs  himfelf  

Ja,  Give  him  Breath,  Miftrefs, 
You'll  melt  him  elfe. 

SuL  He  does  perform  fuch  Wonders 
The  Women  are  mad  on  him. 

Ja,  Give  him  Breath,  I  fay 
The  Man  is  but  a  Man,  he  muft  have  Breath, 

(42)  Sul,  How  many  had  he  yefterday  ? 

(^i)  »   What  Pouoer,  or  Will 

Oojer  her  Beauty  ha<ve  you  no-vu  ?  By  V iolence 
To  con fl rain  his  Lo've  ;]  The  falfe  Punduation  here,  thro'  all 
the  Editions,  has  quite  overthrown  the  Senfe.  My  Regulation,  I 
hope,  has  rcftor'd  it.  To  conjlrain  his  Lo've,  in  Point  of  Emphajis, 
to  be  fure,  is  no  harmonious  Beginning  of  a  Verfe :  But  it  is  to  be  ob' 
fervM,  that  it  was  a  Licence  in  the  Dramatick  Poets,  contemporary 
with  our  Authors,  to  liquidate^  and  melt  a  Syllable  fo  in  Pronun- 
ciation^ that,  a  Redundancy  might  not  appear  to  the  Audience. 
(4.2)  'Hon-v  many  had  he  yejlerday  ? 

And  they  paid  bravely  too. 
Ja.   About  Fourteen.']    The  neceflary  Tranfpofition  here  is  fo  felf- 
evident,  that  it  wants  no  Note  in  Confirmation.    The  Metre  is  lame 
and  defedlive ;  and  Sulpitia  is  made  to  fay  what  belongs  to  Jaques, 
which  quite  deflroys  the  Senfe.    1  decline  faying  more  upon  this 

Occafioa 
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Ja.  About  fourteen,  and  the^  paid  bravely  too: 
But  ftill  I  cry,  give  Breath,  fpare  him,  and  have  him. 

Sul.  Five  Dames  to  Day  ;  this  was  but  a  fmall  Stage, 
He  may  endure  five  more. 

Ja.  Breach,  Breath,  I  cry  ftill ; 
Body  o'me,  give  Breath    the  Man's  a  loft  Man  elfe. 
Feed  him,  and  give  him  Breath. 

Enter  two  Gentlewomen, 

Sul.  Welcome,  Gentlewomen, 
You're  very  welcome.  (Fellow 

I  Gen,  We  hear  you  have  a  lufty  and  well-complexion'd 
That  does  rare  Tricks  5  myv^Sifter,'and  my  feJf  here. 
Would  trifle  out  an  Hour  or  two,  lb  pleale  you. 

SuL  Jaques^  condudl  'em  in. 

Both.  There's  for  your  Courtefy.  {E:}C.  Jaq.  and  Gent. 

Stil.  Good  Pay  ftill,  good  round  Pay,  this  happy  Fellow 
Will  fet  me  up  again ;  he  brings  in  Gold 
Fafter  than  I  have  Leifure  to  receive  ir: 
O,  that  his  Body  were  not  Flefh  and  fading; 

But  I'll  fo  pap  him  up  Nothing  too  dear  for  him ; 

What  a  fweet  Scent  he  has  ? — Now,  what  News,  Jaques^ 

Ja.  He  cannot  laft,  I  pity  the  poor  Man, 
I  fufFer  for  him    two  Coaches  of  young  City  Dames, 
And  they  drive  as  the  Devil  were  in  the  Wheels, 
Are  ready  now  to  enter :  And  behind  thefe 
An  old  dead-palfied  Lady  in  a  Litter, 
And  fhe  makes  all  the  hafte  /he  can :  The  Man's  loft. 
You  may  gather  up  his  dry  Bones  to  make  Nine-pins, 
But  for  his  Flefti  ^ 

Sul,  Thefe  are  but  eafy  Labours ; 
Yet,  for,  I  know,  he  muft  have  Reft 

Ja.  He  muft  

You'll  beat  him  off  his  Legs  elfe  prefently. 

SuL  Go  in,  and  bid  him  pleafe  himfelf,  I*m  pleas*d  too : 

Occafion,  becaufe,  as  the  Subjeft  is  not  a  little  diffolute,  pudet  his 
Nequitiis  immorari.  A  proper  Regard  to  Decency  is  a  Refpeft  due 
to  the  Readers ;  and  an  Editor  ever  ought  to  blufh,  when  he  takes  a 
voluntary  Liberty  of  offending  them. 


To. 
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To-morrow's  a  new  Day  ;  but,  if  he  can, 

I  would  liave  him  take  feme  Pity  o'th'  old  Lady, 

Alas !  *£is  Charity. 

Ja.  I'll  tell  him  all  this, 
And  if  he  be  not  too  Fool-hardy. 

Enter  Zabulon. 

SuL  How  now  ? 
What  News  with  you  ? 

Zab.  You  muft  prefentJy 
Shew  all  the  Art  you  have,  and  for  my  Lady. 

Sul.  She  may  command. 

Zab,  You  muft  not  dream  nor  trifle. 

SuL  Which  way.^ 

Zab.  A  Spell  you  muft  prepare,  a  powerful  one, 
Perufe  but  thefe  Directions,  you  fhall  find  all ; 
There  is  the  Pidure  too,  be  quick  and  faithful. 
And  do  it  with  that  Strength— when  'tis  performed. 
Pitch  your  Reward  at  what  you  pieafe,  you  have  it. 

SuL  I'll  do  my  beft,  and  fuddenly  :  But  hark  ye. 
Will  you  never  lie  at  home  again  ? 

Zab.  Excufe  me, 
I  have  too  much  Bufinefs  yet. 

SuL  I  am  right  glad  on't. 

Zab.  Think  on  your  Bufinefs ;  fo,  farewel. 

SuL  I'll  do  it. 

Zab.  Within  this  Hour  I'll  vifit  you  again, 
And  give  you  greater  Lights.    SuL  I  fhall  obferve  ye; 
This  brings  a  brave  Reward,  bravely  I'll  do  it. 
And  all  the  hidden  Art  I  have,  exprefs  in't. 

[Exeuni  at  both  Doors ^ 

Enter  Rutilio  with  a  Night-cap. 

Rut.  Now  do  I  look  as  if  I  were  Crow-trodden, 
Fie,  how  my  Hams  Ihrink  under  me!  O  me, 
I  am  broken-winded  too  \  is  this  a  Life? 
Is  this  the  Recreation  I  have  aim'd  at  ^ 
I  had  a  Body  once,  a  handfome  Body, 
And  wholefome  too.    Now  I  appear  like  a  Rafcal, 
That  had  been  hung  a  Year  or  two  in  Gibbets, 
Fye,  how  I  faint!  Women?  keep  me  from  Women; 

Place 
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Place  me  before  a  Cannon,  'tis  a  Pleafure ; 

Stretch  me  upon  a  Rack,  a  Recreation  ; 

But  Women  ?  Women  ?  O  the  Devil !  Women  ? 

Cnrttus\  Gulf  was  never  half  fo  dangerous. 

Is  there  no  way  to  find  the  Trap-door  again. 

And  fall  into  the  Cellar  ?  and  be  taken  ? 

No  lucky  Fortune  to  dired  me  that  way  > 

No  Gallies  to  be  got,  nor  yet  no  Gallows? 

For  I  fear  nothing  now,  no  earthly  thing 

But  thefe  unfluisfied  Men-Iceches,  Women; 

How  deviliflily  my  Bones  ake  !  O  the  old  Lady  ! 

I  have  a  kind  of  Waiting- woman  lies  crofs  my  Back  too, 

0  how  fhe  flings !  No  Treafon  to  deliver  me  ? 
Now,  what  are  you  ?  do  you  mock  me  ? 

Enter  three ^  with  Night-caps^  very  faintly, 

1.  No,  Sir,  no, 

We  v/ere  your  Predeceflbrs  in  this  place. 

2-  And  come  to  fee  how  you  bear  up. 

Rut,  Good  Gentlemen  ; 
You  feem  to  have  a  fnuffling  in  your  head,  Sir, 
A  parlous  fnuffling ;  but  this  fame  dampifli  Air— ^ 

2.  A  dampifli  Air,  indeed. 
Rut.  Blow  your  Face  tenderly. 

Your  Nofe  will  ne'er  endure  it :  Mercy  o*  me. 
What  are  Men  chang'd  to  here  ?  Is  my  Nofe  fafl:  yet  ? 
Methinks,  it  ftiakes,  i'th*  Hilts :  Pray,  tell  me.  Gentlemen, 
How  long  is't  fince  you  flourifli'd  here  ? 

3.  Not  long  fince. 

Rut,  Move  your  felf  eafily ;  I  fee,  you  are  tender  5 
Not  long  endured. 

2.  The  Labour  was  fo  much.  Sir, 
And  fo  few  to  perform  it  — 

Rut.  Muft  I  come  to  this  ? 
And  draw  my  Legs  after  me,  like  a  lame  Dog? 

1  cannot  run  away,  I  am  too  feeble : 

Will  you  fue  for  this  Place  again.  Gentlemen  ? 

1.  No,  truly.  Sir,  the  Place  has  been  too  warm  for  our 
Complexions. 

2.  We  have  enough  on't ;  reft  you  merry,  Sir; 
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We  came  but  to  congratulate  your  Fortune, 
You  have  abundance. 

3.  Bear  your  Fortune  foberly. 
And  fo  we  leave  you  to  the  next  fair  Lady.  [jEa?.  thelhree, 
.  Rut,  Stay  but  a  little,  and  I'll  meet  you,  Gentlemen, 
At  the  next  Hofpital :  There's  no  living  thus, 
Nor  am  I  able  to  endure  it  longer  ; 
(43)  With  all  the  Helps  and  Heats  that  can  be  given  me. 
I  am  at  my  Trot  already :  They  are  fair  and  young 
Moft  of  the  Women  that  repair  unto  me, 
But  they  ftick  on  like  Burs    lhake  me,  like  Feathers. 

Enter  Sulpitia. 

More  Women  yet  ?  * Wou'd  I  were  honeftly  married 
To  any  thing  that  had  but  half  a  Face, 
And  not  a  Groat  to  keep  her,  nor  a  Smock ; 
That  I  might  be  civilly  merry  when  I  pleas'd, 
Rather  than  labouring  in  thefe  Fulling-mills. 

StiL  By  this,  the  Spell  begins  to  work  :  You  are  lufty, 
I  fee,  you  bear  up  bravely  yet. 

Rut,  Do  you  hear.  Lady, 
Do  not  make  a  Game-bear  of  me,  to  play  me  hourly, 
And  fling  on  all  your  Whelps ;  it  will  not  hold  ; 
Play  me  with  fome  Difcretion  ;  to  day,  one  Courfe  5 
And,  two  days  hence,  another. 

Sul.  If  you  be  fo  angry. 
Pay  back  the  Money  I  redeem*d  you  at 
And  take  your  Courfe,  I  can  have  Men  enough  :  [ther. 
You  have  coft  me  a  hundred  Crowns  fince  you  came  hi- 
In  Broths  and  ftrengthning  Caudles  ;  till  you  do  pay  me, 
If  you  will  eat  and  live,  you  fhall  endeavour, 
I'll  chain  you  to'c  elfe, 

(43)  ^itb  all  the  Helps  and  Heats  that  can  he  gi'ven  me, 

I'm  at  my  Trot  already. The  firft  Line  here  would  be  very 
obfcure,  and  the  Text  to  be  very  much  iufpeded,  but  for  the  fub- 
feqaent  One;  from  which,  I  think,  the  Allufion  is  plainly  to  the 
Managery  of  Horfes.  It  is  the  Duty  of  a  Ciroom  to  give  his  Horfes 
Heats,  (/.  e.  to  pace 'em  out  in  a  Morning)  lead  they  fhould  grow 
leftive  and  fliort-winded.  This  Rutilio  complains  to  be  his  Cafe,  he  is 
quite  broken- winded,  beaten  off  his  Speed,  is  reduced  to  a  Trot,  and 
pafl  all  Power  of  galloping. 

Rut. 
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Rtit.  Make  me  a  Dog-kennel, 
I'll  keep  your  Houfe  and  bark,  and  feed  on  bare  Bones, 
And  be  whipt  out  o'  Doors,  do  you  mark  me?  whipt : 
rU  eat  old  Shoes. 

Enter  Duarte. 

Bua.  In  this  Houfe  I  am  told 
There  is  a  Stranger,  of  a  goodly  Perfon. 
And  fuch  a  one  there  was    if  I  could  fee  him, 
1  yet  remember  him. 

Stil.  Your  bufinefs.  Sir, 
If  it  be  for  a  Woman,  ye  are  cozen'd, 
I  keep  none  here.  [^Exit. 

Dua,  Certain,  this  is  the  Gentleman  ; 
The  very  fame. 

Rut,  'Death!  If  I  had  but  Money, 
Or,  any  Friend  to  bring  me  from  this  Bondage, 
I'd  thrafh,  fet  up  a  Cobler's-fhop,  keep  Hogs, 
And  feed  with  *em,  fell  Tinder-boxes, 
And  Knights  of  Ginger-bread  ;  thatch  for  three 
Half  pence  a  Day,  and  think  it  Lordly, 
From  this  bafe  Stallion-trade  :  Why  does  he  eye  me. 
Eye  me  fo  narrowly  ? 

Dua,  It  feems,  you  are  troubled.  Sir  j 
I  heard  you  fpeak  of  Want. 

Rut.  'Tis  better  hearing 
Far,  than  relieving.  Sir.    Dua.  I  do  not  think  fo. 
You  know  me  not.    Rut.  Not  yet,  that  I  remember. 

Dua.  You  fhall,  and  for  your  Friend  :  I  am  beholding  to 
Greatly  beholding.  Sir  ;  if  you  remember,  [ye. 
You  fought  with  fuch  a  Man,  they  call'd  Duarte^ 
A  proud  diftemper'd  Man  :  He  was  my  Enemy, 
My  mortal  Foe,  you  flew  him  fairly,  nobly. 

Rut.  Speak  foftly.  Sir,  you  do  not  mean  to  betray  me. 
I  wifli'd  the  Gallows,  now  th'are  coming  fairly. 

Dua.  Be  confident,  for,  as  I  live,  I  love  you. 
And  now  you  fhall  perceive  it :  For  that  Service, 
Me,  and  my  Purfe  command  :  There,  take  it  to  ye, 
'Tis  Gold,  and  no  fhiall  Sum,  a  thoufand  Duckets  j 
Supply  your  Want. 

Rut. 
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Rut,  But  do  you  do  this  faithfully  ? 

Dua,  If  I  mean  ill,  fpit  in  my  Face,  and  kick  me: 
In  what  elfe  may  I  ferve  you,  Sir  — 

'Rut,  I  thank  you. 
This  is  as  ftrange  to  me  as  Knights'  Adventures. 
I  have  a  Projetfl,  'tis  an  honeft  one. 
And  now  1*11  tempt  my  Fortune. 

T>iia,  Truft  me  with  it. 

Rut,  You  are  fo  good  and  honed,  I  muft  trufl:  ye ; 
*Tis  but  to  carry  a  Letter  to  a  Lady, 
That  fav'd  my  Life  once. 

Dua.  That  will  be  mofl:  thankful, 
I  will  do't  with  all  Care, 

Rut,  Where  are  you.  White- broth  ?         \F.nter  SuK 
Now,  lufty  Blood,  come  in,  and  tell  your  Money  : 
'Tis  ready  here,  no  Threats,  nor  no  Orations, 
Nor  Prayers  now. 

Sul,  You  do  not  mean  to  leave  me  ? 

Rut,  ril  live  in  Hell  fooner  than  here,  and  cooler. 
Come  quickly,  come,  difpatch,  this  Air's  unwholfome : 
Quickly,  good  Lady,  quickly  to't. 

SuL  Well,  fmce  it  muft  be. 
The  next  Pll  fetter  fafter  fure,  and  clofer.        [take  yc ! 

Rut,  And  pick  his  Bones,  as  youVe  done  mine.  Pox 

Dua.  At  my  Lodging,  for  a  while,  you  fhall  be  quarter'd. 
And  there  take  Phyfick  for  your  Health, 

Rut,  I  thank  ye, 
I  have  found  my  Angel  now  too,  if  I  can  keep  him. 

[Ei^eunf. 


ACT    V.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Rutilio  and  Duarte. 

Rut,  VOU  like  the  Letter.? 

-l     Dua.  Yes,  but  I  muft  tell  you 
You  tempt  a  defperate  Hazard,  to  follicit 
The  Mother,  (and  the  griev'd  one  too,  'tis  rumour'd) 

Of 
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Of  him  you  flew  fo  lately. 

Rut.  I  have  told  you 
Some  Proofs  of  her  Affeftion,  and  I  know  not 
A  nearer  way  to  make  her  Satisfa6tion 
For.  a  loft  Son  than  fpeedily  to  help  her 
To  a  good  Husband  ;  one  that  will  beget 
Both  Sons  and  Daughters,  if  fhe  be  not  barren. 
I  have  had  a  Breathing  now,  and  have  recovered 
What  I  loft  in  my  late  Service,  'twas  a  hot  one  : 
(44)  It  fired  and  fetter'd  me  ;  but,  all  Thanks  to  you,  Sir, 
You  have  both  freed  and  cool*d  me. 

Dua.  What  is  done,  Sir, 
I  thought  welJ  done,  and  was  in  that  rewarded. 
And  therefore  fpare  your  Thanks. 

Rut,  ril  no  more  Whoring  : 
This  fencing  'twixt  a  pair  of  Sheets  more  wears  one 
Than  all  the  Exercife  in  the  World  befides. 
To  be  drunk  with  good  Canary,  a  meer  Julip, 
Or  like  Gourd-water  to  it ;  twenty  Surfeits 
Come  (hort  of  one  Night's  Work  there.  If  Iget  thisLady^ 
As  ten  to  one  1  fliall,  I  was  ne'er  denied  yet, 
I  will  live  wondrous  honeftly ;  walk  before  her 
Gravely  and  demurely. 
And  then  inftrudt  my  Family  5  you  are  fad, 
What  do  you  mufe  on.  Sir  ^ 

Dua,  Troth,  I  was  thinking 
What  Courfe  to  take  for  the  Deliv'ry  of  your  Letter, 
And  now  I  have  it :  But,  faith,  did  this  Lady 
(For  do  not  gull  your  felf)  for  certain  know. 
You  kill'd  her  Son  .? 

Rut,  Give  me  a  Book,  I'll  fwear't ; 
Deny'd  me  to  the  Officers,  that  purfu'd  me. 
Brought  me  her  felf  to  the  Door,  then  gave  me  Gold 

(44)  //  fired  atid  fired  me  ;  but,  all  Thanks  to  yoUy  Sir, 

Tou  ha've  both  freed  and  coord  me.]  I  imagine,  an  Antithefis 
was  defign'd  by  the  Poets  in  this  Paffage,  but  half  of  it  is  quite  loft. 
Coord  ftands  very  well  in  Oppofition  to  Jired  but  the  Contraft  to 
freed  is  wanting.  My  Conjedure  fupplies  the  other  part  of  the  An- 
tithejis :  For  Rutilio  was  not  only  fired  in  his  hot  . Service,  but  fet- 
tered to  it ;  fo  confin'd,  and  watch'd,  that  he  could  not  make  an 
Efcape.  Mr.  Sympfon. 
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To  bear  my  Charges,  and  fliall  I  make  doubt  then 
But  that  Ihe  lov'd  me  ?  I  am  confident. 
Time  having  ta'en  her  Grief-ofF,  that  I  fhall  be 
Moft  welcome  to  her  :  For,  then  to  have  woo'd  her. 
Had  been  unfeafonable. 

Dua,  Well,  Sir,  there's  more  Money, 
To  make  you  handfom  j  I'll  about  your  Bufinefs  : 
You  know,  where  you  muft  flay  ? 

Rut,  There  you  lhall  find  me  : 
•Would,  I  could  meet  my  Brother  now,  to  know. 
Whether  the  Jew^  his  Genius,  or  my  Chriftian, 
Has  provM  the  better  Friend. 

Dua.  O,  who  wou'd  truft 
Deceiving  Woman !  Or  believe,  that  one 
The  beft,  and  moft  canoniz'd,  ever  was 
More  than  a  feeming  Goodnefs  ?  1  cou'd  rail  now 
Againft  the  Sex,  and  curfe  it-,  but  the  Theam 
And  Way's  too  common  :  Yet  that  Guicmar 
My  Mother,  (nor  let  that  forbid  her  to  be 
The  Wonder  of  our  Nation)  fhe  that  was 
Mark'd  out  the  great  Example  for  all  Matrons, 
Both  Wife  and  Widow    ftie  that  in  my  Breeding 
Exprefs'd  the  utmoft  of  a  Mother's  Care, 
And  Tendernefs  to  a  Son ;  fhe  that  yet  feigns 
(45)  Such  Sorrow  for  me  ;  good  God,  that  this  Mother, 
After  all  this,  fhould  give  up  to  a  Stranger 
The  Wreak  fhe  ow'd  her  Son !  I  fear  her  Honour. 
That  he  was  fav'd,  much  joys  me;  I  grieve  only, 
That  fhe  was  his  Preferver.    I'll  try  further,, 
And,  by  this  Engine,  find  whether  the  Tears, 
Of  which  fhe  is  fo  prodigal,  are  for  me. 
Or  us'd  to  cloke  her  bale  Ply pocrify.  {Exit. 

(45)  *  •   Good  God,  that  this  Mother, 

After  all  thisy  Jhould  gt've  up  to  a  Stranger y 
7he  Wreak  Jhe  o^vSd  her  Son  /]  /.  e.  That  She  fliould  give  up 
the  Right  and  Duty  of  Vengeance  which  She  ow'd  for  her  Son*s  Mur- 
ther,  by  fcreening,  protedling,  and  difmifiing  his  Murtherer  out  of 
the  Purfuit  and  Reach  of  Jultice. 
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Enter  Hippolyta  and  Sulprtia. 

Hip,  Are  you  aflur'd,  the  Charm  prevails  ? 

SuL  Do  I  live  ? 
Or  do  you  fpeak  to  me  ?  Now,  this  very  Inflant, 
Health  takes  its  laft  Leave  of  her ;  meager  Palenefs, 
Like  Winter,  nips  the  Rofes  and  the  Lillies, 
The  Spring  that  Youth  and  Love  adorn'd  her  Face  with. 
To  force  Affedion  is  beyond  our  Art, 
For  I  have  prov'd  all  means  that  Hell  has  taught  me. 
Or  th'  Malice  of  a  Woman,  which  exceeds  it. 
To  change  Arnoldoh  Love,  but  to  no  purpofe : 
But  for  your  Bond- woman  — 

Hip,  Let  her  pine  and  die; 
She  once  remov'd,  which  like  a  brighter  Sun 
Obfcures  my  Beams,  I  may  fhine  out  again, 
And,  as  I  have  been,  be  admir'd  and  fought  to  : 
How  long  has  fhe  to  live  ? 

Sul,  Lady,  before 
The  Sun  twice  rife  and  fet,  be  confident. 
She  is  but  dead  5  1  know,  my  Charm  hath  found  hen 
Nor  can  the  Governor's  Guard,  her  Lover's  Tears, 
Her  Father's  Sorrow,  or  his  Pow'r,  that  freed  her. 
Defend  her  from  it. 

Enter  Zabulon. 

Zah,  All  things  have  fucceeded 
As  you  could  wilh ;  I  faw  her  brought  fick  home  ; 
The  Image  of  pale  Death  ftampt  on  her  Forehead. 
Let  me  adore  this  fecond  Hecate, 
This  great  Commandrefs  of  the  fatal  Sifters, 
That,  as  fhe  pleafes,  can  cut  fhort,  or  lengthen. 
The  Thread  of  Life. 

Hip,  Where  was  fhe  when  th'  Inchantment 
Firft  feiz'd  upon  her  ? 

Zah,  Taking  the  frefh  Air, 
Pth*  Company  of  the  Governor,  and  Count  Clodio^ 
Arnoldo  too  was  prefent  with  her  Father, 
When,  in  a  moment  (fo  the  Servants  told  me). 
As  fhe  was  sivino;  thanks  to  the  Governor, 

And 
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And  Clodio^  for  her  unexpedled  Freedom, 
As  if  fhe  had  been  blafted,  flie  funk  down. 
To  their  Amazement. 

Hip,  'Tis  thy  M after- piece, 
(46)  Which  I  will  fo  reward,  that  thou  fhalt  fix  here  ; 
And,  with  the  Hazard  of  thy  Life,  no  more 
Make  Trial  of  thy  pow'rful  Art ;  which,  known. 
Our  Laws  call  Death  ?  Off  with  this  Magical  Robe, 
And  be  thy  felf. 

Enter  Governor^  Clodio,  and  Charino. 

Suh  Stand  clofe,  you  fhall  hear  more. 

Man,  You  muft  have  Patience  ;  all  Rage  is  vain  now, 
And  Piety  forbids,  that  we  fiiould  queftion 
What  is  decreed  above  or  ask  a  Reafon, 
Why  Heav'n  determines  this,  or  that,  Way  of  us. 

Clod,  Heav'n  has  no  hand  in*t ;  *tis  a  Work  of  Hell. 
Her  Life  hath  been  fo  innocent,  all  her  Adlions 
So  free  from  the  Sufpicion  of  a  Crime, 
As  rather  fhe  deferves  a  Saint's  Place  here. 
Than  to  endure,  what  now  her  Sweetnefs  fuffers. 

Char,  Not  for  her  Fault,  but  mine,  Zenocia  fuffers : 
The  Sin  I  made,  when  I  fought  to  raze  down 
Arnoldo^s  Love,  built  on  a  Rock  of  Truth, 
Now  to  the  Height  is  punifh*d.    I  profefs. 
Had  he  no  Birth,  nor  Parts,  the  prefent  Sorrow 
He  now  exprefTes  for  her,  does  deferve  her 
Above  all  Kings,  though  fuch  had  been  his  Rivals. 

Clod,  All  ancient  Stories,  of  the  Love  of  Husbands 
To  virtuous  Wives,  be  now  no  more  remembred  ! 

Char,  The  Tales  of  Turtles  ever  be  forgotten. 
Or,  for  his  fake,  believ'd! 

Man,  I  have  heard,  there  has  been 
Between  fome  married  Pairs,  fuch  Sympathy, 

(46)  Which  Inxjtll  fo  reward y  that  thou  fhalt  fix  here; 

And  fwith  the  Hazard  of  thy  Ltfe^  no  more 

Make  Trial  of  thy  po'w'rful  Art,'\  i.  e.  Til  reward  Thee  fo 
liberally,  as  to  fet  thee  above  all  the  Neceffities  of  Life,  and  thoa 
fhalt  reft  in  this  laft  Trial  of  thy  pernicious  deftrudlive  Pradlices, 
which,  once  difcovcrM,  are  Death  by  the  Laws, 
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That  th'  Husband  has  felt  really  the  Throes^ 
His  Wife  then  teeming  furFers  :  This  true  Grief 
Confirms,  'tis  not  impoflible. 

Clod,  We  fhall  find 
Fit  time  for  this  hereafter ;  let's  ufe  now 
All  poffible  Means  to  help  her. 

Man,  Care,  nor  Coft, 
Nor  what  Phyficians  can  do,  fhall  be  wanting  ; 
Make  ufe  of  any  Means  or  Men. 

Char.  You  are  Noble.     [^  E'xeunt  Man.  Clod,  and  Char, 

Sul.  Ten  Colleges  of  Dodors  Ihall  not  fave  her. 
Her  Fate  is  in  your  Hand. 

Hip.  Can  I  reftore  her  ^ 

Sul.  If  you  command  my  Art, 

Hip.  I'll  die  my  felf  firft. 
And  yet  I  will  go  vifit  her,  and  fee 
This  Miracle  of  Sorrow  in  Arnoldo  : 
An  'twere  for  me,  I  ihould  change  Places  with  her^ 
And  die  moft  happy  y  fuch  a  Lover's  Tears 
Were  a  rich  Monument ;  but  too  good  for  her, 
Whofe  Mifery  I  glory  in  :  Come,  Sulpitia^ 
You  (hall  go  along  with  me  ;  good  Zabulon, 
Be  not  far  off. 

Zab,  I  will  attend  you.  Madam.  [Exemt^ 
Enter  Duarte,  and  a  Servant, 

Ser.  I  have  ferv'd  you  from  my  Youth,  and  ever  you 
Have  found  me  faithful :  That  you  live,  'sa  Treafure 
I'll  lock  up  here ;  nor  fiiall  it  be  let  forth, 
But  when  you  give  me  Warrant. 

Dua,  I  rely 

Upon  thy  Faith  ;  nay,  no  more  ProteftatationSj 
Too  many  of  them  will  call  that  in  Queftion, 
Which  now  I  doubt  not :  flie  is  there  ? 

Ser,  Alone  too ; 
But  take  it  on  my  Life,  your  Entertainment, 
Appearing  as  you  are,  v/ill  be  but  coarfe, ; 
For  the  Difpleafure  I  fhall  undergo, 
I  am  prepar'd. 

I)ua,  Leave  me,  I'll  ftand  the  Hazard.    [Exit  Servant. 

The 
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The  Silence  that's  obferv'd,  her  clofe  Retirements,' 
No  Vifitants  admitted,  not  the  Day  ; 
Thefe  fable  Colours,  all  Signs  of  true  Sorrow, 
Or  hers  is  deeply  Counterfeit.    Til  look  nearer  ; 
Manners,  give  Leave — (he  fits  upon  the  Ground  ; 
By  Heav'n,  flie  weeps  •,  my  Pifture  in  her  Hand  too  j 
She  kifles  it  and  weeps  again. 

E.nter  Guiomar. 
Qui.  Who's  there  } 

Bua.  There  is  no  ftarting  back  now,  Madam. 
Gui,  Ha! 

Another  Murderer!  I'll  not  proted  thee, 
Though  I  have  no  more  Sons. 

Bua.  Your  Pardon,  Lady, 
There's  no  fuch  foul  Fad  taints  me. 

Gui.  What  makeft  thou  here  then  } 
Where  are  my  Servants,  do  none  but  my  Sorrows 
Attend  upon  me  ?  fpeak,  what  brought  thee  hither  ? 

Dtia^  A  Will  to  give  you  Comfort. 

Gui.  Thou'rt  but  a  Man, 
And  'tis  beyond  a  human  Reach  to  do  it : 
If  thou  cou'dft  raife  the  Dead  out  of  their  Graves, 
Bid  Time  run  back,  make  me  now  what  I  was, 
A  happy  Mother,  gladly,  I  would  hear  thee  ; 
But  that's  impoflible. 

Dua.  Plcale  you  but  read  this ; 
You  fhall  know  better  there,  why  I  am  fent 
Than  if  I  fhould  deliver  it. 

Gui.  From  whom  comes  it? 

Dua,  That  will  inftrudl  you.    I  fufpedl:  this  Stranger, 
Yet  fhe  fpake  fomething  that  holds  fuch  Alliance 
With  his  Reports  *,  I  know  not  what  to  think  on't ; 
What  a  Frown  was  there fhe  looks  me  thro',  and  thro',' 
Now  reads  again,  now  paufes,  and  now  fmiles ; 
And  yet  there's  more  of  Anger  in't  than  Mirth, 
Thefe  are  ftrange  Changes ;  oh,  I  underfland  it.; 
She's  full  of  ferious  Thoughts. 

Gui.  You  are  juft,  you  Heav'ns, 
And  never  do  forget  to  hear  their  Pray'rs, 
That  truly  pay  their  Vows ;  the  defer'd  Vengeance, 

For 
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For  you  and  my  Word's  fake  fo  long  defer'd. 
Under  which  as  a  Mountain  my  Heart  groans  yet, 
When  'twas  deipair'd  of,  now  is  ofFer'd  to  me  j 
And  if  I  Jofe  it,  I  am  both  ways  guilty. 
The  Woman's  Mask,  Diffimulation,  help  me !  [man. 
Come  hither,  Friend ;  I  am  fure,  you  know  the  Gentle- 
That  fent  thefe  Charms. 

Dua,  Charms,  Lady? 

Gut.  Ay,  thefe  Charms, 
I  well  may  call  them  fo,  they've  won  upon  me. 
More  than  e'er  Letter  did  j  thou  art  his  Friend, 
(The  Confidence,  he  has  in  thee,  confirms  it) 
And  therefore  I'll  be  open-breafted  to  thee ; 
To  hear  of  him,  though  yet  1  never  faw  him. 
Was  moft  defir'd  of  all  Men  ;  let  me  blufh. 
And  then  I'll  fay,  I  love  him.    Bua.  All  Men  fee. 
In  this  a  Woman's  Virtue  !    Gui,  I  expeded. 
For  th'  Courtefy  I  did,  long  fincc  to  've  feen  him  ; 
And  though  I  then  forbad  it,  you  Men  know. 
Between  our  Hearts  and  Tongues  there's  a  large  Diftance; 
But  I'll  excufe  him  ;  may  be,  hitherto 
He  has  forborne  it,  in  refpedt  my  Son 
Fell  by  his  Hand. 

Bua,  And  Reafon,  Lady.    Gui,  No, 
He  did  me  a  Pleafure  in't,  a  riotous  Fellow, 
And,  with  that,  infolent,  not  worth  the  owning; 
I  have  indeed  kept  a  long  folemn  Sorrow, 
For  my  Friends'  fake  partly  5  but  efpecially 
For  his  long  Abfence. 

Dua,  O  the  Devil! 

Gui.  Therefore 
Bid  him  be  fpeedy ;  a  Frieft  lhall  be  ready 
To  tie  the  holy  Knot  i  this  Kifs  I  fend  him, 
Deliver  that,  and  bring  him. 

Dua,  I  am  dumb : 
A  good  Caufe  I  have  now,  and  a  good  Sword, 
And  fomething  I  fhali  do.  I  wait  upon  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Manuel,  Charino,  Arnoldo,  Zenocia  borne  in 
'  a  Chair ^  two  Do^iors^  and  Clodio, 

Do5f,  Give  her  more  Air,  fhe  dies  elfe. 

Vol,  IL  G  Jrn. 
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Am.  O  thou  dread  Pow'r, 
That  mad'll  this  All,  and  of  thy  Workmanfliip 
This  virgin  Wife,  the  Mafter-piece,  look  down  on  her; 
Let  her  Mind's  Virtues,  cloath'd  in  this  fair  Garment, 
That  worthily  deferves  a  better  Name 
Than  Flefli  and  Blood,  now  fue,  and  prevail  for  her ! 
Or,  if  thofe  are  deny'd,  let  Innocence, 
To  which  all  Paffages  in  Heav'n  ftand  open. 
Appear  in  her  white  Robe,  before  thy  Throne, 
And  mediate  for  her:  Or  if  this  Age  of  Sin 
Be  worthy  of  a  Miracle,  the  Sun 
In  his  diurnal  Progrefs  never  faw 
So  fvveet  a  Subjeft  to  employ  it  on. 

Man,  Wonders  are  ceas'd.  Sir,  we  mud  work  by  Means. 
.  Am,  'Tis  true,  and  fuch  reverend  Phyficians  are  5 
To  you  thus  low  I  fall  then  ;  So  may  you  ever 
Be  ftil'd  the  Hands  of  Heav'n,  Nature's  Reftorers  j 
Get  Wealth  and  Honours-,  and  by  your  Succefs, 
In  all  your  Undertakings,  propagate 
Your  great  Opinion  in  the  World,  as  now 
You  ul'e  your  faving  Art !  For  know,  good  Gentlemen, 
Befides  the  Fame,  and  all  that  I  poflefs. 
For  a  Reward,  Pofterity  flmll  ftand 
Indebted  to  you ;  for  (as  Heav'n  forbid  it) 
Shou'd  my  Zenocia  die,  robbing  this  Age 
Of  all  that's  good  or  graceful.  Times  fucceeding. 
The  Story  of  her  pure  Life  not  yet  perfecl:. 
Will  fuffer  in  the  Want  of  her  Example. 

Do^.  Were  all  the  World  to  perifli  with  her,  we 
Can  do  no  more,  than  what  Art  and  Experience 
Give  us  Afllirance  of ;  we  have  us'd  all  Means 
To  find  the  Caufe  of  her  Difeafe,  yet  cannot: 
How  fliould  we  then,  promife  the  Cure  ? 

Am.  Away, 
I  did  belie  you,  when  I  charg'd  you  with 
The  Pow'r  of  doing  •,  ye  are  meer  Names  only. 
And  ev'n  your  beft  Perfeftion  accidental. 
What  ever  Malady  thou  art,  or  Spirit, 
(As  fome  hold  all  Difeafes  that  afflid:  usj 
As  Love  iilready  makes  me  fenfible 

Of 
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Of  half  her  SufFerings,  cafe  her  of  her  Part, 
And  let  me  ftand  the  Butt  of  thy  fell  Malice, 
And  I  will  fwear,  thou'rt  merciful. 

Bo^.  Your  Hand,  Lady  ; 
What  a  ftrange  Heat  is  here  ?  bring  fome  warm  Water. 

Am.  She  fliall  ufe  nothing  that  is  yours;  my  Sorrow 
Provides  her  of  a  better  Bath,  my  Tears 
Shall  do  that  Office. 

Zen.  O  my  bed  Arnoldol 
The  Trueft  of  all  Lovers !  I  would  live. 
Were  Heav'n  fo  pleas'd,  but  to  reward  your  Sorrow 
With  my  true  Service  \  but  fince  that's  denied  me. 
May  you  live  long  and  happy !  Do  not  fufFer 
(By  your  AfFedlion  to  me,  I  conjure  you) 
My  Sicknefs  to  infed  you ;  though  much  Love 
Makes  you  too  fubjed  to  it. 

Arru  In  this  only 
Zenocia  wrongs  her  Servant  ;  can  the  Body 
Subfift,  the  Soul  departed  ?  'tis  as  eafy^ 
As  1  to  live  without  you  ;  I  am  your  Husband, 
And  long  have  been  fo,  though  our  adverfe  Fortune, 
Bandying  us  from  one  Hazard  to  another, 
Wou'd  never  grant  me  lb  much  Happinefs 
To  pay  a  Husband's  Debt  s  defpite  of  Fortune, 
In  Death  I'll  follow  you,  and  guard  mine  own  ; 
And  there  enjoy  what  here  my  Fate  forbids  me. 

Clod.  So  true  a  Sorrow,  and  fo  feelingly 
Expreft,  I  never  read  of. 

Man.  I  am  ft  ruck 
With  Wonder  to  behold  it,  as  with  Pity. 

Char.  If  you,  that  are  a  Stranger,  fufFer  for  them, 
Being  tied  no  further  than  Humanity 
Leads  you  to  foft  Compaflion ;  think,  great  Sir, 
What  of  Neceflity  1  muft  endure. 
That  am  a  Father. 

Hippolyta,  Zabulon,  and  Sulpitia  at  the  Door, 

Hip.  Wait  me  there,  I  hold  it 
Unfit  to  have  you  feen  ;  as  I  find  Caufe, 
You  fhall  proceed. 

G  2  Man. 
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Man,  You're  welcome.  Lady.    Hip,  Sir, 
I  come  to  do  a  charitable  Office, 
How  does  the  Patient  ? 

Clod,  You  may  enquire 
Of  more  than  one ;  for  two  are  fick,  and  deadly  j 
He  languifhes  in  her  s  her  Health's  defpair'd  of, 
And  in  hers,  his. 

Hip,  'Tis  a  ftrange  Speflacle, 
With  what  a  Patience  they  fit  unmov'd? 
Are  they  not  dead  already  ? 

Bo^,  By  her  Pulfe, 
She  cannot  lad  a  Day. 

j^rn.  Oh,  by  that  Summons, 
I  know  my  Time  too  ! 

Hip,  Look  to  the  Man. 

(47)  Clod,  Apply 
Your  Art,  to  fave  the  Lady    preferve  her, 
A  Crown  is  your  Reward.    Hip,  I'll  treble  it 
In  ready  Gold,  if  you  reftore  Arnoldo 
For  in  his  Death  I  die  too.    Clod,  Without  her 
I  am  no  more. 

jirn.  Are  you  there.  Madam  ?  now  you 
May  feaft  upon  my  Miferies;  my  Coldnefs 
In  anfwering  your  AfFeftions,  or  Hardnefs, 
Give  it  what  Name  you  pleafe,  you  are  reveng'd  of  5 
For  now  you  may  perceive,  our  Thread  of  Life 
Was  fpun  together,  and  the  poor  Arnoldo 
Made  only  to  enjoy  the  beft  Zefiocia^ 
And  not  to  ferve  the  Ufe  of  any  other ; 

(47)   Apply 

Tour  Art  to  fanje  the  Lady,  prefer^ve  her, 

A  Town  is  your  Ren^vard. 
Hip.  ril  treble  // 

In  ready  Gold  ]    /  cant  think,  boiv    Town  Jhould  he  trebled  ' 
in  ready  Money.    Indeed,  where  it  is  made  a  Guarantee,  or  Hollage,  ' 
it  may  be  rated  at  a  particular  Value  j  or  where  it  is  fimply  mortgaged,  ■ 
another  may  be  willing  to  advance  three  times  the  Value.    But  Clodio 
had  no  Towns  to  give  away  ;  and  if  he  had,  what  lliould  Sulpitia^ 
or  the  Doiior,  do  with  it.    Jt  muft  be  Croivn,  or  golden  Coronet,  or 
Nothing:  Upon  which ///y^^s/i/i^  replies,  that  Hie'll  give'thrice  the 
Value  of  fach  a  Coronet  ia  ready  Money.  \ir.  Sympfon. 


And 
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(48)  And,  in  That,  She  my  Equal  :  My  Lord  Clodio 
Had  long  fince  elfe  enjoyed  her,  nor  could  I 
Have  been  fo  blind,  as  not  to  fee  your  great 
And  many  Excellencies  far  beyond 
Or  my  Defervings,  or  my  Hopes ;  we  are  now 
Going  our  lateft  Journey,  and  together. 
Our  only  Comfort  we  defire  ;  pray,  give  it ; 
Your  Charity  to  our  Afhes,  fuch  we  muft  be. 
And. not  to  curfe  our  Memories. 
Hip.  I  am  much  mov'd. 

Clod.  I'm  wholly  overcome :  All  Love  to  Women 
Farewel  for  ever ;  e'er  you  die,  your  Pardon  \ 
And  yours,  Sir   had  flie  many  Years  to  live, 
Perhaps,  I  might  look  on  her  as  a  Brother, 
But  as  a  Lover  never  ;  and  fince  all 
Your  fad  Misfortunes  had  Origrinal 
From  th'  barb'rous  Cuftom  pradis'd  in  my  Country, 
Heav'n  witnefs,  for  your  fake  I  here  releafe  it. 
So  to  your  Memory,  chafte  Wives,  and  Virgins, 
Shall  ever  pay  their  Vows.    I  give  her  to  you 
And  wifli,  fhe  were  fo  now,  as  when  my  Luft 
Forc'd  you  to  quit  the  Country.    Hip.  It  is  in  vain 
To  ftrive  with  Deftiny,  here  my  Dotage  ends. 
Look  up,  Zenocia^  Health  in  me  fpeaks  to  you ; 
She  gives  him  to  you,  that,  by  divers  ways. 
So  long  has  kept  him  from  you  :  and  repent  not. 
That  you  were  once  my  Servant ;  for  which.  Health, 
In  Recompence  of  what  1  made  you  fuffer. 
And  th'  hundred  thoufand  Crowns,  the  City  owes  me. 
Shall  be  your  Dower.    Mayi.  'Tis  a  magnificent  Gift, 
Had  it  been  timely  given.    Hip,  It  is,  believe  it, 
Sulpitia  — 

(48)  j^nd  in  that  /he  may  equal,']  Mr.  Sympfah  and  I  both  faw  that 
the  Poets  wrote, 

Andy  in  ^baty  She  my  Equal: 
The  Senfe,  if  any,  without  this  Change  is  abrupt  and  imperfeft  ; 
with  it,  we  gain  this  Meaning,  that  Zenocia  would  no  more  marry 
any  other  Man  but  Arnoldo^  than  Arnoldo  would  marry  any  other 
Woman  bat  Zenocia. 


Enter 
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Enter  Sulpitia. 

Suh  Madam  

Hip.  Quick,  undo  the  Charm  ; 
Ask  not  a  Reafon  why  \  let  it  fuffice. 
It  is  my  Will. 

Sul,  Which  I  obey,  and  gladly.  {Exit, 

(49)  Enter  a  Servant^  who  whifpers  Manuel, 

Man.  Is  to  be  married,  fay 'ft  thou  ? 
Ser*  So  fhe  fays.  Sir, 
And  does  defire  your  Prefence. 
Man.  Tell  her,  I'll  come. 

Hip.  Pray,  carry  them  to  their  Reft ;  for  though  already 
They  do  appear  as  dead,  let  my  Life  pay  for'c. 
If  they  recover  not.  [Tbey  are  borne  off  in  Chairs. 

Man.  What  you  have  warranted, 
Afture  your  felf,  will  be  expedled  from  you  ; 
Look  to  them  carefully  ;  and  till  the  Trial,  — 

Hip.  Which  ftiall  not  be  above  four  Hours. 

Man.  Let  me 
Intreat  your  Companies :  There  now  is  fomething 
Of  Weight  invites  me  hence. 

All,  We'll  wait  upon  you.  {^Exeunt, 

Enter  Guiomar,  and  Servants, 

Gtii.  You  underftand  what  my  Direftions  are. 
And  what  they  guide  you  to ;  the  faithful  Promife 
YouVe  made  me  all. 

AIL  We  do,  and  will  perform  it. 

Gui.  The  Governor  will  not  fail  to  be  here  prefently ; 
Retire  a  while,  till  you  ftiall  find  Occafion, 
And  bring  me  Word,  when  they  arrive. 

AIL  We  ftiall.  Madam. 

Qui.  Only  ftay  you  to  entertain,    i  Ser.  I  am  ready. 
Gui.  I  wonder  at  the  bold,  and  pradtis'd  Malice, 

(49)  Enter  a  Serojant,  wjIjo  nvhifpers  M3.n\it\.'\  The  Diredion  for 
the  Servant  entering  here,  (and  not  above  with  Sulpitia,  as  the 
printed  Copies  have  it)  was  f^igacioufly  hinted  to  me  by  Mr.  Spnpfon. 

Men 
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Men  ever  have  o*foot  againft  our  Honours; 

That  nothing  we  can  do,  never  fo  virtuous. 

No  Shape  put  on  lb  pious,  (no,  not  think 

What  a  Good  is,  be  that  Good  ne'er  fo  noble. 

Never  fo  laden  with  admir'd  Example,) 

But  ftill  we  end  in  Luft ;  our  Aims,  our  A6lions, 

Nay,  even  our  Charities,  with  Luft  are  branded. 

Why  fhould  this  Stranger  elfe,  this  wretched  Stranger, 

Whofe  Life  I  fav'd  at  what  dear  Price  flicks  here  yet. 

Why  fhould  he  hope  ?  He  was  not  here  an  Hour, 

And  certainly  in  that  time,  I  may  fwear  it, 

I  gave  him  no  loofe  Look  ;  I  had  no  Reafon  ; 

Unlefs  my  Tears  were  Flames,-  my  Curfes  Courtlhips ; 

The  killing  of  my  Son,  a  Kindnefs  to  me. 

Why  fhould  he  fend  to  me,  or  with  what  Safety 

(Examining  the  Ruin  he  had  wrought  me) 

Though  at  that  time  my  pious  Pity  fenc'd  him. 

And  my  Word  fix'd,    I  am  troubled,  ftrongly  troubled. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser,  The  Gentlemen  are  come. 

Gui,  Then  bid  *em  welcome  —  I  muft  retire.  [Exit, 

Enter  Rutilio,  and  Duarte,  difguis'd. 

Ser,  You  are  welcome.  Gentlemen. 

Rut,  I  thank  you,  Friend,  I  would  fpeak  with  your  Lady. 

Ser.  rll  let  her  underftand. 

Rut,  It  fhall  befit  you.  [Ex.  Servant. 

How  do  I  look.  Sir,  in  this  handfome  Trim  ? 
Methinks,  I  am  wondrous  brave. 

Dua.  You're  very  decent. 

Rut.  Thefe  by  themfelves,  without  more  Helps  of  Nature, 
Would  fet  a  Woman  hard  ;  I  know  'em  all. 
And  where  their  firft  Aims  light ;  PlI  lay  my  Head  on't, 
I'll  take  her  Eye,  as  foon  as  ihe  looks  on  me ; 
And  if  I  come  to  fpeak  once.  Woe  be  to  her  ! 
1  have  her  in  a  Nooze,  fhe  cannot  'fcape  me  ; 
I  have  their  feveral  Lafls. 

Bua.  You  are  thoroughly  fludied  ; 
But  tell  me,  Sir,  being  unacquainted  with  her, 

G  4     .  As 
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As  yoa  confefs  you  are  — 

Rut.  That's  not  an  Hour's  Work, 
I'll  make  a  Nun  forget  her  Beads  in  two  Hours. 

Bua.  She  being  fet  in  Years,  none  of  thofe  Luftres 
Appearing  in  her  Eye,  that  warm  the  Fancy  ; 
Nor  nothing  in  her  Face,  but  handfom  Ruins, — 

Rut.  I  love  old  Stories :  Thofe  live  believ'd,  authentiquc. 
When  twenty  of  your  modern  Faces  are  call'd  in, 
For  new  Opinion,  Paintings,  and  Corruptions ; 
Give  me  an  old  confirmed  Face  ;  befides,  fhe  fav'd  me. 
She  fav'd  my  Life ;  have  I  not  Caufe  to  love  her  ? 
She's  rich  and  of  a  conftant  State,  a  fair  One, 
Have  I  not  Caufe  to  woo  her  ?  I  have  tried  fufficient 
All  your  young  Fillies,  I  think,  this  Back  has  try'd  'em. 
And  fmarted  for  it  too  :  They  run  away  with  me. 
Take  Bit  between  the  Teeth,  and  play  the  Devils ; 
A  flayed  Pace  now  becomes  my  Years ;  a  fure  one, 
Where  I  may  fit  and  crack  no  Girths. 

Dua.  How  miferable. 
If  my  Mother  fhould  confirm,  what  I  fufpecl  now. 
Beyond  all  human  Cure  were  my  Condition  ! 
Then  I  ihall  wifh,  this  Body  had  been  fo  too. 
Here  comes  the  Lady,  Sir. 

Enter  Guiomar. 

Rut.  Excellent  Lady, 
To  fhew  I  am  a  Creature  bound  to  your  Service, 
And  only  yours —  Gui.  Keep  at  that  Diftance,  Sir  ; 
For  if  you  fiiir  —       Rut.  I  am  obedient. 
She  has  found  already,  I  am  for  her  Turn  ; 
With  what  a  greedy  Hawk's  Eye  flie  beholds  me  ? 
Mark,  how  fiie  mufters  all  my  Parts. 

Gui.  A  goodly  Gentleman, 
Of  a  more  manly  Set  I  never  look'd  on.  [of  *em. 

Rut.  Mark,  mark  her  Eyesftill ;  mark  but  the  Carriage 

Gui.  How  happy  am  I  now,  fince  my  Son  fell, 
He  fell  not  by  a  bafe  unnoble  Hand  } 
As  that  fbill  troubled  me  j  how  far  more  happy 
Shall  my  Revenge  be,  fince  the  Sacrifice, 
1  offer  to  his  Grave,  fhalJ  be  both  worthy 
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A  Son's  untimely  Lofs,  and  a  Mother's  Sorrow  ? 

Rut,  Sir,  I  am  made,  believe  it ;  fhe  is  mine  own, 
I  told  you  what  a  Spell  I  carried  with  me, 
All  this  time  does  flie  fpend  in  Contemplation 
Of  that  unmatch'd  Delight — I  (hall  be  thankful  to  ye  i 
And  if  you  pleafe  to  know  my  Houfe,  to  ufe  it; 
To  take  it  for  your  own  

Gui,  Who  waits  without  there  ? 

Enter  Guards  and  Servants  *,  they  feize  upon  Rutilio 
and  hind  him. 

Rut.  How  now  ?  What  means  this,  Lady  ? 
Gui.  Bind  him  faft. 

Rut,  Are  thefe  the  Bride-laces  you  prepare  for  me  ? 
The  Colours  that  you  give  ? 

Dua.  Fye,  gentle  Lady, 
This  is  not  noble  Dealing.    Gui.  Be  you  fatisfied. 
It  feems  you  are  a  Stranger  to  this  Meaning, 
You  fhall  not  be  fo  long. 

Rut.  Do  you  call  this  Wooing  ?  — 
Is  there  no  End  of  Womens  Perfecutions  ^ 
(50)  Muft  I  needs  fool  it,  to  mine  own  Deftrudtion? 
Have  I  not  had  fair  Warnings,  and  enough  too  ? 
Still  pick  the  Devil's  Teeth  ?  You  are  not  mad.  Lady  ; 
Do  I  come  fairly,  and  like  a  Gentleman, 
To  offer  you  that  Honour  —  Gui.  You  are  deceived.  Sir, 
You  come  befotted,  to  your  own  Deftruflion  : 
I  fent  not  for  you  ;  what  Honour  can  ye  add  to  me. 
That  brake  that  Staff  of  Honour,  my  Age  lean'd  on  ? 
That  rob'd  me  of  that  Right,  made  me  a  Mother  ? 
Hear  me,  thou  wretched  Man,  hear  me  with  Terror, 
And  let  thine  own  bold  Folly  fliake  thy  Soul  ; 
Hear  me  pronounce  thy  Death,  that  now  hangs  o'er  thee. 
Thou  defperate  Fool ;  who  bad  thee  feek  this  Ruin  ? 
What  mad  unmanly  Fate  made  thee  difcover 
Thy  curfed  Face  to  me  again  ?  Was't  not  enough 

{50)  Muji  I  needs foolvciXQ  my  <mji:n  T>eJiru£liQn?'\  I  think  verily, 
we  ought  to  read, 

Mujl  I  needs  fool  it,  to  &c. 
It  appears  to  me  much  the  more  natural  Expreflion.    Mr.  Seward. 

To 
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To  have  the  fair  Prpte<5lion  of  my  Houfe, 

^Wken  Mifery  and  Juftice  clofe  purfued  thee  ? 

When  thine  own  bloody  Sword  cried  out  againft  thee, 

(51)  Hatch'd  in  the  Life  oF  him  ?  Yet  I  forgave  thee. 

My  hofpitable  Word,  even  when  I  faw 

The  goodheft  Branch  of  all  my  Blood  lopp'd  from  me. 

Did  I  not  feal  ftill  to  thee  ?    Rut.  I  am  gone. 

(52)  Gut.  And  when  thou  went'fl,  to  imp  thy  Mifery, 
Did  I  not  give  thee  Means  ?  But  hark,  Ungrateful, 
Was  it  not  thus,  to  hide  thy  Face  and  fly  me? 
To  keep  thy  Name  for  ever  from  my  Memory  ? 
Thy  curfed  Blood  and  Kindred  ?  did  I  not  fwear  then. 
If  ever,  (in  this  wretched  Life  thou  haft  left  me. 
Short  and  unfortunate)  1  faw  thee  again. 
Or  came  but  to  the  Knowledge  where  thou  wandredft. 
To  call  my  Vow  back,  and  purfue  with  Vengeance, 
With  all  the  Miferies  a  Mother  fuffers  ? 

Rut,  i  was  born  to  be  hang'd,  there's  no  avoiding  it. 

Gui.  And  dar'ft  thou  with  this  Impudence  appear  here  ? 
Walk  like  the  winding  Sheet  my  Son  was  put  in. 
Stand  with  thofe  Wounds. 

Bua,  I  am  happy  now  again ; 
Happy  the  Hour  I  fell,  to  find  a  Mother, 
So  pious,  good,  and  excellent  in  Sorrows. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Ser.  The  Governor's  come  in. 

Gui,  O,  let  him  enter.  [tunes. 
Rut.  I  have  fool'd  my  felf  a  fair  Thred  of  all  my  For- 
This  ftrikes  me  moft    not  that  I  fear  to  perifh. 
But  that  this  unmannerly  Boidnefs  has  brought  me  to  it. 

(51)  HatchM  2»  the  Life  of  him?^  HatciiM,  among  C«//^r/,  is 
ufed  to  mean  when  the  Hilts  of  a  Sword  are  gilt :  So  fhe  would 
fay  that  Rutilio's  bloody  Sword  was  hatched  or  gilt  in  the  Life  of 
her  Son  Duarte. 

(52)  to  imp  thy  Mifen^ 

Did  I  not  gi've  thee  Means  i.  e.  Did  I  not  furnifli  thee 
with  Money,  to  ajjtji  thy  Flight}  It  is  a  Term  in  Falconry-,  to 
imp  is  faid,  when  a  frefli  Feather  of  a  Ha^-k  is  put  to  an  old  broken 
Stump. 


Enter 
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Enter  Governor,  Clodio,  and  Charino. 

Gov,  Are  thefe  fit  Preparations  for  a  Wedding,  Lady  ? 
I  came  prepared  a  Guelt.    Gui.  O  give  me  Juftice; 
As  ever  you  will  leave  a  virtuous  Name, 
Do  Juftice,  Juftice,  Sir.    Gov.  You  need  not  ask  it, 
I  am  bound  to  it.    Gui.  Juftice  upon  this  Man, 
That  kill'd  my  Son.    Gui,  Do  you  confefs  the  Adlr 

Rut.  Yes,  Sir. 

Clod.  Rutilio? 

Cha.  'Tis  the  fame. 

Clod.  How  fell  he  thus  ? 
Here  will  be  Sorrow  for  the  good  Arnoldo, 

Gov,  Take  heed,  Sir,  what  you  fay. 

Rut,  I  have  weigh'd  it  well, 
I  am  the  Man,  nor  is  it  Life  I  ftart  at; 
Only  I  am  unhappy,  I  am  poor. 
Poor  in  expence  of  Lives,  there  I  am  wretched  ; 
(53)  That  Pve  not  two  Lives  lent  me  for  this  Sacrifice; 
One  for  her  Son,  another  for  her  Sorrows. 
Excellent  Lady,  now  rejoice  again, 
For  though  I  cannot  think,  you're  pleas'd  in  Blood, 
Nor  with  that  greedy  Thirft  purfue  your  Vengeance ; 
The  Tendernefs,  even  in  thofe  Tears,  denies  that ; 
Yet  let  the  World  believe,  you  lov'd  Buarte ; 
The  unmatch'd  Courtefies  you  have  done  my  Miferies, 
Without  this  Forfeit  to  the  Law,  would  charge  me 
To  tender  you  this  Life,  and  proud  'twou'd  pleafe  you. 

Gui.  Shall  I  have  Juftice.^ 

Gov.  Yes. 

Rut.  I'll  ask  it  for  ye, 
I'll  follow  it  my  felf,  againft  my  felf. 
Sir,  'tis  moft  fit  I  die;  difpatch  it  quickly. 
The  monftrous  Burthen  of  that  Grief,  (he  labours  with, 
Will  kill  her  elfe,  then  Blood  on  Bk)od  lies  on  me  ; 
Had  I  a  thoufand  Lives,  Pd  give  'em  all, 

(53)  That  I  ha<ve  not  tn.vo  Li'ves  lent  me  for  his  Sacrifice  {\  For 
nuhoje  Sacrifice  ?  Not  for  Duarte\ ;  that  the  Beginning  ot  the  fuble- 
quent  Verfe  contradidls.    To  make  any  Senfe,  we  muft  read,  this. 

Mr.  Sympfon. 

Before 
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Before  I'd  draw  one  Tear  more  from  that  Virtue. 

Gut.  Be  not  too  crue].  Sir,  and  yet  his  bold  Sword — 
But  his  Life  cannot  reftore  that,  he's  a  Man  too 
Of  a  fair  Promife,  but,  alas!  my  Son's  dead; 
If  I  have  Juilice,  muft  it  kill  him  ?    Gov.  Yes. 

Gui.  If  I  have  not,  it  kills  me;  ftrong  and  goodly  ! 
Why  fliould  he  perilh  too  ? 

Gov.  'T  lies  in  your  Pow'r, 
You  only  may  accufe  him,  or  may  quit  him. 

Clod.  Be  there  no  other  WitnefTes  ?     Gui.  Not  any. 
And,  if  I  fave  him,  will  not  the  World  proclaim, 
I  have  forgot  a  Son,  to  fave  a  Murderer? 
And  yet  he  looks  not  like  one,  he  looks  manly. 

Clod.  Pity,  fo  brave  a  Gentleman  fhould  perifh. 
She  cannot  be  fo  hard,  fo  cruel-hearted. 

Gui.  Will  you  pronounce?  yet  flay  a  little.  Sir. 

Rut,  Rid  your  felf,  Lady,  of  this  Mifery, 
And  let  me  go  ;  I  do  but  breed  more  Tempefls, 
With  which  you  are  already  too  much  fhaken. 

Gui.  Do,  now  pronounce  ;  I  will  not  hear. 

Dua.  You  fnall  not,  [Bifcovering  himfelf. 

Yet  turn  and  fee,  good  Madam. 

Gov.  Do  not  wonder. 
'Tis  he,  reftor'd  again,  thank  the  good  Dodlor ; 
Pray,  do  not  ftand  amaz'd,  it  is  Duarte^ 
He's  well,  is  fafe  again. 

Gui.  O  my  fweet  Son, 

I  will  not  prefs  my  Wonder  now  with  Queftions  • 

Sir,  I  am  forry  for  that  Cruelty 
I  urg'd  again  ft  you. 

Rut.  Madam,  it  was  but  Juftice. 

Dua.  'Tis  true,  the  Do6lor  heal'd  this  Body  again. 
But  this  Man  heal'd  my  Soul,  made  my  Mind  perfedl ; 
The  good  fharp LefTons,  his  Sword  read  to  me,  fav'd  me; 
P'or  which,  if  you  have  e'er  lov'd  me,  dear  Mother, 
Honour  and  love  this  Man. 

Gui.  You  fent  this  Letter  ? 

Rut.  My  Boldnefs  makes  me  blufli  now. 

Gui.  ril  wipe  oft  that ; 
And  with  this  Kifs,  I  take  you  for  my  Husband ; 

Your 
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Your  Wooing's  done,  Sir;  I  believe,  you  love  me, 
And  thaL's  tiie  Wealth  I  look  for  now. 
Rut,  You  have  it. 

I) 4a,  You  have  ended  my  Defire  to  all  my  Wiilies. 

Gov,  Nov/,  'tis  a  Wedding  again.    And    Hippolyt a 
Make  good,  what  with  the  Plazard  of  her  Life 
She  undertook,  the  Evening  will  let  clear. 
After  a  (tor my  Day. 

Enter  Hippolyta,  and  Leopold  leading  Arnoldo,  and 
Zenocia,  with  Zabulon,  and  Sulpitia. 

Char,  Here  comes  the  Lady. 

Clod,  With  fair  Zenocia^  Health  with  Life  again 
Reftor'd  unto  her.    Zen,  The  Gift  of  her  Goodnefs. 

Rut,  Let  us  embrace,  I  am  of  your  Order  too. 
And  though  I  once  defpair'd  of  Women,  now 
I  find,  they  relifh  much  of  Scorpions 
For  both  have  Stings,  and  both  can  hurt,  and  cure  too; 
But  what  have  been  your  Fortunes  ? 

Arn.  We'll  defer 
Our  Story,  and  at  time  more  fit,  relate  it. 
Now  all  that  reverence  Virtue,  and  in  that 
Zenocia's  Conftancy,  and  perfect  Love, 
Or  for  her  fake  Arnoldd*%^  join  with  us 
In  th'  Honour  of  this  Lady.    Cha,  She  deferves  it. 

Hip.  Hippolyta^s  Life  fhall  make  That  good  hereafter, 
N  ""    ill  1  alone  better  my  felf,  but  others: 
(54)  F'"*  chefe,  whofe  Wants,  perhaps,  have  made  their 
N()ta  :  '/,ether  innocent,  fhall  from  me  [Adions 
Be  ib  llipplied,  that  Need  fhall  not  compel  them 
To  any  Courle  of  Life,  but  what  the  Law 
Shall  give  Allowance  to. 

Zab,  and  Sulp  Your  Ladyfhip's  Creatures. 

Rut,  Be  fb,  and  no  more  your  Man-huckfler, 

{54)  For  thefcy  n.vhofe  Wants ^  perhaps,  haqje  made  their  ASlions 

Not  a/together  innocent,']  Hippolyta  had  Obligations  to  the 
Agency  both  of  Zabulon  and  Sulpitia ;  and  fhe  Ihews  a  Sort  of  Ro- 
mantlck  Generofity  in  requiting  their  Services ;  but,  indeed,  in  poeti- 
cal Juflice,  they  Both  ought  to  have  been  punilh'd :  Zabulon  was  a 
fcouiidrel  Piinp  to  a  Bavvdy-houfe;  and  Sulpitia  was  not  only  a  noto- 
rious Bawd,  but  a  Dealer  in  Magick  and  a  Poifoner. 

Eif. 
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Hip,  And,  worthy  Leopold^  you  that  with  fuch  Fervour 
So  long  have  fought  me,  and  in  that  deferv'd  me. 
Shall  now  find  full  Reward  for  all  your  Travels, 
Which  you  have  made  more  dear  by  patient  Sufferance. 
And  though  my  violent  Dotage  did  tranfport  me. 
Beyond  thofe  Bounds,  my  Modefty  fhould  have  kept  in, 
(55)  Though  my  Defircs  were  loofe,  from  unchalte  A61 
Heav'n  knows,  I  am  free. 

Leop,  The  Thought  of  that's  dead  to  me ; 
I  gladly  take  your  Offer. 

Rut,  Do  fo.  Sir; 
A  Piece  of  crack'd  Gold  ever  will  weigh  down.  ' 
Silver  that's  whole. 

Gov,  You  fhall  be  all  my  Guefts, 
Imuft  not  be  deny'd. 

Am,  Come,  my  Zenocia^ 
Our  Bark  at  length  has  found  a  quiet  Harbour ; 
And  the  unfpotted  Progrefs  of  our  Loves 
Ends  not  alone  in  Safety,  but  Reward, 
To  inftrudl  others  by  our  fair  Example ; 
That,  though  good  Purpofes  are  long  withilood, 
The  Hand  of  Heav'n  ftill  guides  fuch  as  are  good, 

[^Exeunt  omnes. 

(55)  '  ■      I  fro?n  unchafte  Art, 

Hea'v'n  knonxjs,  I  am  free."]  How  was  flie  free  from  unchafte 
Art  ?  When  fhe  had  ufed  all  the  Arts,  Ihe  was  Millrefs  of,  to  corrupt 
Amoldo  ?    I  doubt  not,  h\xX.A6l  was  the  Original  Word. 

Mr.  Seaward. 

Both  Mr.  Sympfon  and  my  felf  concurrM  in  ftarting  this  Emendation. 


EPILOGUE, 


T'he  Epilogue 


1X7//^  there  JhouUhe  an  Epilogue  to  a  Play, 
I  kno'-d)  no  Caiife:  The  old  and  ufual  Way, 
For  "ivhich  they  were  made,  was  /*  entreat  the  Grace 
Of  fuch  as  were  Spe5iators :  In  this  Place, 
And  Time ^  Uis  to  no  Purpofe  ;  for  I  knowy 
What  you  refolve  already  to  befiow^ 
Will  not  be  altered,  whatfoe^er  I  fay^ 
In  the  behalf  of  us,  and  of  the  Play ; 
Only  to  quit  our  Doubts,  if  you  think  fit, 
Tou  may,  or  cry  it  up,  or  Jilence  it. 

Another  Epilogue. 

T  ^ake  much  in  the  Prologue  for  the  Play^ 

^  To  its  Defert,  I  hope  ;  yet  you  might  fay. 

Should  I  change  now  from  that,  which  then  was  meant. 

Or  in  a  Syllable  grow  lefs  confident, 

I  were  weak-hearted :  I  am  ftill  the  fame 

In  my  Opinion,  and  forbear  to  frame 

Salification,  or  Excufe :  If  you 

Concur  with  me,  and  hold  my  Judgment  true. 

Shew  it  with  any  Sign  ;  and  from  this  Place, 

Or  fend  me  off  exploded,  or  with  Grace, 
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BU  T  that  it  would  take  from  our  Modefty^ 
^0  praife  the  Writer^  or  the  Comedy^ 
^illyour  fair  Suffrage  crown  it ;  IJhouId  fay^ 
Tou^re  all  mofi  welcome  to  no  vulgar  Play  ; 
Jnd^  fo  fary  we  are  confident :  If  he^ 
^hat  made  it^  ftill  lives  in  your  Memory  \ 
Tou  will  expe^  what  we  prefent  to  Night, 
Should  be  judged  worthy  of  your  Ears  and  Sight. 
Tou  fhall  hear  Fletcher  in  it  ;  his  true  Strain^ 
And  neat  Exprefftons,   Living,  he  did  gain 
Tour  good  Opinions ;  but^  now  dead,  commends 
7'his  Orphan  to  the  Care  of  noble  Friends : 
And  may  it  raife  in  you  Content  and  Mirthj 
And  be  received  for  a  legitimate  Birth  ! 

Tour  Grace  ere^s  new  Trophies  to  his  Fame, 
And  fhall  to  After-times  preferve  his  Name. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

MEN. 

Lewis,  a  Lord, 
Miramont,  a  Gentleman, 
Brifac,  a  Juftice^  Brother  to  Miramont. 
Charles,  a  Scholar^ 
Euftace,  a  Courtier 
Egremont, 


ar.  1  „        ^  _ 

y  Sons  to  Brifac. 
ter,  5 


Egremont,^  _  ^ 

Cowfy      C       Courtiers^  Dependants  on  Euftace. 


Andrew,  Servant  to  Charles 
Cook,  ,  ^ 

Butler   *  •^^^"^^'^^^^^  P^'-f^c. 

Priefl:. 
Notary. 
Servants 
Officers = 


WOMEN. 


Angellina,  Daughter  to  L^ms, 
Sylvia,  her  Woman, 
Lilly,  Wife  to  Andrew. 
Ladies. 


LECTORI. 

Woul^ft  thou  all  Wit,,  all  Cotnick  Art  furvey  ? 
Read  her(  ani  -wonder  j  Fletcher  "writ  the  Flay, 
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A  C  T    I.    SCENE  L 

Enter  Lqwis^  Angellina,  and  Sylvia: 
Lewis* 

AY,  I  muft  walk  you  farther. 

Jng.  I  am  tir'd ,  Sir,  ,  . 

And  I  . e'er  fhall  foot  it  home. 

Lew  'Tis  for  your  Health  ;  [ties^ 
The  Want  of  Exercife  takes  from  your  Beau- 
And  Sloth  dries  up  your  Sweetnefs :  That  you  are 
My  only  Daughter-^  and  my  Heir,  is  granted; 
And  you  in  Thankful nefs  muft  needs  acknowledge 
You  ever  find  mean  indulgent  Father, 
And  open-handed,    ying.  Nor  can.  you  tax  me,  Sir^, 
I  hope,  for  Want  of  Duty  to  deferve 
Thefe  Favours  from  you.    Lew,  No,  my  Angellina^ 
1  love  and  cherifh  thy  Obedience  to  me. 
Which  my  Care,  to  advance  thee,  fhall  confirm  > 
All,  that  1  aim  at,  is  to  win  thee  from 
The  Practice  of  an  idle  foolilh  State 
Us'd  by  great  Women,  who  think  any  Labour 
(Though  in  the  Service  of  themfelves)  a  Blemifh 
To  their  fair  Fortunes,    Ang.  Make  me  underftand,  Sir, 
What  'tis  you  point  at.    Lew,  At  the  Cuftom,  how 

H  3  Virgins 
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Virgins  of  wealthy  Families  wafte  their  Youth  ; 
After  a  long  Sleep,  when  you  wake,  your  Woman 
Prefents  your  Breakfaft,  then  you  fleep  again, 
Then  rife,  and  being  trimm'd  up  by  others'  Hands, 
You're  led  to  Dinner,  and  that  ended,  either 
(i)  To  Cards  or  to  your  Couch  (as  if  you  were 
Born  without  Motion)  after  this  to  Supper, 
And  then  to  Bed  :  And  fo  your  Life  runs  round 
Without  Variety,  or  Adion,  Daughter. 

<S)/.  Here's  a  learn'd  Le(5iurel 

Lew.  From  this  Idlenefs, 
Difeafes,  both  in  Body,  and  in  Mind, 
Grow  ftrong  upon  you  ;  where  a  ftirring  Nature, 
With  wholefome  Exercife,  guards  Both  from  Danger  5 
I'd  have  thee  rife  wi'th'  Sun,  walk,  dance,  or  hunt, 
Vifit  the  Groves  and  Springs,  and  learn  the  Virtues 
Of  Plants  and  Simples :  Do  this  moderately. 
And  thou  fhalt  not,  with  eating  Chalk,  or  Coals, 
Leather  and  Oatmeal,  and  fuch  other  Trafh, 
Fall  into  the  Green-ficknefs.    Syl.  With  your  Pardon, 
(Were  you  but  pleas'd  to  minifter  it)  I  cou'd 
Prefcribe  a  Remedy  for  my  Lady's  Health, 
And  her  Delight  too,  far  tranfcending  thofe 
Your  Lord  (hip  but  now  mention'd. 

Lew,  What  is  it,  Sylvia  ? 

Syl.  What  is't  ?  a  noble  Husband  :  In  that  Word, 
A  noble  Husband,  all  Content  of  Woman 
Is  wholly  comprehended  j  he  will  roufe  her. 
As  you  fay,  with  the  Sun  j  and  fo  pipe  to  her. 
As  fhe  will  dance,  ne'er  doubt  it;  and  hunt  with  her. 
Upon  Occafion,  until  both  be  weary  ; 
And  then  the  Knowledge  of  your  Plants  and  Simples, 
As  I  take  it,  were  fuperfluous  :  A  loving,  and 
But  add  to  it,  a  gamefome  Bedfellow, 

(i)  To  Cards,  or  io  your  Couch;]  The  ^arto  in  1655  has  it 
Coach,  which  is  moft  certainly  a  miftaken  Reading ;  for  a  Coach  is 
very  good  Motion  and  Exercife  for  the  Ladies :  And  Leuois  is  re- 
proaching their  Cuftom  of  ufing  none  at  all.  The  firlt  ^arto  in 
1640  (and  the  eldeft  Editions,  I  obferve,  are  generally  to  be  the  moil 
depended  on)  gives  it  us  rightly.  Couch. 


Being 
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Being  the  fure  Phyfician,    Lew,  Well  faid,  Wench. 

Ang,  And  who  gave  you  CommilTiGn  to  deliver 
yourVerdi6t,  Minion?    Sjl.  1  deferve  a  Fee, 
And  not  a  Frown,  dear  Madam :  I  but  fpcak 
Her  Thoughts,  my  Lord,  and  what  her  Modefty 
Refufes  to  ^^ive  Voice  to.    Shew  no  Mercy 
To  a  Maicl-.ni^ead  of  fourteen,  but  ofF  with*t: 
Let  her  lofe  no  Time,  Sir ;  Fathers,  that  deny 
Their  Daughters  lawful  Pleafures,  when  ripe  for  them, 
Jn  fome  kind  edge  their  Appetites  to  tafte  of 
The  Fruit  that  is  forbidden.    Lew,  *Tis  well  urg'd. 
And  I  approve  it :  No  more  blufhing.  Girl, 
Tiiy  Woman  hath  fpoke  Truth,  and  fo  prevented 
What  I  meant  to  move  to  thee.    There  dwells  near  us 
A  Gentleman  of  Blood,  Monfieur  Brifac^ 
Of  a  fair  State,  fix  thoufand  Crowns  per  Amumy 
The  happy  Father  of  two  hopeful  Sons, 
Of  difFererr  Breeding ;  the  Elder,  a  meer  Scholar  j 
The  younger,     quaint  Courtier. 

Ang  Sir,  I  know  them 
By  pubiick  Fame,  though  yet  I  never  faw  them  5 
And  that  oppos'd  Antipathy,  between 
Their  various  Di  pofnions,  rciders  them 
The  general  Difcourle  and  Argument ; 
One  Part  inclining  to  the  Scholar  Charles^ 
The  other  fide  preferring  Euftace^  as 
A  Man  complcat  in  Gourtfhip.    Lew.  And  which  Way 
(If  of  thefe  two  you  were  to  chufe  a  Husband) 
Doth  your  Afiedion  fway  you?    Ang,  To  be  plain.  Sir, 
(Since  you  will  teach  me  Boldnefs)  as  they  are 
Simply  themfelves,  to  neither :  Let  a  Courtier 
Be  never  fo  exad,  let  him  be  blefs'd  with  ; 
All  Parts  tha:  yield  him  to  a  Virgin  gracious; 
If  he  depend  ou  i  (hers,  and  (land  not 
On  his  own  Bottci)  ,  though  he  have  the  Means 
To  bring  his  Mit^^refs  to  a  Mafque,  or  by 
Conveyance  from  fome  Great  one's  Lips,  to  tafte 
Such  Favour  from  the  King's :  Or  grant,  he  purchafe. 
Precedency  in  the  Country,  to  be  fworn 
A  Servant  Extraordinary  to  the  Queen ; 

H  4  Nay, 


1 04  The  Elder  Brother, 

Nay,  though  he  live  in  Expedtation  of 
Some  huge  Preferment  in  Revcrfion ;  if 
He  want  a  prefent  Fortune,  at  the  bed 
Thofe  are  but  glorious  Dreams,  and  only  yield  him 
-  A  Happinefs  in  pojfe^  not  m  ejfe  \ 
Nor  can  they  fetch  him  Silks  from  th'  Mercer  \  nor 
Difcharge  a  Jailor's  Bill,  nor  in  full  Plenty, 
Which  ftill  preferves  a  quiet  Bed  at  home, ' 
Maintain  a  Family.    Lew,  Aptly  confider'd. 
And  to  my  Willi  :  But  what's  thy  Cenfureof  * 
The  Scholar?    Jng.  Troth,  if  he  be  nothing  elfe, 
As  of  the  Courtier  j  all  his  Songs,  and  Sonnets, 
His  Anagra»is,  Acroftichs,  Epigrams, 
His  deep  and  philofophical  Difcourfe 
Of  Nature's  hidden  Secrets,  make  not  up 
A  perfeft  Husband ;  he  can  hardly  borrow 
The  Stars  of  the  cceleftial  Crown  to  make  me 
A  Tire  for  my  Head  j  nor  Charles's  Wane  for  a  Coach, 
Nor  Ganymede  for  a  Page,  nor  a  rich  Gown 
From  Juno\  Wardrobe ;  nor  wou'd  I  lye-in. 
For  I  defpair  not  once  to  be  a  Mother, 
Under  Heav*ns  fpangled  Canopy,  or  banquet 
My  Guefts  and  Goflips  with  imagin'd  Nedlar ; 
Pure  Orleans  would '  do  better  \  no,  no.  Father, 
Though  I  cou'd  be  well  pleas'd  to  have  my  Husband 
A  Courtier,  and  a  Scholar,  young,  and  valiant, 
Thefe  are  but  gawdy  Nothings,  if  there  be  not 
Something 'to  make  a  Subftance.   Lew,  And  what's  that  ? 

Ang^  A  full  Eftate;  and,  thatfaid,  I've faid  all; 
And  get  me  fuch  a  one  with  thefe  Additions, 
Farewel,  Virginity!  and  welcome.  Wedlock ! 

Lew.  But  where  is  fuch  one  to  be  met  with,  Daughter  ? 
(2)  A  black  Swan  is  more  common,  you  may  wear 
Grey  TrefTes  e'er  we  find  him.    Ang,  I  am  not 
So  pun6tual  in  all  Ceremonies,  I  will  bate 
Two  or  three  of  thefe  good  Parts,  before  I'll  dwell 
Too  long  upon  the  Choice. 

(2)  A  black  S<ivaM  is  more  common, '\    The  Poets  feem  here  to  have 
had  an  Eye  to  this  Latin  Hexameter. 

Rara  avis  in  Tcrris,  nii^ro^ue  limillima  Cjgns, 
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Only,  my  Lord,  remember. 
That  he  be  rich  and  adive  ;  for,  without  thefe, 
The  others  yield  rio  ReliHi,  but  thefe  perfea. 
You  muft  bear  with  fmall  Faults,  Madam. 

Lew.  Merry  Wencli , 
And  it  becomes  you  ^jvell ;  I'll  to  Brifac^  ^ 
And  try  what  may  be  done ;  i'lh*  mean  time,  home. 
And  feaft  thy  Thoughts  with  th'  Pleafures  of  a  Bride. 

Thoughts  are  but  airy  Food,  Sir^  let  her  tafte  them,' 

s  c  E  N  E  n. 

Andrew,  Cook^  and  Butler, 

And,  Unload  part  of  the  Library,  and  make  room 
For  th' other  dozen  of  Carts;  I'll  ftraight  be  with  you. 

Cook,  Why,  hath  he  more  Books? 

And.  More  than  ten  Marts  fend  over. 

But.  And  can  he  tell  their  Names  ? 

And,  Their  Names !  he  has  'em 
As  perfedl  as  his  Pater  Nofter^  but  that's  nothing ; 
H'as  read  them  over  Leaf  by  Leaf  three  thoufand  times  \ 
Biit  here'^s  the  Wonder,  though  their  Weight  wou'd  fink 
A  Spanijh  Carrack,  without  other  Ballaft ; 
He  carrieth  them  all  in  his  Head,  and,  yet 
He  walks  upright.    But.  S.urely,  he  has  a  ftrong  Brain.' 

Andi  If  all  thy  Pipes  of  Wine  were  filPd  with  Books, 
Made  of  the  Barks?  of  Trees,  or  Myft'ries  writ  in 
Old  Moth-eaten  Vellom,.he  wou'd  fip  thy  Cellar 
Quite  dry,  and  ftill  be  thirfly :  Then  for's  Diet, 
He  eats  and  digefts  more  Volumes  at  a  Meal, 
Than  there  would  be  Larks,  ^though  the  Sky  lliould  fall) 
Devour'd  in  a  Month  in  Paris  -,  yet  fear  inot,  [mach 
Sons  o'  th'  Buttery,  and  Kitchin,  though  his  learn'd  Sto- 
Cannot  be  appeased,  he'll  feldom  trouble  you. 
His  knowing  Stomach  contemns  your  Black-jacks,  Butler, 
And  your  Flagons  ;  and.  Cook,  thy  BoiPd,  thy  Roaft,  thy 

Cook.  How  liveth  he  ?  [Bak'd. 

And.  Not  as  other  Men  do. 
Few  Princes  fare  like  him  ;  he  breaks  his  Faft 
With  Ariftotle.,  dines  with  ^ully^  takes 

His 


1  o  6  The  Elder  By  other. 


His  Watering  with  i!cizMufes^  fups  with  Livy^ 
Then  walks  a  Turn  or  two  in  Via  La^ied^ 
And,  after  fix  Hours'  Conference  with  the  Stars, 
Sleeps  wiih  old  Erra  Pater,    But,  This  is  admirable. 

And,  ril  tell  you  more  hereafter.  Here's  my  old  Mafter, 
And  another  old  ignorant  Elder ;  I'll  upon  'em. 

Enter  Brifac,  and  Lewis. 

Bri.  Whdity  Andrew P  welcome  ;  whereas  my  Charles? 
fpeak,  Andrew  \ 
Where  did  ft  thou  leave  thy  Mafter  ?  And.  Contemplating 
The  Number  of  the  Sands  in  the  High- way  ; 
And,  from-  that,  purpofes  to  make  a  Judgment 
Of  the  Remainder  in  the  Sea :  He  is,  Sir, 
In  ferious  Study,  and  will  lofe  no  Minute, 
Nor  out  of 's  Pace  to  Knowledge.    Lew.  This  is  ft  range. 

And,  Yet  he  hath  fent  his  Duty,  Sir,  before  him 
In  this  fair  Manufcript.    Bri.  What  have  we  here? 
Pot-hooks  and  Andirons !    And,  I  much  pity  you. 
It  is  the  Syrian  Character,  or  xSx^  Arahick, 
Wou'd  you  have  it  faid,  fo  great  and  deep  a  Scholar, 
As  Mafter  Charles  is,  ftiould  ask  Blefllng 
In  any  Chriftian  Language.^    Were  it  Greeky 
I  could  interpret  for  you ;  but,  indeed, 
(3)  I'n^  gone  no  farther.    Bri,  And  in  Greek  you  can 
Lie  with  yourfmug  Wik  Lilly,    And.  If  I  keep  her 
From  your  Frencb  Dialed,  (as  I  hope  I  fliall.  Sir),) 
However  fhe  is  your  Landrefs,  fhe  lhall  put  you 
To  the  Charge  of  no  more  Soap  than  ufual 
For  th'  waftiing  of  your  Sheets.    Bri.  Take  in  the  Knave, 
And  let  him  eat.    And,  And  drink  too,  Sir. 

Bri.  And  drink  too, 

(3)  Bri.  •   And  in  Greek  you  can 

Lie  <with  your  /mug  ^i/e  Lilly .']  Bri/ac  is  here  fiTzngcly 
out  of  Charadler.  He  is  reprefented  as  an  old  ftupid  Juftice  of  the 
Peace,  one  of  no  polite  Literature,  and  read  only  in  the  Old  Statutes, 
and  in  them  no  better  learned  than  his  Clerk:  Yet  here,  'lis  manifeil, 
he  is  making  an  Allufion  to  a  Paffage  in  Ju  ven  al's  Satires. 
Hoc  cunSia  effundunt  animi  Seer  eta,  ^id  ultra  ? 
Concumbunt  Grace. 


And 
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And  fee  your  Mailer's  Chamber  ready  for  him. 

But.  Come,  Dodtor  Andrew^  without  Difputation 
Thou  (halt  commence  i'the  Cellar.     And,  I  had  rather 
Comm.ence  on  a  cold  bak'd  Meat. 

Cook.  Thou  fhalt  ha't,  Boy.  {Exeunt. 

Bri,  Good  Monfieur  Lewis^  I  efteem  my  felf 
Much  honoured  in  your  clear  Intent  to  join 
Our  antient  Families,  and  make  them  one  ; 
And  'twill  take  from  my  Age  and  Cares,  to  live 
And  fee  what  you  have  purpos'd  put  in  Ad, 
Of  which  your  Vifit  at  this  prefent  is 
A  hopeful  Omen  j  I  each  Minute  expetfling 
Th'  Arrival  of  my  Sons    I  have  not  wronged 
Their  Birth  for  Want  of  Means  and  Education, 
To  fhape  them  to  that  Courfe  each  was  addidled  ; 
And  therefore  that  we  may  proceed  difcreetly. 
Since  what's  concluded  rafhly  feldom  profpers. 
You  firft  fhall  take  a  ftri6l  Perufalof  them. 
And  then,  from  your  Allowance,  your  fair  Daughter 
May  fafhion  her  AfFedion.    Lew,  Monfieuf  Brifac^ 
You  offer  fair  and  nobly,  and  I'll  meet  you 
In  the  fame  Line  of  Honour  ;  and,  I  hope. 
Being  bleft  but  with  one  Daughter,  I  fliall  not 
Appear  impertinently  curious. 
Though,  with  my  utmoft  Vigilance  and  Study, 
I  labour  to  beftow  her  to  her  Worth : 
Let  others  fpeak  her  Form,  and  future  Fortune 
From  me  defcending  to  her  ;  I  in  that 
Sit  down  with  Silence.  Bri,  You  may,  my  Lord,  fecurely  j 
Since  Fame  aloud  proclaimeth  her  Perfedlions, 
Commanding  all  Mens  Tongues  to  fing  her  Praifes^ 
Should  I  fay  more,  you  well  might  cenfure  me 
(What  yet  I  never  was)  a  Flatterer. 
What  trampling's  that  without  of  Horfes  ? 

Enter  Butler. 

But.  Sir,  my  young  Matters  are  newly  alighted. 
Bri,  Sir,  now  obfcrve  their  feveral  Difpofitions. 


Enter 
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Eiiter  CharJes. 

Char.  Bid  my  Subfizer  carry  my  Hackney  to 
TheButt'ry,  and  give  him  his  Bever ;  it  is  a  civil 
And  fober  Beaft,  and  will  drink  moderately  ; 
And,  that  done,  turn  him  into  the  Quadrangle. 

Bri.  He  cannot  out  of  his  Univerfity  Tone. 

Enter  Euftace,  Egremont,  and  Cowfy. 

Eufl.  Lackey,  take  Care  our  Courfers  be  well  rub'd. 
And  cloath'd,  they  have  outilrip'd  the  Wind  in  Speed. 

Lew,  Ay,  marry.  Sir,  there's  Metal  in  this  young  Fellow  I 
What  a  Sheep's  Look  his  elder  Brother  has ! 

Char,  Your  Blefiing,  Sir  ?  Bri.  Rile,  Charles^  thou  haft  it. 

Evfi.  Sir,  though  it  be  unufual  in  the  Court, 
(Since  'tis  the  Country's  Garb)  I  bend  my  Knee, 
And  do  expe£l  what  follows.    Bri,  Courtly  beg'd. 
My  BleiTingj' — -take  it. 

Euft,  {to  Lew,)  Your  Lordlhip's  vow'd  Adorer. 
What  a  Thing  this  Brother  is !  Yet  Til  vouchfafe  him 

The  new  Italian  Shrug  How  .clowniihly 

The  Book- worm  does  return  it. 

Char,  I'm  glad,  ye  are  well.  [Reads. 

Eufi.  Pray  you,  be  happy  in  the  Knowledge  of 
This  Pair  of  moft  accompliflied  Monfieurs, 
They  are  Gallants  that  have  feen  both  Tropicks. 

Bri,  I  embrace  their  Love. 

Egre,  Which  we'll  repay  with  Service. 

Cow.  And  will  report  your  Bounty  in  the  Court. 

Bri,  I  pray  you,  make  deferving  Ufe  on't  firft. 
'Euftace^  give  Entertainment  to  your  Friends ; 
What's  in  my  Houfe  is  theirs. 

Euft,  Which  we'll  make  Ufe  of; 
Let's  warm  our  Brains  with  half  a  dozen  Healths, 
And  then,  hang  cold  Difcourfe  j  for  we'll  fpeak  Fire- works. 

[Exeunt. 

Lew,  What,  at  his  Book  already  ? 

Bri,  Fie,  fie,  Charles^ 
No  Hour  of  Interruption }    Char,  Plato  differs 
From  Socrates  in  this.    Bri,  Come,  lay  them  by ; 

Let 
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(4)  Let  them  agree  at  Leifure.  Char.  Man's  Life,  Sir,  being 
So  (horr,  and  then  the  Way  that  leads  unto 

The  Knowledge  of  our  felves,  fo  long  and  tedious. 

Each  Minute  fhould  be  precious.    Bri,  In  our  Care 

To  manage  worldly  Bufinefs,  you  muft  part  with 

This  Bookjfh  Contemplation,  and  prepare 

Your  felf  for  Adion  •,  to  thrive  in  this  Age, 

Is  held  the  Palm  of  Learning.    You  muft  ftudy 

To  know  what  Part  of  my  Land's  good  for  th'  Plough, 

And  what  for  Pafture ;  how  to  buy  and  fell 

(5)  To  the  befl:  Vantage ;  how  to  cure  my  Oxen, 
When  they're  o'er-done  with  Labour. 

Char,  I  may  do  this 
From  what  I've  read,  Sir  ;  for  what  concerns  Tillage, 
Who  better  can  deliver  it  than  Virgil 
In  his  Georgicks?  and  to  cure  your  Herds, 
His  Bucolicks  is  a  Mafter-piece;  but  when 
He  does  delcribe  the  Common-wealth  of  Bees, 
Their  Induftry  and  Knowledge  of  the  Herbs, 
From  which  they  gather  Honey,  with  their  Care 
To  place  it  with  Decorum  in  the  Hive, 
Their  Government  among  themfelves,  their  Order 
In  going  forth  and  coming  loaden  home, 
Their  Obedience  to  their  King,  and  his  Rewards 

(6)  To  fuch  as  labour,  with  his  Punifhments 

(4)  Man^s  Life,  Sir,  heing 

So  fliort,  Charles  is  here  immediately  Ihewing  his  Learn- 

ing ;  for  if  I  am  not  very  much  miftaken,  the  Poets  have  given  him 
this  Sentiment  from  the  kv^i  Jphorifm  of  Hi  ppocrates.    'O  ^Io^ 

(5)  -houc  to  cure  my  Oxen, 

When  they're  o'er-grown  ^ith  Labour. To  be  o" er-gromon 
with  Labour  fhould  feem  to  fignify  the  Oxen  which  arc  paft  their 
Labour,  being  worn  out  with  Age  and  Toil ;  when  Phyfick  can  have 
little  EfFeft  on  them.  The  Idea,  required  here,  is  that  of  Oxen  flung 
into  Surfeits  and  Diftempers  by  Over-fatigue.  I  take  the  Authors' 
Word  therefore  to  have  been  o'er-done  vvich  Labour,  which  conveys 
this  Idea.  Mr.  Seward. 

Mr.  Sympfon  likcwife  ftarted  the  fame  Emendation, 

(6)  with  his  Punijhments 

Only  injured  on  the  Jlothful  Drone. 

Ignavum  Fucos  pecus  « preefepibus  arcent:  fays  Virgil. 

Only 
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Only  inflifted  on  the  flothful  Drone, 

I'm  ravifh'd  with  it,  and  there  reap  my  Harveft; 

And  there  receive  the  Gain  my  Cattle  bring  me, 

And  there  find  Wax  and  Honey.    Bri.  And  grow  rich 

In  your  Imagination  5  Heyday,  heyday, 

Georgich^  and  Bucolicks^  and  Bees !  Art  mad  ? 

Char.  No,  Sir,  the  Knowledge  of  thefc  guard  me  from  it. 

Bri.  But  can  you  find  among  your  Bundle  of  Books, 
(And  put  in  all  your  Didionaries  that  fpeak  all  Tongues) 
What  Pieafures  they  enjoy,  that  do  embrace 
A  v/ell-fliap'd  wealthy  Bride?    Anfwer  me  that. 

Char.  'Tis  frequent.  Sir,  in  Story  ;  there  I  read  of 
All  kind  of  virtuous  and  vicious  Women, 
The  antient  Spartan  Dames,  and  Roman  Ladies, 
Their  Beauties,  and  Deformities  •,  and  when 
I  light  upon  a  Portia  or  Cornelia^  [nels,  ' 

Crown'd  with  ftill-flourifhing  Leaves  of  Truth  and  Good- 
With  fuch  a  Feeling  I  perufe  their  Fortunes, 
As  if  I  then  had  liv'd,  and  freely  tafted 
Their  ravifhing  Sweetnefs^  at  the  prefent,  loving 
The  whole  Sex  for  their  Goodnefs  and  Example. 
But,  on  the  contrary,  when  I  look  on 
A  Clytemnejlra  or  a  Tullia^ 

The  firft  bath'd  in  her  Husband's  Blood ;  the  latter. 
Without  a  Touch  of  Piety,  driving  on 
Her  Chariot  o'er  her  Father's  breathlefs  Trunk ; 
Horror  invades  my  Faculties ;  and  comparing 
The  Multitudes  o'  th*  Guilty,  with  the  few 
That  did  die  Innocents,  I  deteft,  and  loath  'em. 
As  Ignorance  or  Atheifm.    Bri.  You  refolve  then 
Ne'er  to  make  Payment  of  the  Debt  you  owe  me. 

Char.  What  Debt,  good  Sir  ? 

Bri.  A  Debt  I  paid  my  Father 
When  I  begat  thee,  and  made  him  a  Grandfire ; 
Which  I  exped  from  you.    Char.  The  Children,  Sir, 
Which  I  will  leave  to  all  Pofterity, 
Begot  and  brought  up  by  my  painful  Studies, 
Shall  be  my  living  Iflfue.    Bri.    Very  well. 
And  I  fliall  have  a  general  Colledlion 
Of  all  thcQuiddits  from  Adam  to  this  Time 

To 
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To  be  my  Grandchild.  Char.  And  fuch  a  one,  I  hope.  Sir, 

As  (hall  not  fliame  the  Family.    Bri.  Nor  will  you 

Take  Care  of  my  Eftate.    Char,  But  in  my  Wilhes ; 

For  know.  Sir,  that  the  Wings  on  which  my  Soul 

Is  mounted,  have  long  fince  borne  her  too  high 

To  (loop  to  any  Prey,  that  foars  not-upwards. 

Sordid  and  dunghil  Minds,  compos*d  of  Earth, 

In  that  grofs  Element  fix  all  their  Happinefs ; 

But  purer  Spirits,  purg'd  and  refin'd,  fhake  off 

That  Clog  of  human  Frailty  ;  give  me  Leave 

T'enjoy  my  felf ;  that  Place,  that  does  contain 

My  Books,  the  beft  Companions,  is  to  me 

A  glorious  Court,  where  hourly  I  converfc 

With  the  old  Sages  and  Philosophers  j 

And  fometimes,  for  Variety,  I  confer 

With  Kings  and  Emperors,  and  weigh  their  Counfels  ; 

Calling  their  Vidories,  if  unjuftly  got, 

Unto  a  ftrid  Accompt,  and,  in  my  Fancy, 

Deface  their  ill-plac'd  Statues.    Can  I  then 

Part  with  fuch  conftant  Pleafures,  to  imbrace 

Uncertain  Vanities?  No,  be  it  your  Care 

T' augment  your  Heap  of  Wealth  ;  it  fhall  be  mine, 

T'  encreafe  in  Knowledge—Lights  there  for  my  Study ! 

Bri,  Was  ever  Man,  that  had  Reafon,  thus  tranfported  ; 
From  all  Senfe  and  Feeling  of  his  proper  Good  ? 
It  vexes  me,  and  if  I  found  not  Comfort 
In  my  young  EuftacCy  I  might  well  conclude 
My  Name  were  at  a  Period  !    Lew,  He*s,  indeed,  Sir, 
The  furer  Bafe  to  build  on. 

Enter  Euftace,  Egremont,  Cowfey,  and  Andrew. 
Bri,  Euftace^  — 
Euft,  Sir. — 

(7)  Bri,  Your  Ear  in  private.  And,  I  fufpefl:,  my  Matter 

(7)  You  are  in  pri'vate.'}  This  is  not  true,  for  there  are  feveral 
Perfons  prefent.  A  Whifper  immediately  follows  j  which  fully  ftiews 
the  true  Reading.  ^ 

Your  Ear  in  private,  Mr.  Sewoard. 

The  ^arto's  in  1640,  165 1,  1661,  and  the  FoUo  in  1679  all 
concur  to  confirm  Mr.  Seivard's  Conjecture. 

Has 
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Ha?  found  harfh  Welcome,  he's  gone  fupperlefs 

Into  his  ScaJv  .  cou'd  I  find  out  the  Caiifc, 

It  may  be  borrowing  of  his  Books,  or  fo  ; 

I  fhall  be  fatisfyM.-   Euft.  My  Duty  lhall,  Sir, 

Take  any  Form  you  pleafe,  and  in  your  Motion 

To  have  me  married,  you  cut  off  all  Dangers 

The  violent  Heats  of  Youth  might  bear  me  to. 

Lew.  Il  is  well  anfwer'd.  Eu^.  Nor  (hall  you,  my  Lord, 
Nor  your  fair  Daughter,  ever  find  juft  Caufe 
To  mourn  your  Choice  of  me:  the  Name  of  Husband, 
Nor  the  Authority  it  carries  in  it, 
Shall  ever  teach  me  to  forget  to  be, 
As  I  am  now,  her  Servant,  and  your  Lordfhip's  \ 
And  but  that  Modefty  forbids,  that  I 
Should  found  the  Trumpet  of  my  own  Dcferts, 
I  cou'd  fay,  my  choice  Manners  have  been  fuch, 
As  render  me  lov'd  and  remarkable 
To  th'  Princes  of  the  Blood. 

Cow,  Nay,  to  the  King. 

Egre.  Nay,  to  the  King  and  Council. 

And.  Thefe  are  Court- Admirers, 
And  ever  echo  him  that  bears  the  Bag  : 
Though  I  be  djll-ey'd,  I  fee  through  this  Juggling. 

Eufi,  Then  for  my  Hopes, — 
<   Cow  Nay,  Certainties.    Euft.  They  ftand 
As  fair  as  any  Man's.  What  can  there  fall 
In  Compafs  of  her  Wifhes,  which  (he  fh all  not 
Be  fuddenly  poflefs'd  of  .'^  Loves  fhe  Titles  > 
By  th'  Grace  and  Favour  of  my  princely  Friends, 
I  am  what  fhe  would  have  me.   Br  't.  He  fpeaks  well. 
And  I  believe  him.    Lew.  I  cou'd  wifh,  I  did  fo. 
Pray  you,  a  Word,  Sir;  He's  a  proper  Gentleman, 
And  promifes  nothing  but  what  is  poffible. 
So  far  I  will  go  with  you :  Nay,  I  add. 
Fie  hath  won  much  Upon  me,  and  were  he 
But  one  Thing  that  his  Brother  is,  the  Bargain 
Were  foon  ftruck  up.  Bri.  What's  that,  my  Lord  ? 

Lew.  The  Heir. 

And.  Which  he  is  not,  and,  I  truft,  never  fhall  be. 
Bri.  Come,  that  lhall  breed  no  Difference ;  you  fee, 

Charles 
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Charles  has  giv'n  o'er  the  World  ;  IMI  undertake, 
And  with  much  Eafe,  to  buy  his  Birthright  of  him 
For  a  dry-fat  of  new  Books ;  nor  fhall  my  State 
Alone  make  Way  for  him,  but  my  Elder  Brother's  ; 
Who,  being  Iflfuelefs,  t*  advance  our  Name, 
I  doubt  not,  will  add  his.    Your  Relblution  ?  [ings; 

Lew.  rii  firft  acquaint  my  Daughter  with  the  Proceed- 
On  thefe  Teri^is  I  am  yours,  as  fhe  fhall  be ; 
Make  you  no  Scruple,  get  the  Writings  ready. 
She  fliall  be  tractable ;  to  morrow  we  will  hold 
A  fecond  Conference.    Farewel,  noble  Eujlace^ 
And  you  brave  Gallants.    Euft.  Full  Increafe  of  Honour 
Wait  ever  on  your  Lordfhip  !    Jnd.  The  Gout  rather. 
And  a  perpetual  Megrim  !  Bri.  You  fec^  Euflace, 
How  I  travel  to  poflefs  you  of  a  Fortune 
You  were  not  born  to  ;  be  you  worthy  of  it, 
ril  furnifli  you  for  a  Suitor ;  vifit  her. 
And  profper  in't.    Eufl,  She's  mine,  Sir,  fear  it  not : 
In  all  my  Travels,  I  ne'er  met  a  Virgin 
That  could  refift  my  Courtlhip. 

(8)  Cow,  If  this  take  now. 
Ware  made  for  ever,  and  will  revel  it.  \_Exeunt. 

And.  In  tough  Welch  Parfly,  which  in  our  vulgar  Tongue 
Strong  hempen  Halters  ;  my  poor  Mafter  cozen'd,  [is 
And  1  a  Looker  on!  If  we  have  ftudied 
Our  Majors,  and  our  Minors,  Antecedents, 
And  Confequents,  to  be  concluded  Coxcombs, 
W've  made  a  fair  Hand  on't  ;  I'm  glad  Pve  found 
Out  all  their  Plots,  and  their  Confpiracies ; 
This  (hall  t'  old  Monfieur  Miramonty  one,  that  though 

(8)  —  If  this  take  nonv. 

We* re  made  for  en)er.'\  Several  of  the  Editions  old  and  mo- 
dern continue  This  to  Eujiace's  Speech  ;  others  have  nonfenfically 
aflignM  it  to  Bri/dc.    The  oldeft  ^arto  of  all  has  it  thus. 

Euft.  If  this  take  nonv,  &c. 
But  Eujiace  was  the  laft  Speaker,  and  no  body  had  interrupted  him  : 
therefore 'tis  abfurd,  that  his  Name  fhould  be  put  here  only  becaufe 
he  continues  to  fpeak.  It  muft  certainly  be  placed  to  one  of  his 
Hangers-on,  who  hugs  himfeff  with  the  Thought,  that  if  this  Match 
takes  place,  they  (hall  have  it  in  their  Power  to  revel  it  with  a  Ven- 
geance. 

Vol.  II.  I  He 
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He  cannot  read  a  Proclamation, 

Yet  dotes  on  Learning,  and  loves  my  Mafter  Charks 

For  being  a  Scholar ;  I  hear,  he's  coming  hither, 

1  fhall  meet  with  him  j  and  if  he  be  that  old 

Rough  tefty  Blade  he  always  us'd  to  be, 

( 9)  He'll  ring  'em  fuch  a  Peal  as  lhall  go  near 

To  ftiake  their  Bell-room  ;  peradventure,  beat  'em. 

For  he  is  Fire  and  Flax  j  and  fo  have  at  him.  "lExit. 


ACT    11.    SCENE  I. 

E7iter  Miramont,  ^^iBrifac. 

Mir.  ^Kl  A  Y,  Brother,  Brother,  — 

Bri,  Pray,  Sir,  be  not  moved, 
I  meddle  with  no  Bufinefs  but  my  own  ; 
And,  in  mine  own,  'tis  Reafon  I  fhould  govern. 

(10)  Mir,  But  know  to  govern  then,  and  underftand^- 
And  be  as  wile  as  hafty  ;  though  you  be  [Sir, 
My  Brother  and  from  one  Blood  fprung,  I  mud  tell  ye. 
Heartily  and  home  too,  — • 

Bri,  What,  Sir  ?    Mir,  What  I  grieve  to  find. 
You  are  a  Fool,  and  an  old  Fool,  and  that's  two, 

Bri.  We'll  part  'em,  if  you  pleafe. 

Mir.  No,  they're  entail'd  to  you  ; 
Seek  to  deprive  an  honeft  noble  Spirit, 
Your  eldeft  Son,  Sir,  and  your  very  Image, 
('But  he's  fo  like  you,  that  he  fares  the  worfe  for*t) 
Becaufe  he  loves  his  Book,  and  dotes  on  that. 
And  only  ftudies  how  to  know  things  excellent, 

(9)  ril  ring  him  fuch  a  Peal,  ]  To  ring  a  Peal  is  a  Meta- 
phor for  Scolding,  which  Jndrenv  would  certainly  not  ufe :  No  more 
than'he  would  beat  Brifac  and  Eujlace  :  It  is  plain,  Miramont  was 
to  do  both  ;  we  mufl:  read  therefore  j 

He* II  ring  'em  fuch  a  Peal  — — 
This  will  reilore  both  the  Senfc  and  Grammar.  Mr.  SeivarJ, 

(10)  But  \iOW  to  gon}ern  then^  and  underjiandy  S'/r,]  This  Speech 
is  quite  Nonfenfe  from  the  Want  of  a  Verb.  The  ^arto  in  1651 
retrieves  it  for  us ;  and  thence  I  have  fubftituted  it  into  the  Text. 

Above 
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Above  the  Reach  of  fuch  coarfe  Brains  as  yours, 
Such'  muddy  Fancies,  that  never  will  know  farther 
Than  when  to  cut  your  Vines,  and  cozen  Merchants, 
And  choke  your  hide-boundTenants  with  mufty  Harvefts  ? 

Bri.  You  go  too  faft.  Mir,  I'm  not  come  to  my  Pace  yet  j 
Becaufe  h*  has  made  his  Study  aJl  his  Pleafure, 
And  is  retired  into  his  Contemplation, 
Not  meddhng  with  the  Dirt  and  Chaff  of  Nature, 
That  makes  the  Spirit  of  the  Mind  Mud  too, 
.Therefore  muft  he  be  flung  from  his  Inheritance  ? 
(i  ij  Muft  he  be  difpoflTefs'd,  and  Monfieur  jingle-boy 
His  younger  Brother  —    Bri.  You  forget  your  felf. 

Mir,  Becaufe  h'has  been  at  Court,  and  Jearn'd  new 
And  how  to  fpeak  a  tedious  piece  of  Nothing,  [Tongues, 
To  vary  his  Face  as  Seamen  do  their  Compafi, 
To  worfhip  Images  of  Gold  and  Silver, 
And  fall  before  the  She-Calves  of  the  Seafon, 
Therefore  muft  he  jump  into  his  Brother's  Land  ? 

Bri,  Have  you  done  yet,  and  have  you  fpake  enough 
In  Praife  of  Learning,  Sir  ?    Mir,  Never  enough. 

Bri,  Bur,  Brother,  do  you  know  what  Learning  is  ? 

Mir,  'Tis  not  to  be  a  Juftice  of  Peace  as  you  are. 
And  palter  out  your  Time  i'th'  penal  Statutes, 
To  hear  the  curious  Tenets  controverted 
Between  a  Proteftant  Conftable,  and  a  Jefuit  Cobler, 
Tapick  natural  PhiJofophy  out  of  Bawdry, 
When  your  Worfliip's  pleas'd  to  corredify  a  Lady  5 
Nor  'tis  not  the  main  Moral  of  blind  Juftice, 
(Which  is  deep  Learning)  when  your  Worftiip's  Tenants 
Bring  a  light  Caufe,  and  heavy  Hens  before  ye. 
Both  fat  and  feafible,  a  Goofe  or  Pig  ; 
And  then  you  fit,  like  Equity,  with  both  Hands 
Weighing  indifferently  the  State  o'th'  Queftion. 

(11)  ■  and  Monfieur  gingle-Boy, 

His  younger  Brother  ]  We  muft  ie2iA,  jingle-hoy.)  2.  e.  A 

Fop,  that  fell  into  every  upftart  Fafhion.  It  was  the  Cuftom  in 
the  latter  Part  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  Reign,  and  alfo  in  That  of 
King  James  the  Firft,  for  the  Men  to  wear  Boots ;  as  we  may  fee 
by  the  Pidures  of  thofe  Times,  and  their  Spurs  were  equipped  with 
a  Sort  of  Bells,  or  loofe  Rowels,  which  jingled  whenever  they 
HiovM. 

I  2  Thefe 


1 1 6  T^he  Elder  Brother. 


Thefe  are  your  quodlibets^  but  no  Learning,  Brother. 

Bri.  You  are  fo  parloufly  in  love  with  Learning, 
That  Pd  be  glad  to  know  what  you  underftand,  Brother, 
I'm  fure,  you  have  read  all  Ariftotle.    Mir,  Faith,  no  \ 
But  I  believe,  I  have  a  learned  Faith,  Sir, 
And  that's  it  makes  a  Gentleman  of  my  Sort ; 
Though  I  can  fpeak  no  Greeks  I  love  the  Sound  on't. 
It  goes  fo  thundering  as  it  conjur'd  Devils  ; 
Charles  fpeaks  it  loftily,  and  if  thou  wert  a  Man, 
Or  hadft  but  ever  heard  of  Horner*^  Iliads^ 
HefiQd^  and  the  Greek  Poets,  thou  wouldft  run  mad. 
And  hang  thy  felf  for  Joy  thou'dft  fuch  a  Gendeman 
To  be  thy  Son  ;  O  he  has  read  fuch  things 
To  me !  Bri.  And  do  you  underftand  'em.  Brother  ? 

Mir.  I  tell  thee,  no,  that's  not  material ;  the  Sound's 
Sufficient  to  confirm  an  honeft  Man  : 
Good  Brother  Brifac^  does  your  young  Courtier, 
That  wears  the  fine  Cloaths,  and  is  the  excellent  Gentle- 
(The  Traveller,  the  Soldier,  as  you  think  too)  [man, 
Underftand  any  other  Pow'r  than  his  Taylor  ? 
Or  knows  what  Motion  is,  more  than  an  Horfe-racc  ? 
What  the  Moon  means,  but  to  light  him  home  from 
Taverns  ? 

Or  th'  Comfort  of  the  Sun  is,but  to  wear  flafli'd  Cloaths  in  ? 

And  muft  this  piece  of  Ignorance  be  pop'd  up, 

Becaufe  it  can  kifs  the  Hand,  and  cry.  Sweet  Lady  ^ 

Say,  it  had  been  at  Rome,  and  feen  the  Relicks^ 

(12)  Drunk  your  F<?r<^i?<^-Wine,  and  rid  at  Naples^ 

Brought  home  a  Box  of  Venice  Treacle  with  it. 

To  cure  young  Wenches  that  have  eaten  Afties : 

Muft  this  Thing  therefore  ?—Bri.  Yes,  Sir,this  Thing  muft, 

I  will  not  truft  my  Land  to  one  fo  fotted. 

So  grown  like  a  Difeale  unto  his  Study, 

He  that  will  fling  off  all  Occafions 

And  Cares,  to  make  him  underftand  what  State  is, 

(12)  Drunk  your  Verdea  Wine.']  There  is  a  River  in  Italy ^  that 
runs  thro'  the  Territory  of  Pranefie,  which  of  old  was  call'd  Verefis  : 
The  more  modern  Geographers  teJ)  us  that  now  its  Name  is  Verde. 
I  doubt  not,  but  our  Authors  allude  to  the  Wines  made  in  that 
Neighbourhood. 
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And  how  to  govern  it ;  muft  by  that  Reafon, 
Be  flung  himfelf  afide  from  managing: 
My  younger  Boy  is  a  fine  Gentleman. 

'Mir.  He  is  an  Afs,  a  Piece  of  Ginger-bread, 
Gilt  over  to  pleafe  foolifh  Girls  and  Puppets. 

Bri,  You  are  my  elder  Brother.    Mir,  So  I  had  need. 
And  have  an  elder  Wit,  thou'dft  fliame  us  all  elfe; 
Go  to,  I  fay,  Charles  Ihall  inherit.    Bri.  I  fay,  no  j 
Unlefs  Charles  had  a  Soul  to  underftand  it: 
Why,  can  he  manage  fix  thoufand  Crowns  a  Year 
Out  of  the  Metaphyficks Or  can  all 
His  learn'd  Afl:ronomy  look  to  my  Vineyards  \ 
Or  can  the  drunken  old  Poets  make  up  my  Vines? 
(I  know,  they  can  drink  'em)  or  your  excellent  Humanifts 
Sell  'em  the  Merchants  for  my  bed  Advantage 
Can  Hifi:ory  cut  my  Hay,  or  get  my  Corn  in? 
And  can  Geometry  vent  it  in  the  Market  ? 
Shall  I  have  my  Sheep  kept  with  a  Jacob* %  SldS  now  ? 
I  wonder,  you  will  magnify  this  Mad-man, 
You  that  are  old  and  fiiou'd  underftand. 

Mr.  Shou'd,  fay'ftthou. 
Thou  monftrous  Piece  of  Ignorance  in  Office!  [fufe. 
Thou  that  haft  no  more  Knowledge  than  thy  Clerk  in- 
Thy  dapper  Clerk  larded  with  Ends  of  Latin^ 
(13)  And  he  no  more  than  Cuftom  of  his  Office  ; 
Thou  unreprievable  Dunce!  (that  thy  formal  Bandftrings, 
Thy  Ring,  nor  Pomander,  cannot  expiate  for) 
Doft  thou  tell  me,  I  fhou'd  ?  I'll  poze  thy  Worfhip 
In  thine  own  Library,  an  Almanack ; 
Which  thou  art  daily  poring  on,  to  pick  out 

(13)  And  he  no  more  than  Cujlom  of  Offences.]  There  is  great 
Humour  in  this  PalTage,  and  'tis  l^ity  that  it  fhould  be  hurt  by  fo  ob- 
fcure  an  Expreffion  at  the  Clofe.  I  can  affix  no  Idea  to  it,  but  that 
the  Juftice*s  Clerk's  whole  Literature  confifts  in  the  Forms  of  Com- 
mitment for  common  Offences ;  and  therefore  thought  that  the  Origi- 
nal might  have  been,'  'cujiomary  Offences  :  Which  conveys  this 
Idea  more  clearly  than  the  prefent  Reading,  which  is  too  obfcure  to 
be  genuine.  But  by  as  fmall  a  Change  of  the  Letters,  I  have,  I  think, 
hit  upon  a  much  clearer  one,  and  which  for  that  Reafon  is  moft  likely 
to  have  been  the  Original  one. 

Jnd  he  no  more  than  Cuftom  of  his  Office. 

Mr.  Seuoard, 

I  3  Days 
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Days  of  Iniquity  to  cozen  Fools  in, 

And  full  Moons  to  cut  Cattle ;  doft  thou  taint  mc. 

That  have  run  over  Story,  Poetry, 

Humanity  ?    Bri,  As  a  cold  nipping  Shadow 

Does  o'er  the  Ears  of  Corn,  and  leave  'em  blafted. 

Put  up  your  Anger,  what  I'll  do.  Til  do. 

Mir,  Thou  lhalt  not  do.    Bri,  I  will. 

Mir.  Thou  art  an  Afs  then, 
A  dull  old  tedious  Afs ;  thou'rt  ten  times  worfe 
And  of  lefs  Credit  than  Dunce  Hollingjhead 
(14)  The  Englijhman^  that  writes  of  Shows  and  Sheriffs. 

Enter  Lewis. 

Bri.  Weils  take  your  Pleafure,  here's  one  I  muft  talk  with. 

Le'-jj.  Good  Day,  Sir.    Bri,  Fair  to  you.  Sir. 

Lew,  May  I  fpeak  w'  ye  ?  [nefs. 

Bri.  With  all  my  Heart,  I  was  waiting  on  your  Good- 

Lew,  Good- morrow,  Monfieur  Mirmnont. 

Mir.  O  fweet  Sir, 
Keep  your  Good-morrow  to  cool  your  Worfhip's  Pottage. 
A  Couple  of  the  World's  Fools  met  together 
To  raife  up  Dirt  and  Dunghills !    Lew.  Are  they  drawn  ? 

Bri.  They  fhall  be  ready.  Sir,  within  thefe  two  Hours, 
And  Charles^  to  fet  his  Hand.    Lew.  'Tis  necellary  j 
For  he  being  a  joint  Purchafer,  though  your  State 
Was  got  by  your  own  Induftry,  unlefs 
He  feal  to  the  Conveyance,  it  can  be 
Of  no  Validity.    Bri.  He  fhall  be  ready. 
And  do  it  willingly.    Mir,  He  fhall  be  hang'd  firft, 

Bri.  I  hope,  your  Daughter  hkes. 

Lew.  She  loves  him  well.  Sir; 
Young  Eufiace  is  a  Bait  to  catch  a  Woman, 
A  budding  fpritely  Fellow ;  you're  refolv'd  then. 
That  all  fhall  pafsfrom  Charles.  Bri.  All,  all,  he's  nothing, 
A  Bunch  of  Books  fhall  be  his  Patrimony, 

(14)  T^hat  njoriies  of  Snows  and  Sheriffs.']    The  ^arto  in  165 1, 
the  Folio  in  1679,  h^ve  it  Shoivs;  which  I  take  to  be  the  genuine 
Word:  Becaufe  HoUngJhead  is  very  prolix  in  defcribing  Tilts  and 
Tournaments,  publigk  Entries,  Mafques,  and  other  Pieces  of  ?a- 
gc^try. 

And 
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And  more  than  he  can  manage  too.  Lew.  Will  your  Brother 
Pafs  over  his  Land  too,  to  your  Son  Euftace? 
You  know,  he  has  no  Heir.  Mir,  He  will  be  flead  firft. 
And  Horfe-collars  made  oPs  Skin  !  Bri.  Let  him  alone, 
A  willful  Man ;  my  State  ihali  ferve  the  Turn,  Sir. 
And  how  does  your  Daughter  ^  Lew,  Ready  for  the  Hour  j 
And,  like  a  bluihing  Role,  that  ftays  the  pulling. 

Bri,  To-morrow  then's  the  Day. 

Lew.  Why,  then  To-morrow 
ril  bring  the  Girl,  get  you  the  Writings  ready. 

Mar.  But  hark  you,  Monfieur,  have  you  the  virtuous 
To  help  to  rob  an  Heir,  an  elder  Brother,  [Confciencc 
Of  that  which  Nature  and  the  Law  flings  on  him? 
You  were  your  Father's  eldeft  Son,  I  take  it. 
And  had  his  Land ;  'Would,  you  had  had  his  Wit  too, 
Or  his  Difcretion  to  confider  nobly. 
What  'tis  to  deal  unworthily  in  thefe  Things ! 
You'll  fay,  he's  none  of  yours,  he  is  his  Son ; 
And  he  will  fay,  he  is  no  Son  to  inlierit 
Above  a  Shelf  of  Books  Why  did  he  get  him  ?  [Things  ? 
Why  was  he  brought  up  to  write  and  read,  and  know 
Why  was  he  not  like  his  Father,  a  dumb  Juftice  ? 
A  flat  dull  Piece  of  Flegm,  fhap'd  like  a  Man, 
A  reverend  Idol  in  a  Piece  of  Arras? 
Can  you  lay  Difobedience,  Want  of  Manners, 
Or  any  capital  Crime  to  his  Charge  ?    Lew,  I  do  not, 
Nor  do  not  weigh  your  Words ;  they  bite  not  me,  Sir, 
This  Man  mufl:  anfwer.    Bri.  I  have  don't  already. 
And  given  fufficient  Reafon  to  fecure  me. 
And  fo  Good-morrow,  Brother,  to  your  Patience. 

Lew.  Good-morrow,  Monfieur  Miramont, 

Mir,  Good  Night-caps  I  — ■  

Keep  your  Brains  warm,  or  Maggots  will  breed  in  'em. 

Well,  Charles^  thou  fhalt  not  want  to  buy  thee  Books  yet. 

The  fairefl:  in  thy  Study  are  my  Gift, 

And  the  Lovaine  Univerfity  for  thy  fake 

Hath  tafted  of  my  Bounty  ;  and  to  vex 

Th'  old  doting  Fool  thy  Father,  and  thy  Brother, 

They  (hall  not  fhare  a  Solz  of  mine  between  them  ; 

I  4  Nay 
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Nay  more,  Pll  give  thee  eight  thoufand  Crowns  a  Year, 
In  fome  high  Strain  to  write  my  Epitaph.  \Ex'tt, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Euftace,  Egremont,  and  Cowfy. 

Eufi.  How  do  I  look  now  to  my  elder  Brother } 
Nay,  'tisr  a  handfome  Suit. 
Cow.  All  courtly,  courtly. 

Euft,  ril  affure  ye,  Gentlemen,  my  Tailor  has  travel'd. 
And  fpeaks  as  lofty  Language  in  his  Bills  too. 
The  Cover  of  an  old  Book  wou'd  not  fhew  thus. 
Fie,  fie,  what  Things  thefe  Academicks  are, 
Thefe  Book- worms,  how  they  look! 

Egre,  They*re  meer  Images, 
No  genteel  Motion  nor  Behaviour  in  'em. 
They'll  prattle  ye  of  primum  mobile^ 
And  tell  a  Scory  of  the  State  of  Heav'n, 
"What  Lords  and  Ladies  govern  in  fuch  Houfes, 
And  what  Wonders  they  do  when  they  meet  together. 
And  how  they  fpit  Snow,  Fire,  and  Hail  like  a  Jugler, 
And  make  a  Norfe,  when  drunk,  which  we  call  Thunder. 

Cgw.  They  are  the  fneaking'ft  Things,  and  the  con- 
temptibleft ; 
Such  Srnall-beer  Brains  ;  but  ask  'em  any  thing 
Oat  of  the  Element  of  their  Underftanding, 
And  they  fUnd  gaping  like  a  roafted  Pig 
Do  they  know  what  a  Court  is,  or  a  Council, 
Or  how  th'  Affairs  of  Chriftendom  are  manag'd  ? 
Do  they  know  any  thing  but  a  tir'd  Hackney  ? 
( 1 5)  And  then  they  cry  abfurd  as  the  Horfe  underdood  'em. 
They  have  made  a  fair  Youth  of  your  elder  Brother, 
A  pretty  Piece  of  Flefli.    Ei^ft.  1  thank  'em  for  it ; 

{15)  And  then  they  cry  abfurd  as  the  Horfe  under fiood  There 
js  moft  certainly  fome  Corruption  here  thro'  all  the  Copies,  which  has 
debafed  the  Text  to  ftark  Ncnfenfe.  I  have  not  been  able,  by  re- 
volving it  many  times  in  my  Mind,  to  retrieve  the  true  Reading  ;  or 
to  conceive  what  it  points  at.  I  mull  leave  it,  as  it  is,  to  fome  more 
jiappy  Conjedurers. 
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Long  may  he  ftudy  to  give  me  his  State! 
Saw  you  my  Miftrefs? 

Egre,  Yes,  flie's  a  fweet  young  Woman, 
But,  be  fare,  you  keep  her  from  Learning.  Euft,  Songs  fhe 
May  have,  and  read  a  little  unbak'd  Poetry, 
Such  as  the  Dabiers  of  our  Time  contrive; 
That  has  no  Weight  nor  Wheel  to  move  the  Mind, 
Nor,  indeed,  nothing  but  an  empty  Sound ; 
She  fliall  have  Cloaths,  but  not  made  by  Geometry  ; 
Horfes  and  Coach,  but  of  no  immortal  Race  ; 
I  will  not  have  a  Scholar  in  mine  Houfe 
Above  a  gentle  Reader  ;  they  corrupt 
The  fooliili  Women  with  their  fubtle  Problems : 
ril  have  my  Houfe  call'd  Ignorance,  to  fright 
Prating  Philofophers  from  Entertainment. 

Cow.  It  will  do  well,  love  thofc  that  love  good  Fafliions, 
Good  Cloaths  and  rich,  they  invite  Men  to  admire  'em. 
That  fpeak  the  Lifp  of  Court,  Oh  'tis  great  Learning  ! 
To  ride  well,  dance  well,  fing  well,  or  whiftle  courtly, 
They're  rare  Endowments  \  that  they  have  feen  far  Coun- 
tries, ^  [Truths, 
And  can  fpeak  ftrange  Things,  though  they  fpeak  no 
For  then  they  make  things  common.  When  are  you 
married  ? 

Euft,  To  morow,  I  think  ;  we  muft  have  a  Mafque,Boys, 
And  of  our  own  Making. 

Egre.  'Tis  not  half  an  Hour's  Work, 
A  Cupid  and  a  Fiddle,  and  the  Thing's  done ; 
But  let's  be  handfome,  fhall's  be  Gods  or  Nymphs  ? 

Euft,  What,  Nymphs  with  Beards  ? 

Cow.  That's  true,  we  will  be  Knights  then. 
Some  wandring  Knights,  that  light  here  on  a  fudden. 

Euft.  Let's  go,  let's  go  ;  I  muft  go  vifit.  Gentlemen, 
And  mark  what  fweet  Lips  I  muft  kifs  to  morrow.  [Exe. 

SCENE  in. 

Enter  Cook^  Andrew,  and  Butler, 

Cook.  And  how  does  my  Mafter  ^ 
4nd.  Is  at's  Book  j  peace,  Coxcomb, 

That 
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That  fuch  an  unlearn'd  Tongue  as  thine  fliould  ask  for 
him ! 

Cock,  Does  he  not  ftudy  conjuring  too  ?  And.  Have  you 
Loft  any  Plate,  Butler  ?    But,  No,  but  1  know, 
I  fhall  to  morrow  at  Dinner.    And,  Then  to  morrow 
You  fhall  be  turn'd  out  o'  Place  for*t ;  we  meddle  with 
No  Spirits  o'th'  Buttry,  they  tafte  too  fmall  for  us ; 
Keep  me  a  Pye  in  Folio^  I  befeech  thee. 
And  thou  llialc  fee  how  learn'dly  PlI  tranflatehim; 
Shall's  have  good  Cheer  to  morrow  f* 

Cook,  Excellent  good  Cheer,  Andrew, 

And,  The  fpite  on't  is,  that,  much  about  that  Time, 
I  fhall  be  arguing,  or  deciding  rather. 
Which  are  the  Males  and  Females  of  red  Herrings  \ 
And  whether  they  be  taken  in  the  Red  Sea  only, 
A  Queflion  found  out  by  Copernicus^ 
The  learned  Motion- maker.  Cook,  Ay,  marry,  Butler, 
Here  are  rare  things  •,  a  Man,  that  look'd  upon  him, 
Would  fwear  he  underftood  no  more  than  we  do. 

But,  Certain,  a  learned  Andrei^.  And.  Pve  fo  much  on't. 
And  am  fo  loaden  with  ftrong  Underftanding, 
I  fear,  they'll  run  me  mad  ;  here's  a  new  Inftrument, 
'  A  mathematical  Glifter  to  purge  the  Moon  with. 
When  fhe  is  laden  with  cold  flegmatick  Humours ; 
And  here's  another  to  remove  the  Stars,  . 
When  they  grow  too  thick  in  the  Firmament. 

Cook,  O  Heav'ns !  why  do  I  labour  out  my  Life 
In  a  Beef-pot  ?  And  only  fearch  the  Secrets 
Of  a  Sallad  ;  and  know  no  further  !  And,  They  are  not 
Reveal'd  to  all  Heads  ;  thefe  are  far  above 
Your  Element  of  Fire,  Cook  j  I  cou'd  tell  you 
Of  Archimedes'  Glafs  to  fire  your  Coals  with  ; 
And  of  the  Philofopher's  Turf,  that  ne'er  goes  out ; 
And  Gilbert  Butler,  I  cou'd  ravifh  thee. 
With  two  mofl  rare  Inventions. 

But,  What  are  they,  Andrew  ?  [bafe, 

And,  The  one  to  blanch  your  Bread  from  Chippings 
And,  in  a  moment,  as  thou  wou'dfl  an  Almond  5 
The  Sed  of  the  Epicureans  invented  that  ; 
The  other  for  thy  Trenchers,  that's  a  flrong  one, 

To 
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To  cleanfe  you  twenty  Dozen  in  a  Minute, 
And  no  Noife  heard    which  is  the  Wonder,  Gilbert^ 
And  this  was  out  of  Plato\  new  Ideas.  {drew  f 

But.  Why,  what  a  learned  Mafter  doft  thou  ferve,  An- 
And,  Thefeare  but  the  Scrapings  of  his  Underftanding, 
Gilbert, 

With  Gods  and  Goddefles,  and  fuch  ftrange  People 
He  deals,  and  treats  with,  in  fo  plain  a  Fafliion, 
As  thou  doft  with  thy  Boy  that  draws  thy  Drink  ; 
Or  Ralph  there,  with  his  Kitchen-Boys  and  Scalders. 

Cook.  But  why  fhou'd  he  not  be  familiar  and  talk  fome- 
As  other  Chriftians  do,  of  hearty  Matters,  [timc% 
And  come  into  the  Kitchen,  and  there  cut  his  Breakfaft  ? 

But,  And  then  retire  to  the  Buttry,  and  there  eat  it. 
And  drink  a  lufty  Bowl  ?  my  younger  Mafler, 
That  muft  now  be  the  Heir,  will  do  all  thefe. 
Ay,  and  be  drunk  too  *,  thefe  are  mortal  things. 

And,  My  Mafter  ftudies  Immortality. 

Cook.  Now  that  thou  talk'ft  of  Immortality, 
How  does  thy  Wife,  good  Andrew?  My  old  Mafter 
Did  you  no  fmall  Plealure  when  he  procur'd  her. 
And  ftock'd  you  in  a  Farm.  If  he  ftiou'd  love  her  now. 
As  he  hath  a  Colt's  Tooth  yet,  what  fays  your  Learning 
And  your  ftrange  Inftruments  to  that,  my  Andrew  ? 
Can  any  of  your  learned  Clerks  avoid  it  ^, 
Can  ye  put  by  his  mathematical  Engine 

And.  Yes,  or  Pll  break  it ;  thou  awaken'ft  me. 
And  Pll  peep  i'th'  Moon  this  Month,but  Pll  watch  for  him. 
My  Mafter  rings,  I  muft  go  make  him  a  P'ire, 
And  conjure  o'er  his  Books.    Cook.  Adieu,  good  Andrew  5 
And  fend  thee  manly  Patience  with  thy  Learning. 

{Evieunt^ 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Charles, 

Char,  I  have  forgot  to  eat  and  fleep  with  Reading, 
And  all  my  Faculties  turn  into  Study, 
'Tis  Meat  and  Sleep    what  need  I  outward  Garments, 
When  I  can  cloath  my  felf  with  Underftanding 

The 
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The  Stars  and  glorious  Planets  have  no  Tailors, 
Yet  ever  new  they  are,  and  Ihine  like  Courtiers, 
The  Seafons  of  the  Year  find  no  fond  Parents, 
Yet  feme  are  arm'd  in  filver  Ice  that  gliders. 
And  fome  in  gawdy  Green  come  in  like  Mafquers 
The  Silk-worm  fpins  her  own  Suit  and  her  Lodging, 
And  has  no  Aid  nor  Partner  in  her  Labours  ; 
Why  fhou'd  we  care  for  any  thing  but  Knowledge, 
Or  look  upon  the  World  but  to  contemn  it  ? 

Enter  Andrew. 

And,  Wou'd  you  have  any  thing  ?  Char,  Andrew,  I  find, 

(16)  There  is  a  Stie  grown  o*er  the  Eye  o'th'  Bull, 
Which  will  go  near  to  blind  the  Conftellation. 

And,  Put  a  Gold- ring  in's  Nofe,  and  that  will  cure  him. 
Char.  Ariadne^s  Crown's  awry  too,  two  main  Stars,  i 
That  held  it  fafl,  are  flip'd  out.    And.  Send  it  prefently "  1 

(17)  To  GalliUo  the  Italian  Star-wright, 
He'll  fet  it  right  again  with  little  Labour. 

Char.  Thou  art  a  pretty  Scholar.  And.  I  hope,  I  fhall  be  j 
Have  I  fwept  your  Books  fo  often  to  know  nothing  ? 
Char,  I  hear,  thou'rt  married. 
Ami,  It  hath  pleas'd  your  Father 

(18)  Tq  match  me  to  a  Mate  of  his  own  choofing  ; 

(I  doubt,  her  Conftellation's  loofe  too,  and  wants  nailing,) 
And  a  fvveet  Farm  he  has  giv'n  lis  a  Mile  off,  Sir.  ^ 

Char.  Marry  thy  felf  to  Underflanding,  Andrew^ 
Thefe  Women  are  Errata  in  all  Authors ; 

(16)  7here  is  a  Flie  gronxjn  o'er  the  Eye  6'tlj  Bull,"]  Charles  is 
fpeaking  of  the  Bull,  or  Sign  Taurus^  upon  the  Coeleftial  Globe.  But, 
a  Fly  grooving  o'ver  the  Eye,  is  an  odd  Expreffion.  If  the  Globe  were 
wet  with  any  glutinous  Matter,  a  Fly  might  ftick  to  it.  But  I  have 
retriev'd  the  true  Reading  from  feveral  of  the  old  Mario's.  A 
Piece  of  Dirt  was  feU'n  on  the  BulPs  Eye,  which  look'd  like  that 
Inflammation  which  is  call'd  a  Stye. 

(17)  To  Gallatteo,  the  Italian  Star-ivright.']  But  Gallilceo  was 
his  true  Name,  as  I  had  feveral  Years  ago  mark'd  in  the  Margin  of 
my  Book  ;  and  as  Mr.  Sy?npfon  like  wife  lately  obfervM  to  me. 

(18)  To  match  me  to  a  Maid  of  his  O'wn  choojing  ;  ]  Mr.  Sy7npfon 
thinks  Mate  to  have  been  the  Original  and  more  proper  Reading ; 
and  fo  I  have  reformed  the  Text. 

They're 
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They're  fair  to  fee  too,  and  bound  up  in  Vellom, 
Smooth,  white  and  clear;  but  their  Contents  are  monftrous 
Xhey  treat  of  nothing  but  dull  Age  and  Difeafes. 
Thou  haft  not  fo  much  Wit  in  thy  Head,  as  there  is 
On  thefe  Shelves,  Andrew, 

And.  I  think,  I  have  not,  Sir.  Char,  No,  if  thou  hadft 
( 1 9)  Thou'dft  ne'er  have  warm'd  a  Woman  in  thy  Bofom ; 
They're  Cataplafms  made  o'th'  deadly  Sins. 
I  never  faw  any  yet  but  mine  own  Mother, 
Or  if  I  did,  I  did  regard  them  but 
As  Shadows  that  pafs  by  of  under  Creatures.         [Wife  5 
'    And.  Shall  I  bring  you  one  ?  I'll  truft  you  with  my  own 
I  wou'd  not  have  your  Brother  go  beyond  ye, 
They're  the  prettied  natural  Philofophers  to  play  with. 

Char,  No,  no,  they're  Opcicks  to  delude  Mens  Eyes  with. 
Does  my  younger  Brother  fpeak  any  Greek  yet,  Andrew  ? 

And,  No,  but  he  fpeaks  High  Butch    and  that  goes  as 
daintily. 

Char.  Reach  me  the  Books  down  I  read  yefterday. 
And  make  a  litde  Fire,  and  get  a  Manchet ; 
Make  clean  thofe  Inftruments  of  Brafs  I  fhew'd  you, 
And  fet  the  great  Sphere  by,  then  take  the  Fox-Tail 
And  purge  the  Books  from  Duft ;  laft,  take  your  Lillys 
And  get  your  Part  ready.    And.  Shall  I  go  home.  Sir  } 
My  Wife's  Name  is  Lilly there  my  beft  Part  lies,  Sir. 

Char.  I  mean,  your  Grammar  \  O  thou  Dunderhead ! 
Wou'dft  thou  be  ever  in  thy  Wife's  Syntaxis  ? 
Let  me  have  no  Noife,  nor  nothing  to  difturb  me, 
I  am  to  find  a  Secret.    And,  So  am  I  too  ; 
Which,  if  I  do  find,  I  fhall  make  fome  fmart  for*t. 

[Exeunt, 

(19)  Thoudji  ne'er  ha've  married  a  Woman  in  thy  Bo/om;  ]  To 
take  a  Woman  into  one's  Bofom  is  a  very  common  and  fenfible 
Expreflion  j  but  to  marry  one  in  one's  Bofom  is  a  Form  of  fpeak- 
ing  that  I  have  never  met  with.  In  fhort,  the  ^arto  in  1651  has 
it  rightly,  warm'd ;  and  the  AUufion,  I  take  it,  is  to  to  the  filly 
Countryman,  in  the  Fable,  who  cherifh'd  a  frozen  Snake  in  his 
Bofom,  till  it  recover'd  and  ftung  him. 
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ACT    III.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lewis,  Angellina,  Sylvia,  and  Notary. 

Leisj.  I S  is  the  Day,  my  Daughter  Angellina^ 

A  T he  happy  Day,  that  muft  make  you  a  Fortune, 
A  large  and  full  one  ;  my  great  Care  has  wrought  it. 
And  yours  muft  be  as  great  to  entertain  it. 
Young  Eujiace  is  a  Gentleman  at  all  Points, 
And  his  Behaviour  affable  and  courtly, 
His  Perfon  excellent    I  know,  you  find  that, 
I  read  it  in  your  Eyes,  you  like  his  Youth. 
Young  handfome  People  fhould  be  match'd  together. 
Then  follow  handfome  Children,  handfome  Fortunes  j 
The  mod  part  of  his  Father's  Stare,  my  Wench, 
Is  ty'd  in  Jointure,  that  makes  up  the  Harmony ; 
And,  when  ye  are  maarry'd,  he's  of  that  foft  Temper, 
And  fo  far  will  be  chain'd  to  your  Obfervance, 
That  you  may  rule  and  turn  him  as  you  pleafe. 
What  are  the  Writings  drawn  on  our  fide.  Sir  ? 

Not.  They  are,  and  here  I  have  fo  fetter'd  him. 
That  if  the  Elder  Brother  fet  his  Hand  to. 
Not  all  the  Pow'r  of  Law  fliall  e'er  releafe  him. 

Lew.  Thefe  Notaries  are  notable  confident  Knaves, 
And  able  to  do  more  Mifchief  than  an  Army. 
Are  all  your  Claufes  fure  ?  Not,  Sure  as  Proportion  ; 
They  may  turn  Rivers  fooner  than  thefe  Writings. 
Why  did  you  not  put  all  the  Lands  in,  Sir  ? 

Lew,  'Twas  not  condition'd.  Not.  If  it  had  been  found. 
It  had  been  but  a  Fault  made  in  the  Writing ; 
If  not  found  all  the  Land.  Lew.  Thefe  are  fmall  Devils, 
That  care  not  who  has  Mifchief,  fo  they  make  it  j 
They  live  upon  the  meer  Scent  of  DifTention. 
*ris  well,  'tis  well  ;  are  you  contented,  Girl? 
For  your  Will  muft  be  known. 

Ang.  A  Husband's  welcome. 
And,  as  an  humble  Wife,  I'll  entertain  him  ; 
No  Sovereignty  I  aim  at,  'tis  the  Man's,  Sir  ; 
For  fhe,  that  feeks  it,  kill  her  Husband's  Honour  : 

The 
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The  Gentleman  I  have  feen,  and  well  obferv'd  him, 
*  Yet  find  not  that  grac'd  Excellence  you  promife  ; 
A  pretty  Gentleman,  and  he  may  pleafe  too ; 
And  fome  few  Flafhes  1  have  heard  come  from  him, 
But  not  to  Admiration,  as  from  others  ;  [fb, 
(20)  He's  young,  and  may  be  good,  yet  he  muft  make  him 
And  I  may  help,  and  for  Help  thank  him  alfo. 
It  is  your  Pleafure  I  fhould  make  him  mine, 
And 't  has  been  ftill  my  Duty  to  obferve  you. 

Lew,  Why  then  let*s  go,,  and  I  fhall  love  your  Modefty. 
To  Horfe,  and  bring  the  Coach  out.  Jngellina^ 
To  morrow  you  will  look  more  Womanly. 

Aug,  So  I  look  honeftly,  I  fear  no  Eyes,  Sir. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  BrlfkCy  Andrew,  Cook,  W  Lilly. 

Bri,  Wait  on  your  Mafter,  he  fliall  have  that  befits 
And.  No  Inheritance,  Sir  ?  [him, 
£ri.  You  fpeak  like  a  Fool,  a  Coxcomb, 
He  (hall  have  annual  Means  to  buy  him  Books, 
And  find  him  Cloaths  and  Meat,  what  would  he  more  ? 
Trouble  him  with  Land  ?  'tis  flat  againft  his  Nature. 
I  love  him  too,  and  honour  thofe  Gifts  in  him. 
And,  Shall  Mafter  Eufiace  have  all  ?  ♦ 
Bri.  All,  all;  he  knows  how 
To  ufe  it,  he's  a  Man  bred  in  the  World, 
Th'other  i'th'  Heav'ns.  My  Mafters,  pray  be  wary 
And  ferviceable;  and.  Cook,  lee  all  your  Sawces 
Be  (harp  and  poynant  in  the  Palate,  that  they  may 

(20)  He^s young  and  may  be  good,  yet  he  muft  make  it. 

And  I  may  helpy  and  help  to  thank  ht?n  a//o.~\  I  can  make 
no  fort  of  Senfe  of  the  latter  part  of  the  laft  Line  j  but  as  the 
foregoing  Lines  point  out  the  Intention  of  the  Author,  fo  That  will 
diredt  us  to  the  true  Reading.  The  Senfe  I  take  to  be  this.  He's 
yet  too  young  to  be  fix'd  to  either  Good  or  Evil,  but  he  may  here- 
after make  himfelf  good,  and  I  may  help  to  make  him  fo  :  And, 
as  I  am  young,  he,  in  return,  may  help  to  fix  me  in  Goodnefs.  The 
flight  Reformation,  that  I  have  offered,  entirely  gives  this  Senfe. 

Mr.  Seivard, 
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Commend  you,  look  to  your  Roafl:  and  Bak*d  Meats 
handfomely,  ^ 
And  what  new  Kickfhaws  and  delicate  made  Things — 
Is  th'  Mufick  come  ? 

But.  Yes,  Sir,  they're  here  at  Breakfaft. 
Bri,  There  will  be  a  Mafque  too,you  muft  fee  this  Room 
clean, 

And,  Butler,  your  Door  open  to  all  good  Fellows  ; 

(21)  But  have  an  Eye  to  your  Plate,  for  there  be  Furies. 

My  Lilly^  welcome,  you  are  for  the  Linnen, 

Sort  it,  and  fee  it  ready  for  the  Table  ; 

And  fee  the  Bride- bed  made,  and  look  the  Cords  be 

Not  cut  afunder  by  the  Gallants  too  ; 

There  be  fuch  Knacks  abroad ;  hark  hither,  Lilly., 

To  Morrow  night  at  twelve  o'Clock,  I'll  fup  w'ye  : 

Your  Husband  Jhall  be  fafe,  I'll  fend  ye  Meat  too ; 

Before,  I  cannot  well  flip  from  my  Company. 

And.  Will  ye  fo,  will  ye  fo,  Sir  ?  I'll  make  one  to  eat  it, 
I  may  chance  make  you  ftagger  too. 

Bri.  No  Anfwer,  Lilly? 

Lil  One  word  about  the  Linnen  ;  I'll  be  ready. 
And  reft  your  Worfhip's  ftill.    And.  And  I'll  reft  w'ye. 
You  ftiall  fee  what  Reft  'twill  be.  Are  ye  fo  nimble  ^ 
A  Man  had  need  have  ten  pair  of  Ears  to  watch  you. 

Bri.  Wait  on  your  Mafter,  for,  I  know,  he  wants  ye  j 
And  keep  him  in  his  Study,  that  the  Noife 
Do  not  moleft  him  :  I  will  not  fail,  my  Lilly  — 
Come  in,  Sweet-hearts,  all  to  their  feveral  Duties.  [^Exe. 

And.  Are  you  Kifling-ripe,  Sir  ?  Double  but  my  Farm, 
And  kifs  her 'till  thy  Heart  ake.  ThefeSmock-vermine, 
How  eagerly  they  leap  at  old  Mens  Kifles; 
They  lick  their  Lips  at  Profit,  not  at  Pleafure; 
And  if 'twere  not  for  the  fcurvy  name  of  Cuckold, 
He  fliould  lie  with  her ;  I  know,  fhe'll  labour  at  length 
With  a  good  Lordlhip.    If  he  had  a  Wife  now  ^ 

(21)  But  ha^e  an  Eye  to  your  P late y  for  there  Furies  ]  1.  e. 
Pilferers,  Perfons  with  rapacious  Talons :  The  Allufion  may  be  to  the 
Harpies y  mention'd  by  Virgil,  whom  he  calls  Furies. 

 Vohis  Furiarum  maxima  pando. 

And  Hefychius  calls  them  ct^KcuijiKvi  Kwjai.  Mr.  Symp/on. 

But 
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But  that's  all  one,  I'll  fit  him  :  I  muft  up 

Unto  my  Maftcr,  he'll  be  mad  with  Study.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Charles. 

(22)  Char,  What  Noife  is  in  this  Houfe,  (my  Head  is 
With  feveral  Noifes ;  and  in  every  Corner ;  [broken!  ) 
As  if  the  Earth  were  (haken  with  fome  ftrange  Cholick, 
There  are  Stirs  and  Motions.  What  Planet  rules  this  Houfe  I 

Enter  Andrew. 

Who's  there?    And.  'Tis  I,  Sir,  faithful]  Andrew. 

Char.  Come  near. 
And  lay  thine  Ear  down  ;  hear'ft  no  Noife  ? 

And.  The  Cooks 
Are  chopping  Herbs  and  Mince-meat  to  make  Pies, 
And  breaking  Marrow-Bones — • 

Char.  Can  they  fet  them  again  ?  [ftronger. 

And.  Yes,  yes,  in  Broths  and  Puddings ;  and  they  grow 

(22)  What  Neife  is  in  this  Houfe^  my  Head  is  broken ,1  The  old 
Editions  have  handed  down  to  us  as  ridiculous  a  Blunder  upon  this 
PalTage,  as  ever  pafs'd  the  Prefs.    They  read  ; 

"  my  Head  is  hroketty 

Within  a  Parenthefis  in  e'v'ry  Corner  : 
Our  Learned  and  Ingenious  Mr.   C  i  b  b  e  r,  who  jumbled  the 
Cujiom  of  the  Country  and  this  Play  into  one  Comedy,  fagacioufly 
faw,  that  nvithin  a  Parenthefis  did  not  fo  harmonioufly  begin  a 
Verfe  j  he  has  therefore  altered  it  thus. 

My  Head  is  broken 
With  a  Parenthefis  in  eu'^ry  Corner  \ 
This  Gentleman,  I  fuppofe,  might  have  met  with  this  Scrap  of 
Latin,  which  is  faid  to  thofe  who  make  falfe  Grammar,  Diminuis 
Prifciani  Caput :  You  break  ?rtfcian\  Head.  Now  if  a  little  falfe 
Grammar  would  break  Prifcian's  Head,  he  naturally  concluded,  a 
common  Man's  Head  might  be  broken  with  a  Parenthefis  :  and  fo 

he  very  judicioufly  adopted  the  ExprelTion.  <  But  may  it  not  be 

asked,  how  did  this  Nonfenfe  Hip  at  lirft  into  the  old  Books  ?  I 
believe,  I  can  give  a  Solution  for  That.    Some  careful  Reader  had 
written  in  the  Margin  of  his  Book  at  the  Words, 
My  Head  is  broken 
Within  a  Parenthefis. 
But  forgetting  to  make  the  two  half  Moons,  which  form  a  Paren- 
thefis,  it  was  miftook  at  Prefs  for  a  part  of  the  Text,  and  thence  we 
derive  this  wonderful!  Interpolation. 

Vol.  II.  K  For 
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For  th'  Ufe  of  any  Man.  Char,  What  Sqiieaking's  that  ? 
Sure,  there  is  a  Maffacre.    jlnd.  Of  Pigs  and  Geefe,  Sir, 
And  Turkeys,  for  the  Spit.  The  Cooks  are  angry  Sirs, 
And  that  makes  up  the  Medly.    Char,  Do  they  thus 
At  every  Dinner  ?  I  ne'er  mark'd  them  yet, 
Nor  know,  who  is  a  Cook.  And,  They're  fometimes  fober, 
And  then  they  beat  as  gently  as  a  Tabor. 
Char,  What  Loads  are  thefe } 
And.  Meat,  Meat,  Sir,  for  the  Kitchen. 
And  (linking  Fowls  the  Tenants  have  fent  in  ; 
They 'J  I  ne'er  be  found  out  at  a  general  Eating, 
And  there's  fat  Venifon,  Sir. 

Char.  What's  that  ?    And,  Why,  Deer, 
Thofe  that  Men  fatten  for  their  private  Pleafures ; 
And  Jet  their  Tenants  ftarve  upon  the  Commons. 
Char.  I've  read  of  Deer,  but,  yet  I  ne'er  eat  any. 
And,  There's  a  Fifhmonger's  Boy  with  Caviar,  Sir  ; 
Anchoves,  and  Potargo,  to  make  ye  drink. 

Char.  Sure,  thefe  are  modern,  very  modern  Meats, 
For  I  underftand  'em  not.  And,  No  more  does  any  Man, 
From  Caca-merda,  or  a  Subftance  worfe, 
*Till  they  be  greas'd  with  Oil,  and  rubb'd  with  Onions, 
And  then  flung  out  of  Doors,  they  are  rare  Sallads. 

Char.  And  why  is  all  this,  prithee,  tell  me,  Andrew  F 
Are  there  any  Princes  to  dine  here  to  Day  ? 
By  this  Abundance,  fure,  there  ihou'd  be  Princes ; 
I've  read  of  Entertainment  for  the  Gods 
At  half  this  Charge ;  will  not  fix  Difhes  ferve  'em  ? 
I  never  had  but  one,  and  that  a  fmall  one. 

And.  Your  Brother's  married  this  Day,  he's  marry'd, 
Your  younger  Brother  Eujlace.    Char,  What  of  that.^* 

And,  And  all  the  Friends  about  are  bidden  hither ; 
There's  not  a  Dog,  that  knows  the  Houfe,  but  comes  too. 
Char.  Marry'd  !  to  whom  ? 
And.  Why,  to  a  dainty  Gentlewoman, 
Young,  fweet,  and  modeft. 

Char.  Are  there  modeft  Women  } 
How  do  they  look  ? 

And,  O,  you'd  blefs  your  felf  to  fee  them. 
He  parts  with's  Books,  he  ne'er  did  fo  before  yet ' 

Char. 
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Char,  What  does  my  Father  for  *em  ? 

And,  Gives  all  his  Land, 
And  makes  your  Brother  Heir.  Char.  Muft  1  have  nothing  ? 

And.  Yes,  you  muft  ftudy  ftill,  and  he'll  maintain  you. 

Char,  1  am  his  eldeft  Brother.    And,  True,  you  were  fo. 
But  he  has  leap'd  o'er  your  Shoulders,  Sir. 

Char.  'Tiswell, 
He'll  not  inherit  my  Underftanding  too  ? 

And,  I  think  not,  he'll  fcarce  find  Tenants  to  let  it 
Out  to.    Char,  Hark,  hark. 

And,  The  Coach  that  brings  the  Fair  Lady. 

£«/<fr  Lewis,  Angellina,  Ladies^  Notary ^i^c. 

And,  Now  you  may  fee  her. 

Char,  Sure,  this  fhould  be  modeft ; 
But  I  do  not  truly  know  what  Women  make  of  it, 
(2.3)  Andrew  \  flie  has  a  Face  looks  like  a  Story, 
The  Story  of  the  Heav'ns  looks  very  like  her. 

And,  She  has  a  wide  Face  then. 

Char,  She  has  a  Cherubin's, 
Cover'd  and  veil'd  with  modeft  Bluflies. 
Eujiace^  be  happy,  whilft  poor  Charles  is  patient. 

Get  me  my  Book  again,  and  come  in  with  me.-  • 

\^Exeunt. 

Enter  Brlfac,  Euftace,  Egremont,  Cowfy,  Miramont, 

and  Ladies, 

£n. Welcome,  fweet  Daughter  5  welcome,  noble  Brother  5 
And  you  are  welcome.  Sir,  with  all  your  Writings ; 
Ladies,  moft  welcome :  What,  my  angry  Brother ! 

(23)  She  has  a  Face  looks  like  a  Story, 

The  Story  of  the  Hea'v'ns  looks  'very  like  her.'\  I  have  not 
ventured  to  difturb  the  Text,  but  I  ought  to  lubjoin  Mr.  Senuard's 
ingenious  Conjefture  upon  this  Paffage.  **  As  1  can  fix  no  Idea  to 
**  the  Word  Story  here,  what  if  it  fhould  be  alterM  to  Glory  in  both 
"  Places  ?  Charles  fpeaks  in  a  fcholaflick  Stile ;  but,  of  all  Pcrfons 
**  in  the  Play,  ftiould  not  talk  Nonfenfe.  Mr.  Seaward, 

I  have  prefer vM  the  Word  Story,  becaufe  our  Authors  have  ufed  the 
(ame  Image  in  their  Fhilajler. 

 Houo  that  foolijh  Man, 

That  reads  the  Story  of  a  fVoman's  Fac«, 
^nd  dies  believing  it,  is  loft  for  ever  ! 
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You  muft  be  welcome  too,  the  Feaft  is  flat  elfe. 

iVi/'r.  I  come  not  for  your  Welcome,  I  expect  none 
I  bring  no  Joys  to  blefs  the  Bed  withal ; 
Nor  Songs,  nor  Mafques  to  glorify  the  Nuptials  5 
I  bring  an  angry  Mind  to  fee  your  Folly, 
A  fharp  one  too,  to  reprehend  you  for  it. 

Bri.  You'll  flay  and  dine  though  ? 

Mir.  All  your  Meat  fmells  mufty. 
Your  Table  will  Ihew  nothing  to  content  me. 

Bri.  ril  alTure  you,  here's  good  Meat. 

Mir.  But  your  Sawce  is  fcurvy. 
It  is  not  feafon'd  with  the  Sharpnefs  of  Difcretion. 

Euji.  It  feems,  your  Anger  is  at  me,  dear  Uncle. 

Mir,  Thou  art  not  worth  my  Anger,  th'art  a  Boy, 
A  Lump  o'chy  Father's  Likenefs,  made  of  nothing 
But  antick  Cloaths  and  Cringes ;  look  in  thy  Head, 
And  'twill  appear  a  Foot-ball  full  of  Fumes 
And  rotten  Smoke.    Lady,  I  pity  you. 
You  are  a  handfome  and  a  fweet  young  Lady, 
And  ought  to  have  a  handfome  Man  yok'd  t'ye. 
An  underftanding  too;  this  is  a  Gincrack, 
That  can  get  nothing  but  new  Fafhions  on  you ; 
For  fay,  he  have  a  Thing  fliap'd  like  a  Child, 
'Twill  either  prove  a  Tumbler  or  a  Tailor. 

Euft,  Thefe  are  but  harfli  Words,  Uncle. 

Mir.  So  1  mean  *em. 
Sir,  you  play  harfher  Play  w'your  elder  Brother, 

EuJi,  I  would  be  loth  to  give  you" 

Mir.  Do  not  venture, 
I'll  make  your  Wedding-cloaths  fit  clofer  t*ye  then ; 
I  but  difturb  you,  I'll  go  fee  my  Nephew. 

Lew.  Pray,  take  a  Piece  of  Rofemary. 

Mir.  ril  wear  ir. 
But,  for  the  Lady's  fake    and  none  of  yours  ; 
May  be,  I'll  fee  your  Table  too.    Bri.  Pray,  do,  Sir. 

Ang.  A  mad  old  Gentleman. 

Bri.  Yes,  faith,  fweet  Daughter, 
He  has  been  thus  his  whole  Age  to  my  Knowledge ; 
He  has  made  Charles  his  Heir,  I  know  that  certainly ; 
Then  why  fhould  he  grudge  Eujiace  any  thing  ? 
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A,ig,  I  would  not  have  a  light  Head,  nor  one  laden 
With  too  much  Learning,  as,  they  fay,  \}ci\%  Charles  is. 
That  makes  his  Book  his  Miftrefs.  Sure,  there's  fomething 
Hid  in  this  old  Man's  Anger,  that  declares  him 
Not  a  meer  Sot. 

Bri.  Come,  fliall  we  go  and  feal.  Brother  ? 
All  Things  are  ready,  and  the  Prieft  is  here. 
When  Charles  has  fet  his  Hand  unto  the  Writings, 
As  he  fhall  inftantly,  then  to  the  Wedding, 
And  fo  to  Dinner. 

Lew,  Come,  let's  feal  the  Book  firft, 
For  my  Daughter's  Jointure. 

Bri,  Let's  be  private  in't,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV. 


Enter  Charles,  Miramont,  and  Andrew. 

Mir,  Nay,  y'are  undone.    Char,  Hum ! 

Mir,  Ha'ye  no  greater  Feeling.? 

And,  You  were  moft  fenfible  of  the  great  Book,  Sir, 
When  it  fell  on  your  Head,  and,  now  the  Houfe 
Is  ready  to  fall,  do  you  feel  nothing?    Char.  Will 
He  have  my  Books  too  ?    Mir,  No,  he  has  a  Book, 
A  fair  one  too  to  read  on,  and  read  Wonders ; 
I  wou'd,  thou  had*ft  her  in  thy  Study,  Nephew ; 
An  'twere  but  to  new-ftring  her. 

Char,  Yes,  I  faw  her; 
Methought,  it  was  a  curious  Piece  of  Learning, 
Handfomly  bound,  and  of  a  dainty  Letter. 

And.  He  flung  away  his  Book.  

Mir,  I  like  that  in  him  ; 
'Wou'd,  he  had  flung  away  his  Dullnefs  too, 
And  fpake  to  her.  Char,  And  mufl:  my  Brother  have  all  ? 

Mir,  All  that  your  Father  has. 

Char,  And  that  fair  Woman  too.? 

Mir,  That  Woman  alfo.    Char,  He  has  enough  then. 
May  I  not  fee  her  fometimes,  and  call  her  Sifter  ? 
I  will  do  him  no  Wrong.    Mir,  This  makes  me  mad, 
I  cou'd  now  cry  for  Anger   thefe  old  Fools 
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Are  the  mofl:  ftubborn  and  the  wilfulleft  Coxcombs. 
Farewell,  and  fall  to  your  Book,  forget  your  Brother, 
You  are  my  Heir,  and  Til  provide  y'a  Wife : 
ril  look  upon  this  Marriage,  though  1  hate  it.  [^Exit. 

Enter  Brifac. 

Bri.  Where  is  my  Son  ? 

And,  There,  Sir,  cafting  a  Figure 
What  chopping  Children  his  Brother  fhall  have. 

BrL  He  does  well .  How  do'ft ,  Charles  ?  ftill  at  thy  Book  ? 

And.  He's  ftudying  now,  Sir,  who  fhall  be  his  Father. 

Bri.  Peace,  you  rude  Knave — Come  hither,  Charles^  be 

Char.  I  thank  you,  I  am  bufy  at  my  Book,  Sir.  [merry. 

Bri.  You  muft  put  your  Hand,  my  Charles^  as  1  wou'd 
Unto  a  little  Piece  of  Parchment  here,  [have  you. 

Only  your  Name,  you  write  a  reafonable  Hand. 

Char.  But  I  may  do  unreafbnably  to  write  it. 
What  is  it.  Sir  ?    Bri.  To  pafs  the  Land  I  have,  Sir, 
Unto  your  younger  Brother.    Char.  Is't  no  more  ? 

Bri.  No,  no,  *tis  nothing,  you  (hall  be  provided  for. 
And  new  Books  you  fliall  have  ftill,  and  new  Studies, 
And  have  your  Means  brought  in  without  thy  Care,  Boy  j 
And  one  ftill  to  attend  you. 

Char.  This  fliews  your  Love,  Father, 

Bri.  Vm  tender  to  you.    And.  Like  a  Stone,  I  take  it. 

Char.  Why,  Father,  I'll  go  down,  an't  pleafe  you  let  me, 
Becaufe  Td  fee  the  Thing  they  call  the  Gendewomanj 
I  fee  no  Women  but  through  Contemplation, 
And  there  Til  do't  before  the  Company, 
And  wifh  my  Brother  Fortune.    Bri.  Do,  I  prithee. 

Char.  I  muft  not  ftay,  for  I  have  Things  above 
Require  my  Study.    Bri.  No,  thou  ftialt  not  ftay  ; 
Thou  ftialt  have  a  brave  Dinner  too.    And.  Now  has  he 
O'erthrown  himfelf  for  ever  ;  I  will  down 
Jnto  the  Cellar,  and  be  ftark  drunk  for  Anger;  Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Lewis,  Angellina,  Euftace,  Briefly  Ladies^ 
Cowfy,  Notary^  and  Miramont. 

Not.  Come,  let  him  bring  his  Son's  Hand,  and  all's  done. 

Is 


Hjc  Elder  Brother.  135 

Is  yours  ready  ?  Triefi.  Yes,  1*11  difpatch  ye  prefently. 
Immediately,  for,  in  Truth,  I  am  hungry. 

Euft,  Do,  fpeak  apace,  for  we  believe  exadlly : 
Do  not  we  ftay  long,  Miftrefs?    Ang,  I  find  no  P'ault, 
Better  Things  well  done  than  want  Time  to  do  them. 
Uncle,  why  are  you  fad  ?    Mir.  Sweet-fmelling  BlofTom, 
'Wou'd,  I  were  thine  Uncle  to  thine  own  Content, 
I'd  make  thy  Husband's  State  a  thoufand  better, 
A  yearly  thoufand  ;  thou  haft  mifs'd  a  Man, 
(But  that  he  is  addidled  to  his  Study, 
x'lnd  knows  no  other  Miftrefs  than  his  Mind) 
Wou'd  weigh  down  Bundles  of  thefe  empty  Kexes, 

Ang,  Can  he  fpeak.  Sir? 

Mir.  'Faith,  yes,  but  not  to  Women: 
His  Language  is  to  Hcav'n,  and  heav'nly  Wonders; 
To  Nature,  and  her  dark  and  fecret  Caufes. 

Ang,  And  does  he  fpeak  well  there? 

Mir.  O,  admirably; 
But  he's  too  baftiful  to  behold  a  Woman, 
There's  none  that  fees  him,  nor  he  troubles  none, 

Ang,  He  is  a  Man. 

Mir,  Yes,  and  a  clear  fweet  Spirit. 

Ang,  Then  Converfation,  methinks— — 

Mir,  So  think  I  too. 
But  'tis  his  rugged  Fate,  and  fo  I  leave  you. 

Ang,  1  like  thy  Noblenefs.    Euft,  See,  my  mad  Uncle 
Is  courting  my  fair  Miftrefs.    Lew,  Let  him  alone ; 
There's  nothing  that  allays  an  angry  Mind 
So  foon  as  a  fweet  Beauty    he'll  come  to  us. 

Enter  Brifac,  and  Charles. 

Euft,  My  Father's  here,  my  Brother  too!  that's  a 

Wonder ; 

Broke  like  a  Spirit  from  his  Cell.    Bri,  Come  hither. 

Come  nearer,  Charles ;  'twas  your  Defire  to  fee 

My  noble  Daughter,  and  the  Company, 

And  give  your  Brother  Joy,  and  to  feal.  Boy. 

You  do  like  a  good  Brother,    hew.  Marry,  does  he. 

And  he  fliall  have  my  Love  for  ever  for't. 

Put  to  your  Hand  now.  Not,  Here's  the  Deed,  Sir,  ready. 

K  4  Cbar^ 


136  Hoe  Elder  Brother. 


Char,  No,  you  muft  pardon  me  a  while ;  I  tell  ye, 
I  am  in  Contemplation,  do  not  trouble  me. 

Bri,  Come,  leave  thy  Study,  Charles, 

Char,  ril  leave  my  Life  firft  \ 
I  ftudy  now  to  be  a  Man,  I've  found  it. 
Before,  what  Man  was,  was  but  my  Argument. 

Mir,  I  like  this  beft  of  all,  he  has  taken  Fire, 
His  dull  Mift  flies  away.    Euft*  Will  you  write.  Brother  ? 

Char,  No,  Brother,  no ;  I  have  no  Time  for  poor  Things ; 
I'm  taking  the  Height  of  that  bright  Conftellation. 

Bri,  I  fay,  you  trifle  Time,  Son. 

Char,  I  will  not  feal.  Sir  ; 
I  am  your  Eldeft,  and  I'll  keep  my  Birth-right ; 
For,  Heav'n  forbid,  I  fhould  become  Example; 
Had  y'  only  fhew'd  me  Land,  I  had  delivered  it. 
And  been  a  proud  Man  to  have  parted  with  it ; 
*Tis  Dirt,  and  Labour.    Do  I  fpeak  right.  Uncle 

Mir,  Bravely,  my  Boy ;  and  blefs  thy  Tongue  I 

Char,  ril  forward ; 
But  you  have  open'd  to  me  fuch  a  Treafure, 
I  find  my  Mind  free ;  Heav'n  dired  my  Fortune ! 

Mir,  Can  he  fpeak  now?  Is  this  a  Son  to  facrifice? 

Char,  Such  an  inimitable  Piece  of  Beauty, 
That  I  have  ftudied  long,  and  now  found  only. 
That  ril  part  fooner  with  my  Soul  of  Reafon,  J 
And  be  a  Plant,  a  Beaft,  a  Fifli,  a  Fly,  ^ 
And  only  make  the  Number  of  Things  up. 
Than  yield  one  Foot  of  Land,  if  fhe  be  ty'd  to  *t. 

Lew.  He  fpeaks  unhappily. 

jing.  And,  methinks,  bravely; 
This  the  meer  Scholar 

Euft,  You  but  vex  your  felf.  Brother, 
And  vex  your  Study  too.    Char,  Go  you  and  ftudy, 
*Tis  Time,  young  Euft  ace ;  you  want  both  Man  and  Man- 
I've  ftudy'd  Both,  although  I  made  no  Shew  on't.  [ners  : 
Go  turn  the  Volumes  over  I  have  read, 
Eat  and  digeft  them,  that  they  may  grow  in  thee ; 
Wear  out  the  tedious  Night  with  thy  dim  Lamps, 
And  fooner  lofe  the  Day  than  leave  a  Doubt ; 
Piftill  the  Sweetnefs  from  the  Poets'  Spring, 
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And  learn  to  love ;  thou  know'ft  not  what  Fair  is : 
Traverfe  the  Stories  of  the  greateft  Heroes, 
The  wife  and  civil  Lives  of  good  Men  walk  through ; 
Thou  haft  feen  nothing  but  the  Face  of  Countries, 
And  brought  home  nothing  but  their  empty  Words: 
Why  (hou'dft  thou  wear  a  Jewel  of  this  Worth? 
That  haft  no  Worth  within  thee  to  preferve  her. 

Beauty  clear  and  fair^ 

Where  the  Air 
Rather  like  a  Perfume  dwells ; 

Where  the  Violet  and  the  Rofe 

Their  blue  Feins  in  Blujh  difclofey 
And  come  to  honour  nothing  elfe. 

Where  to  live  hut  near^ 

Planted  there^ 
Is  ftill  to  live,  and  ftill  live  new ; 

Where  to  gain  a  Favour  is 

More  than  Light,  perpetual  Blifs, 
O !  Make  me  live  by  ferving  you. 

"Dear,  again  recall, 
To  this  Light, 

A  Stranger  to  himfelf  and  all ; 
Both  the  Wonder  and  the  Story 
Shall  he  yours,  and  eke  the  Glory : 

I  am  your  Servant,  and  your  Thrall, 

Mir,  Speak  fuch  another  Ode,  and  take  all  yet. 
What  fay  ye  to  the  Scholar  now  ?    Ang,  I  wonder  5 
Is  he  your  Brother,  Sir  ? 

Euft,  Yes ;  'wou'd,  he  were  buried ! 
(24)  I  fear,  he'Jl  make  an  Afs  of  me  j  a  Younker. 

(24)  /  feaVf  he'' II  make  an  Afs  of  me  \  a  Younger.]  A  Younger 
what  ?  He  was  already  his  younger  Brother.  I  hope,  I  may  ven  • 
ture  to  fay,  that  I  have  retriev'd  the  Original  Word.  A  Younker^ 
among  the  Sailors^  is  a  Lad  employM  in  the  moft  fervile  Offices  be- 
longing to  the  Ship ;  fuch  as  fvvabbing  the  Deck,  taking  in  the  Top- 
iails,  flinging  the  Yards,  taking  their  Turns  at  the  Helm/dsfc . 

Ang. 
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Jng,  Speak  not  fo  foftly,  Sir-,  'tis  very  likely.*  

Bri.  Come,  leave  your  finical  Talk,  and  let's  difpatch. 
Char,  Difpatch?  What?  [Charles, 
Bri.  Why,  the  Land.    Char,  You  are  deceived,  Sir; 
Now  I  perceive  what  'tis  that  wooes  a  Woman,  [here. 
And  what  maintains  her  when  (he's  woo'd :   1*11  flop 
A  willfall  Poverty  ne'er  made  a  Beauty, 
Nor  Want  of  Means  maintain'd  it  virtuoufly  : 
Though  Land  and  Monies  be  no  Happinefs, 
Yet  they  are  counted  good  Additions. 
That  Ufe  I'll  make,  he  that  negledls  a  Bleffing, 
Though  he  want  prefent  Knowledge  how  to  ufe  it, 
Negleftshimfelf.  May  be,  1  have  done  you  Wrong,  Lady, 
Whofe  Love  and  Hope  went  Hand  in  Hand  together  \ 
May  be,  my  Brother,  that  has  long  expedled 
The  happy  Hour,  and  blefs'd  my  Ignorance— 
(Pray,  give  me  Leave,  Sir,  I  fhall  clear  all  Doubts.) 
Why  did  they  fhew  me  you  ?  Pray,  tell  me  that. 
{Mir.  He'll  talk  thee  into  a  Penfion  for  thy  Knavery.) 
Char.  You,  happy  you,  why  did  you  break  unto  me  ? 
(25)  The  rofie-finger'd  Morn  ne'er  broke  fo  fweetly. 
I  am  a  Man  and  have  Defires  within  me, 
Affedlions  too,  though  they  were  drown'd  a  while. 
And  lay  dead,  till  the  Spring  of  Beauty  rais'd  them; 
Till  I  faw  thofe  Eyes,  1  was  but  a  Lump, 
A  Chaos  of  Confufcdnefs  dwelt  in  me  ; 
Then  from  thofe  Eyes  (hot  Love,  and  he  diftinguifli'd. 
And  into  Form  he  drew  my  Faculties; 
And  now  I  know  my  Land,  and  now  I  love  too. 
Bri,  We  had  beft  remove  the  Maid. 
Char.  It  is  too  late.  Sir, 
I  have  her  Figure  here.    Nay,  frown  not.  Enlace^ 
There  are  lefs  worthy  Souls  for  younger  Brothers ; 
This  is  no  Form  of  Silk  but  Sandity, 
Which  wild  lafcivious  Hearts  can  never  dignify. 
Remove  her  where  you  will,  I  walk  along  ftill, 

(25)  7he  rofie-finger'd  Morn.']  Several  of  the  old  Carta's  read 
rofie  fugred  Morn ;  a  Corruption,  that,  I  prefume,  was  occafioned  by 
the  Word,  f^xeetly,  following.  But  our  Poets  deriv'd  their  compound 
Epithet  from  Homer,  ^ij" (/cTit/Z-'A®-  "HJj. 

For, 
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For,  like  the  Light,  we  make  no  Separation ; 

You  may  fooner  part  the  Billows  of  the  Sea, 

And  put  a  Bar  betwixt  their  Fellowfhips, 

Than  blot  out  my  Remembrance ;  fooner  Ihut 

Old  Time  into  a  Den,  and  ftay  his  Motion  ; 

Wafli  off  the  fwift  Hours  from  his  downy  Wings, 

Or  (leal  Eternity  to  ftop  his  Glafs, 

Than  (hut  the  fweet  Idea  I  have  in  me. 

Room  for  an  elder  Brother!  pray,  give  place.  Sir. 

Mir.  H'as  ftudied  Duel  too,  take  heed,  he'll  beat  thee. 
H'as  frighted  the  old  Juftice  into  a  Fever ; 
I  hope,  he'll  difinherit  him  too  for  an  Afs ; 
For,  though  he  be  grave  with  Years,  he's  a  great  Baby. 

Char,  Do  not  you  think  me  mad  ? 

Ang,  No,  certain.  Sir. 
I  have  heard  nothing  from  you  but  Things  excellent. 

Char,  You  look  upon  my  Cloaths  and  laugh  at  me. 
My  fcurvy  Cloaths!  Ang,  They  have  rich  Linings,  Sir; 
I  wou'd,  your  Brother  Char.  His  are  Gold  and  gawdy. 

*Ang.  But  touch  'em  inwardly,  they  fmell  of  Copper. 

Char.  Can  ye  love  me  ?  I  am  an  Heir,  fweet  Lady, 
However  I  appear  a  poor  Dependant; 
Love  you  with  Honour,  I  fliall  love  fo  ever :  , 
Is  your  Eye  ambitious?  I  may  be  a  great  Man. 
Is't  Wealth  or  Land  you  covet  ?  My  Father  muft  die. 

Mir,  That  was  well  put  in  \  I  hope,  he'll  take  it  deeply. 

Char.  014  Men  are  not  immortal,  as  I  take  it ; 
What  is't,  you  look  for,  Youth  and  Handfbmenefs  ? 
I  do  confefs,  my  Brother's  a  handfome  Gentleman, 
But  he  fhall  give  me  Leave  to  lead  the  Way,  Lady. 
Can  you  love  for  Love,  and  make  that  the  Reward  } 
The  old  Man  fliall  not  love  his  Heaps  of  Gold 
With  a  more  doting  Superftition, 
Than  I  love  you  ;  the  young  Man,  his  Delights  ; 
The  Merchant,  when  he  ploughs  the  angry  Sea  up. 
And  fees  the  Mountain-Billows  falling  on  him. 
As  if  all  Elements,  and  all  their  Angers, 
Were  turn'd  into  one  vow'd  Deftrudion,- 
Shall  not  with  greater  Joy  embrace  his  Safety. 
We'll  live  together  like  two  wanton  Vines, 

Circling 
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Circling  our  Souls  and  Loves  in  one  another ; 
We'll  fpring  together,  and  we'll  bear  one  Fruit, 
One  Joy  fhall  make  us  fmile,  and  one  Grief  mourn, 
One  Age  go  with  us,  and  one  Hour  of  Death 
Shall  fliut  our  Eyes,  and  one  Grave  make  us  happy. 

Ang,  And  one  Hand  feal  the  Match ;  I'm  yours  for  ever. 

Lew.  Nay,  ftay,  ftay,  ftay. 

j^ng.  Nay,  certainly,  'tis  done,  Sir. 

(26)  ^n.There  was  a  Contrad, — Ang,  Only  conditional. 
That  if  he  had  the  Land,  he  had  my  Love  too ; 
This  Gentleman's  the  Heir,  and  he'll  maintain  it. 
Pray,  be  not  angry.  Sir,  at  what  I  fay ; 
Or  if  you  be,  'tis  at  your  own  Adventure. 
You  have  the  Outfide  of  a  pretty  Gentleman, 
But,  by  my  Troth,  your  Infide  is  but  barren  ; 
'Tis  not  a  Face  I  only  am  in  Love  with. 
Nor  will  I  fay,  your  Face  is  excellent ; 
A  reafonable  hunting  Face,  to  court  the  Wind  with ; 
Nor  th'are  not  Words,  unlefs  they  be  well  plac'd  too. 
Nor  your  fweet  Damnee's^  nor  your  hired  Verfes, 
Nor  telling  me  of  deaths,  nor  Coach  and  Horfes, 
No,  nor  your  Vifits  each  Day  in  new  Suits, 
Nor  your  black  Patches  you  wear  varioufly, 
(27)  Some  cut  like  Stars,  fome  in  half  Moons,  fomc 
Lozenges. 

(All  which  but  fhew  you  ftill  a  younger  Brother)——- 
Mir,  Gra'mercy,  Wench,  thou  haft  a  noble  Soul  too. 
Ang,  Nor  your  long  Travels,  nor  your  litde  Knowledge, 

Can  make  me  dote  upon  you.    Faith,  go  ftudy. 

And  glean  fome  Goodnefs,  that  you  may  ftiew  manly  ; 

(Your  Brother  at  my  Suit,  Pm  fure,  will  teach  you,) 

Or  only  ftudy  how  to  get  a  Wife,  Sir, 

(26)  Bri.  ^here  nvas  a  ContraEi^  Mr.  Sympfon  is  inclined  to  think, 
from  the  Tenor  of  AngellincCz  fubfequent  Speech,  that  thefe  Words 
Ihould  be  placed  to  Eujlace,  not  to  Brifac.  But  as  ftie  addrefles  her 
felf  firft  to  the  Father,  and  then  to  ^ujlace,  I  think,  Brifac  might 
fay  thefe  Words  as  properly  as  the  other. 

(27)  Some  cut  like  Stars,  fome  in  half  Moons,  fome  Lozenges.] 
Stars  J  half  Moonsj  and  MulletSy  are  ufed  in  Coats  of  Arms,  either  as 
Bearings,  or  Differences  in  the  younger  Branches  of  Families ;  Lozenges ^ 
as  I  take  it,  are  only  appropriated  to  unmarried  Women,  and  Widows.  - 

You're 
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You're  caft  behind,  'tis  good  you  fliould  be  melancholy. 
It  fhews  like  a  Gamefter  that  has  loft  his  Money, 
And  'tis  the  Fafhion  to  wear  your  Arm  in  a  Scarf,  Sir, 
For  you  have  had  a  fhrewd  Cut  o'er  the  Fingers. 

Zw.Butare  you  in  earneft  ?  Jng.Yes,  believe  me, Father, 
You  fhall  ne'er  chufe  for  me;  you're  old  and  dim.  Sir, 
And  th'  Shadow  of  the  Earth  eclips'd  your  Judgment. 
You've  had  your  Time  without  Controul,  dear  Father, 
And  you  muft  give  me  Leave  to  take  mine  now.  Sir.    [to  ? 

Bri.Thls  is  the  laft  Time  of  asking,  will  you  fet  yourHand 

Char,  This  is  the  laft  Time  of  anfwering,  I  will  never. 

Bri.  Out  of  my  Doors!    Char,  Moft  willingly. 

Mir,  He  lhall,  Jew, 
Thou  of  the  Tribe  of  Man-y-aps,  Coxcomb, 
And  never  trouble  thee  more  till  thy  Chops  be  cold,  Fool. 

j4ng.  Muft  I  be  gone  too  ?  Lew.  I  will  never  know  thee. 

j^ng.  Then  this  Man  will,  what  Fortune  he  fliall  run,  Fa- 
Be't  good  or  bad,  I  muft  partake  it  with  him.  [ther. 

Enter  Egremont. 

Egre,  When  fhall  the  Mafque  begin  ?   Euji,  'Tis  done 
All,  all,  is  broken  off;  I  am  undone.  Friend ;  [already. 
My  Brother's  wife  again,  and  has  fpoil'd  all. 
Will  not  releafe  the  Land,  has  won  the  Wench  too. 

Egre,  Cou'd  he  not  ftay  till  th' Mafque  was  paft  ?  w'arc 
ready. 

What  a  fcurvy  Trick  is  this  ?  Mir.  O  you  may  vanifti, 
Perform  it  at  fome  Hall,  where  the  Citizens  Wives 
May  fee't  for  fix  Pence  a  Piece,  and  a  cold  Supper. 
Come,  let's  go,  Charles ;  and  now,  my  noble  Daughter, 
ril  fell  the  Titles  of  my  Houfe  e'er  thou  fhalt  want.  Wench. 
Rate  up  your  Dinner,  Sir,  and  fell  it  cheap. 
Some  younger  Brother  will  take't  up  in  Commodities. 
Send  you  Joy,  Nephew  Euftace  ;  if  ye  ftudy  the  Law, 
Keep  your  great  Pippin-pies,  they'll  go  far  with  ye. 

Char.  I'd  have  your  Blefling. 

Bri.  No,  no,  meet  me  no  more, 
Farewel,  thou  wilt  blaft  mine  Eyes  elfe.  Char.  I  will  not. 

Lew.  Nor  fend  not  you  for  Gowns.  • 

Ang.  I'll  wear  coarfe  Flannel  firft, 

BrL 
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Bri.  Come,  let's  go  take  fome  Counfeh 
Lew,  'Tis  too  late. 

Bri.  Then  ftay  and  dine ;  it  may  be,  we  fhall  vex  *em. 

[ExemL 


A  C  T    IV.     S  C  E  N  E  1. 

Enter  Brifac,  Euftace,  Egremont,  and  Cowfy. 

Bri,  I^E'er  talk  to  me,  you  are  no  Men  but  Mafquers, 
Shapes,  Shadows,  and  the  Signs  of  Men,  Court- 
That  every  Breath,  or  breaks,  or  blows  away  [bubbles. 
You  have  no  Souls,  no  Mettle  in  your  Bloods, 
No  Heat  to  ftir  ye  when  ye  have  Occafion  ; 
Frozen  dull  Things  that  muft  be  turn'd  with  Leavers, 
Are  you  the  Courtiers  and  the  travell'd  Gallants  ? 
The  fpritely  Fellows,  that  the  People  talk  of  ? 
(2S)  You've  no  more  Spirit  than  three  fleepy  Sots. 

Eufl,  What  would  ye  have  me  do.  Sir  ? 

Bri.  Follow  your  Brother, 
And  get  ye  out  of  Doors,  and  feek  your  Fortune  ; 
Stand  ftill  becalm'd,  and  let  an  aged  Dotard, 
A  hair-brain'd  Puppy  and  a  bookifh  Boy, 
That  never  knew  a  Blade  above  a  Penknife, 
And  how  to  cut  his  Meat  in  Charadlcrs, 
Crofs  my  Defign,  and  take  thy  own  Wench  from  thee. 
In  mine  own  Houfe  too?  Thou  defpis'd,  poor.  Fellow  ? 

Etifi.  The  Reverence  that  I  ever  bare  to  you.  Sir, 
Then  to  my  Uncle,  with  whom  'thad  been  but  Sawcinefs 
T'  have  been  fo  rough  —  Egre.  And  we  not  feeing  him 
Strive  in  his  own  Caufe,  that  was  Principal, 
And  ihou'd  have  led  us  on,  thought  it  ill  Manners 
To  'gin  a  Quarrel  here.  Bri,  You  dare  do  nothing. 

(28)  Tou<ve  no  more  Spirit  than  three  Jleepy  Sops.]  Tho'  feveral  of 
the  old  Sluarto%  agree  in  this  Reading,  as  the  Impreflion  in  1 65 1 
has  it  SotSy  i.  e.  Fellows  befotted  by  Drink,  or  Dullnefs,  I  have 
•adopttd  that  Reading  j  the  other,  1  think,  conveys  too  remote  an 
Idea. 

Do 
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Do  you  make  your  Care  th*  Excufe  of  your  Cowardlinefs  ? 
Three  Boys  on  Hobby- horfes,  with  three  penny  Halberts, 
Would  beat  you  all. 

Cow.  You  muft  not  fay  fo.    Bri,  Yes, 
And  fing  it  too.    Cow.  You  are  a  Man  of  Peace, 
Therefore  we  mufl:  give  Way.  Bri.  I'll  make  my  Way, 
And  therefore  quickly  leave  me,  or  I'll  force  you  \ 
And,  having  firft  torn  off  your  flaunting  Feathers, 
I'll  trample  on  'em  \  and  if  that  cannot  teach  you 
To  quit  my  Houfe,  Til  kick  ye  out  of  my  Gates; 
(29)  YoCi  gawdy  Glow-worms,  carrying  feeming  Fire, 
Yet  have  no  Heat  within  ye !    Cow.  O  bleft  Travell ! 
How  much  we  owe  thee  for  our  Pow'r  to  fuffer  .^^ 

Egre.  Some  fpleenative  Youths  now,  that  had  never  feen 
More  than  their  Country  Smoke,  wou'd  grow  in  Choler ; 
It  would  fhew  fine  in  us.    Eufi,  Yes,  marry,  wou'd  it. 
That  are  prime  Courtiers,  and  muft  know  no  Angers ; 
But  give  Thanks  for  our  Injuries,  if  we  purpofe 
To  hold  our  Places.    Bru  Will  you  find  the  Door, 
And  find  it  fuddenly    You  fhall  lead  the  Way,  Sir, 
With  your  perfum'd  Retinue,  and  recover 
The  now  loft  Angellina  \  or,  build  on  it, 
I  will  adopt  fome  Beggar's  doubtful  Iflfue, 
Before  thou  fhalt  inherit.    Euft,  We'll  to  Counfel, 
And  what  may  be  clone  by  Man's  Wit  or  Valour 
We'll  put  in  Execution.    Bri.  Do,  or  never 
Hope  I  (hall  know  thee.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Lewis. 

Lew.  O  Sir,  have  I  found  you  ? 

Bn.  I  never  hid  my  felf :  Whence  flows  this  Fury, 
With  which,  as  it  appears,  you  come  to  fright  me  ? 

Lew.  I  fmell  a  Plot,  a  meer  Confpiracy, 
Among  ye  all,  to  defeat  me  of  my  Daughter ; 
And  if  fhe  be  not  fuddenly  deliver'd, 

(29)  Tou  gaixjdy  G\ovf-yiOxm%y  r^rry/»^  feeming  Fire, 

Yet  have  no  Heat  nuithin  you !  ]  How  finely  has  Shake- 
speare exprefsM  this  Thought  in  his  Hamlet  f 
T^e  Glow-worm  J&eavs  the  Matin  to  be  near. 
And  ''gins  to  pale  his  inefftdual  Fire. 

Untainted 
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Untainted  in  her  Reputation  too, 

The  beft  of  Trance  Ihall  know  how  I  am  juggled  with. 

She  is  my  Heir,  and  if  fhe  may  be  ravilh'd 

Thus  from  my  Care,  farewel,  Nobihty  ! 

Honour  and  Blood  are  meer  negledled  Nothings. 

Bru  Nay,  then,  my  Lord,  you  go  too  far,  and  tax  him, 
"Whofe  Innocence  underftands  not  what  Fear  is. 
If  your  unconftant  Daughter  wiiJ  not  dwell 
On  Certainties,  muft  you  thenceforth  conclude 
That  I  am  fickle  ?  what  have  I  omitted, 
To  make  good  my  Integrity  and  Truth  ? 
Nor  can  her  Lightnefs,  nor  your  Suppofition, 
Caft  an  Afperfion  on  me.    Lew,  I  am  wounded 
In  Fad,  nor  can  Words  cure  it  ;  Do  not  trifle 
But  fpeedily,  once  more  I  do  repeat  it, 
Reftore  my  Daughter  as  I  brought  her  hither, 
Or  you  fhall  hear  from  me  in  fuch  a  Kind, 
J\s  you  will  blufh  to  anfwer.  —  ^Eait  Lewis. 

Bri,  All  the  World, 
I  think,  confpires  to  vex  me,  yet  I  will  not' 
Torment  my  felf ;  fome  fprightful  Mirth  muft  banifli 
The  Rage  and  Melancholy  which  hathalmoft  choak'dme-, 
T'a  knowing  Man  'tis  Phyfick,  and  *tis  thought  one; 
One  merry  Hour  I'll  have,  in  Spite  of  Fortune, 
To  chear  my  Heart,  and  this  is  that  appointed  ; 
This  Night  I'll  hug  my  Lilly  in  my  Arms, 
Provocatives  are  fent  before  to  chear  me  ; 
We  old  Men  need  'em,  and,  though  we  pay  dear 
For  our  ftoln  Pleafures,  fb  it  be  done  fecurely. 
The  Charge,  much  like  a  fharp  Sauce,  gives  'em  Relifh. 
Well,  honeft  Andrew^  I  gave  you  a  Farm, 
And  it  fhall  have  a  Beacon,  to  give  Warning 
To  my  other  Tenants  when  the  Foe  approaches ; 
And  prefently,  you  being  beftow'd  ellewhere, 
I'll  grafF  it  with  Dexterity  on  your  Forehead  ; 
Indeed,  I  will ;  Lilly^  I  come  \  poor  Andrew !  Ex. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  11. 

Enter  Miramont,  and  Andrew. 

Mir,  Do  they  chafe  roundly  ? 

^nd.  As  they  were  rub'd  with  Soap,  Sir. 
And  now  they  fwear  aloud,  now  calm  again, 
Like  a  Ring  of  Bells,  whofe  Sound  the  Wind  ftill  alters  ; 
And  then  they  fit  in  Council  what  to  do. 
And  then  they  jar  again,  what  lhall  be  done ; 
They  talk  of  Warrants  from  the  Parliament, 
Complaints  to  th'  King,  and  Forces  from  the  Province, 
They  have  a  thoufand  Heads  in  a  thoufand  Minutes, 
Yet  ne'er  a  one  Head  worth  a  Head  of  Garlick,  ['em, 

Mir.  Long  may  they  chafe,  and  long  may  we  laugh  at 
A  couple  of  pure  Puppies  yoak'd  together  ! 
But  what  fays  the  young  Courtier,  Mafter  Euftace, 
And  his  two  warlike  Friends  ?  Aiid,  They  fay  but  little. 
How  much  they  think,  I  know  not;  they  look  ruefully. 
As  if  they  had  newly  come  from  a  Vaulting-Houfe, 
And  had  been  quite  (hot  through  'tween  Wind  and  Water 
By  a  flie  Dunkirk^  and  had  fprung  a  Leak,  Sir. 
Certain,  my  Mafter  was  to  blame.  Aiir.  Why,  Andrew  f 

And,  To  take  away  the  Wench  o'th'  fudden  from  him. 
And  give  him  no  lawful  Warning  \  he  is  tender. 
And  of  a  young  Girl's  Conftitution,  Sir, 
Ready  to  get  the  Green-ficknefs  with  Conceit ; 
Had  he  but  ta'en  his  Leave  in  travelling  Language, 
(^o)  Or  brought  an  Elegy  of  his  Condolement, 
That  th'  World  might  have  ta'en  Notice  he  had  been 
An  Afs,  it  had  been  fome  Savour.  Mir,  Thou  fay'ft  true. 
Wife  Andrew^  but  thefe  Scholars  are  fuch  Things 
When  they  can  prattle. 

(30)  Or  bought  an  "Elegy  of  his  Condolement 

7hat  th*  World  might  hanje  ta'en  Notice  had  he  been 
An  Afsy  it  had  been  fome  Favour.]  But  why  muft  Charles^ 
who  was  a  Scholar,  and  perhaps,  a  Poet,  buy  an  Elegy  ?  He  might 
have  composed  one;  and  then  there  had  been  fome  Relifli  in  the 
Affair.  The  two  Words,  which  I  haye  alterM,  are  from  the  Autho- 
rity of  the  old  ^artQ%, 

Vol.  11.  L  And. 
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And,  Very  parlous  Things,  Sir. 

Mir.  And  when  they  gain  the  Liberty  to  diftinguifh 
The  Difference  'twixc  a  Father  and  a  Fool, 
To  look  below  and  fpy  a  younger  Brother, 
Pruning  and  drefling  up  his  Expe£tations 
In  a  rare  Glals  of  Beauty,  too  good  for  him  ; 
Thefe  dreaming  Scholars  then  turn  Tyrants,  Andrew^ 
And  fhew  no  Mercy.  And,  The  more  the  pity.  Sir. 

Mir.  Thou  told'ft  me  of  a  Trick  to  catch  my  Brother, 
And  anger  him  a  little  farther,  Andrew, 
It  fhall  be  only  Anger,  I  affure  thee, 
And  a  little  Shame.    And.  And  I  can  fit  you,  Sir ; 
Hark  in  your  Ear.   Mir.  Thy  Wife 

And.  So  I  aflure  ye : 
This  Night  at  Twelve  o'  Clock. 

Mir.  'Tis  neat  and  handfome  ; 
There  are  twenty  Crowns  due  to  thy  Project,  Andrew. 
I've  time  to  vifit  Charles.^  and  fee  what  Lecture 
He  reads  to  his  Miftrefs.    That  done,  I'll  not  fail 
To  be  with  you. 

And.  Nor  I  to  watch  my  Matter.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Angellina,  and  Sylvia  with  a  Taper. 

Ang.  I'm  worfe  than  e'er  I  was,  for  now  I  fear 
That  that  I  love.  That  that  I  only  dote  on  ; 
He  follows  me  through  every  Room  I  pafs. 
And  with  a  ftrong-fet  Eye  he  gazes  on  me. 
As  if  his  Spark  of  Innocence  were  blown 
Into  a  Flame  of  Luft  ;  Virtue  defend  me! 
His  Uncle  too  is  abfent,  and  'tis  Night ; 
And  what  thefe  Opportunities  may  teach  him  — 
What  Fear  and  endlefs  Care  'tis,  to  be  honell  I 
To  be  a  Maid,  what  Mifery,  what  Mifchief ! 
*Wou'd,  I  were  rid  of  it,  fo  it  were  fairly! 

Syl.  You  need  not  fear  that,  will  you  be  a  Child  ftill  ? 
He  follows  you,  but  ftill  to  look  upon  you  ; 
Or  if  he  did  defire  to  lye  with  ye, 

'Tis 
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'Tis  but  your  own  Defire,  you  Jove  for  that  End  \ 
I'll  lay  my  Life,  if  he  were  now  a- bed  w'ye. 
He  is  fo  modeft,  he  would  fall  afleep  ftraight. 

Ang,  Dare  you  venture  that  ? 

SyL  Let  him  confent,  and  have  at  ye, 
I  fear  him  not,  he  knows  not  what  a  Woman  is  ; 
Nor  how  to  find  the  Myftery  Men  aim  at. 
Are  you  afraid  of  your  own  Shadow,  Madam  ? 

Ang^,  He  follows  ftill,  yet  with  a  fober  Face  ; 
'Wou'd^  I  might  know  the  worft,  and  then  I  were  fatisfied. 

Syl.  ifou  may  know  Both,  let  him  but  go  with  yc. 

Enter  Charles. 

Char.  Why  do  you  fly  me  ?  What  have  I  fo  ill 
About  me,  or  within  me,  to  deferve  it  ? 

Ang,  I  am  going  to  Bed,  Sir. 

Char,  And  I  am  come  to  light  ye  ; 
I  am  a  Maid,  and  'tis  a  Maiden's  Office; 
You  may  have  me  to  Bed  without  a  Scruple, 
And  yet  I  am  chary  too  who  comes  about  me. 
Two  Innocents  fhould  not  fear  one  another.  [Madam, 

Syl.  The  Gentleman  fays  true.    Pluck  up  your  Heart, 

Char.  The  glorious  Sun,  both  rifing  and  declining. 
We  boldly  look  upon  ;  even  then,  fweet  Lady, 
When,  like  a  modeft  Bride,  he  draws  Night's  Curtains  j 
Even  then  he  blulhes,  that  Men  fhou'd  behold  him. 

Ang.  I  fear,  he  will  perfuade  me  to  miflake  him. 

Syl.  'Tis  eafily  done,  if  you  will  give  your  mind  to't. 

Ang.  Pray  ye,  to  your  Bed. 

Char.  Why  not  to  yours,  dear  Miftrefs  ? 
One  Heart  and  one  Bed. 

Ang.  True,  Sir,  when  'tis  lawfull : 
But  yet  you  know  

Char.  I  wou'd  not  know,  forget  it ; 
Thofe  are  but  fickly  Loves  that  hang  on  Ceremony, 
Nurft  up  with  Doubts  and  Fears ,  ours  high  and  healthfulli 
Full  of  Belief,  and  fit  to  teach  the  Prieft; 
Love  fhould  feal  firft,  then  Hands  confirm  the  Bargain. 

Ang.  I  fhall  be  an  Heretick,  if  this  continue. 
What  wou'd  you  do  a-bed?  You  make  me  blufli,  Sir. 

L  %  Char. 
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Char.  Pd  lee  you  fleep,  for,  fure,your  Sleeps  are  excellent ; 
You,  that  are  waking  fuch  a  noted  Wonder, 
IVIuft  in  your  Slumbers  prove  an  Admiration  : 
I  wou'd  behold  your  Dreams  too,  if 'twere  poflible; 
Thofe  were  rich  Shows.    Ang.  I  am  becoming  Traitor. 

Char,  Then,  like  blue  Neptune^  courting  of  an  Ifland, 
Where  all  the  Perfumes  and  the  precious  Things 
That  wait  upon  great  Nature  are  laid  up, 
Pd  clip  it  in  mine  Arms,  and  chaftly  kifs  it ; 
Dwell  in  your  Bofom  like  your  deareft  Thoughts, 
And  figh  and  weep. 

Ang.  Pve  too  much  Woman  in  me. 

Char,  And  thofe  trueTears,falling  on  y(jur  pure  Cryftals, 
(31)  Should  turn  to  Armlets  for  great  Qaeens  to  wear. 

Ang,  I  mufl:  be  gone. 

Char,  Do  not,  I  will  not  hurt  ye  ; 
This  is  to  let  you  know,  my  worthieft  Lady, 
You've  cleared  my  Mind,  and  I  can  fpeak  of  Love  too  ; 
Fear  not  my  Manners,  though  I  never  knew 
Before  thefe  few  Hours  what  a  Beauty  was, 
And  fuch  a  one  that  fires  all  Hearts  that  feel  it ; 
Yet  I  have  read  of  virtuous  Temperance, 
And  fludied  it  among  my  other  Secrets  ; 
And  fooner  would  I  force  a  Separation 
Betwixt  this  Spirit  and  the  Cafe  of  Flefh, 
Than  but  conceive  one  Rudenefs  againft  Chaftity, 

Ang,  Then,  we  may  walk. 

Char,  And  talk  of  any  thing, 
Any  thing  fit  for  your  Ears,  and  my  Language  j 
Though  1  was  bred  up  dull,  I  was  ever  civil  \ 
'Tis  true,  I  have  found  it  hard  to  look  on  you. 
And  not  defire ;  'twill  prove  a  wife  Man's  Task  ; 
Yet  thofe  Defires  I  have  fo  mingled  ftill. 
And  tcmper'd  with  the  Quality  of  Honour, 

(31)  Should  turn  to  Armlets  for  great  ens  2i'^QXt,'\  But  why 
ihould  a  C^een,  or  Lady  of  any  other  Rank,  adore  her  Bracelets  ? 
They  might  be  very  rich  and  finely  made,  and  fo  far  to  be  admired 
and  efteem'd  :  But  to  make  them  the  Subjedl  of  Devotion,  is  a  Rap- 
ture a  little  above  the  Pitch  of  common  Senfe.  For  great  ^eetis  to 
wear,  is,  I  think,  a  fufEcicnt  Compliment;  and  fo  1  have  ventured  to 
reform  the  Text. 

That 
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That  if  you  fhou'd  yield,  I  fhou'd  hate  you  for't. 
I  am  no  Courtier  of  a  light  Condition, 
Apt  to  take  Fire  at  every  beauteous  Face, 
(32)  That  only  ferves  his  Will  and  Wantonnefs  % 
And  lets  the  ferious  Part  of  Life  run  by. 
As  thin  negleded  Sand,  Whitenefs  of  Name. 
You  muft  be  mine;  why  (hou'd  1  rob  my  felf 
Of  that,  that  lawfully  muft  make  me  happy  ? 
Why  fliou'd.  I  feek  to  cuckold  my  Delights  ? 
And  widow  all  thofe  Sweets,  I  aim  at  in  you  ? 
We'll  lofe  our  felves  in  Venus*  Groves  of  Mirde, 
Where  every  little  Bird  fhall  be  a  Cupid ^ 
And  fing  of  Love  and  Youth ;  each  Wind  that  blows. 
And  curls  the  Velvet  Leaves,  lhall  breed  Delights  i 
The  wanton  Springs  fhall  call  us  to  their  Banks, 
And  on  the  perfum'd  Flow'rs  we'll  feaft  our  Senfes, 
Yet  we'll  walk  by,  untainted  of  their  Pleafures, 
And,  as  they  were  pure  Temples,  we'll  talk  in  them. 
Ang,  To  Bed,  and  pray  then,  we  may  have  a  fair  End 

(32)  T^hat  only  fevues  his  Will  and  Wantonnefsy 
And  lets  the  ferious  Tart  of  Life  run  by 
As  thin  negleSted  Sand.    Vi^hitenefs  of  Name, 
Tou  mufl  he  mine{\    Thus  has  the  corrupted  Pointing  thro'  all 
the  Editions  tranfmitted  down  N^snfenfe  to  us.    In  the  firft  Place, 
what  Lover  ever  call'd  his  Miftrefs,  Whitenefs  of  Name  ?    We  may 
fay,  Charles  was  grown  ecllatick,  but  he  was  not  run  mad.  Theil 
again,  he  talks  of  the  ferious  Part  of  Life ;  but  does  not  inform  us 
what  he  means  by  it.    It  is  this  that  he  would  underftand  by  White- 
nefs of  Name:  i.e.  Purity  and  Chaftity  of  Manners  and  Charadlers. 
This  good  Senfe  my  Reformation  of  the  Pointing  has  reftored  to  the 
Authors :  And  if  I  am  miftaken  in  this,  I'll  never  venture  again  at 
underftanding  any  Writer's  Meaning. 
So,  again,  in  Women  fleas' d ; 


Her  Honour  too  ? 


What  fhe  may  fujfer  in  this  rafh  Adnjenture^ 
^he  Beauty  of  her  Name  ? 


And  known  nuith  nvhat  a  Modefly  and  Whitenefs 
Her  Life  uuas  e<ver  ranJCd. 


Can  you  belie<ve  this  ? 


Of 
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Of  our  fair  Loves  ;  'wou'd,  I  were  worthy  of  you. 
Or  of  fuch  Parents  that  might  give  you  Thanks ! 
But  I  am  poor  in  all  but  in  your  Love, 
Once  more,  good  Night. 

Char.  A  good  Night  t*ye,  and  may 
The  Dew  of  Sleep  fall  gently  on  you,  fweet  One, 
And  lock  up  thofe  fair  Lights  in  pleafing  Slumbers  j 
No  Dreams  but  chaite  and  clear  attempt  your  Fancy, 
And  break  betimes,  fweet  Morn,  I've  loft  my  Light  eife. 

Jng.  Let  it  be  ever  Night  when  I  lofe  you. 

Syl,  This  Scholar  never  went  to  a  Free-School,  he's 
fo  figiple. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Your  Brother  with  two  Gallants  is  at  Door,  Sir, 
And  they're  fo  violent,  they'll  take  no  Denial. 
Ang,  This  is  no  Time  of  Night. 
Char.  Let  'em  in,  Miftrefs. 

Ser.  They  ftay  no  Leave :  Shall  I  raife  the  Houfe  on  'em. 
Char.  Not  a  Man,  nor  make  no  Murmur  of 't,  1  charge  ye. 

Enter  Euftace,  Egremont,  and  Cowfy. 

Euft.  They're  here,  my  Uncle  abfent,  ftand  clofe  to  me. 
How  do  you,  Brother,  with  your  curious  Story  ^ 
Have  you  not  read  her  yet  fufiiciently  ^ 

Char,  No,  Brother,  no,  I  ftay  yet  in  the  Preface ; 
The  Stile's  too  hard  for  you.    Etift,  I  muft  entreat  her, 
She's  Parcel  of  my  Goods. 

Char.  She's  all,  when  you  have  her. 

Ang.  Hold  off  your  Hands,  unmannerly,  rude.  Sir  ^ 
Nor  I,  nor  what  I  have,  depend  on  you. 

Char.  Do,  let  her  alone,  fhe  gives  good  Counfel  ^  do  not 
Trouble  your  felf  with  Ladies,  they  are  too  light ; 
Let  out  your  Land,  and  get  a  provident  Steward. 

Ang.  I  cannot  love  ye,  let  that  fatisfy  you  ; 
Such  Vanities  as  you  are  to  be  laugh'd  at. 

Euft.  Nay,  then  you  muft  go,  1  muft  claim  mine  own. 

Both.  Away,  away  v/ich  her.    Char.  Let  her  alone, 

[She  fir  ikes  off  Euftace' j  Hat, 
Pray,  let  her  alone,  and  take  your  Coxcomb  up  : 

Let 
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Let  me  talk  civilly  a  while  with  you,  Brother, 
It  may  be,  on  fome  Terms  I  may  part  with  her. 

Eiift,  O,  is  your  Heart  come  down  ? 
What  are  your  Terms,  Sir  ? 

Put  up,  put  up.    Char.  This  is  the  firft  and  chiefeft. 

Let's  walk  a  Turn ;  [Snatches  away  his  Sword, 

Now  ftand  off.  Fools,  I  advife  ye, 

Stand  as  far  off  as  you  would  hope  for  Mercy :  . 

This  is  the  firft  Sword  yet  1  ever  handled. 

And  a  Sword's  a  beauteous  Thing  to  look  upon, 

And,  if  it  hold,  I  fliall  fo  hunt  your  Infolence : 

'Tis  (harp,  I'm  fure,  and  if  I  put  it  home, 

*Tis  ten  to  one  I  ihall  new  pink  your  Sattins : 

I  find,  I  have  Spirit  enough  to  difpofe  of -it. 

And  Will  enough  to  make  ye  all  Examples ; 

Let  me  tofs  it  round,  I  have  the  full  Command  on't : 

Fetch  me  a  native  Fencer,  I  defy  him  ; 

I  feel  the  Fire  of  ten  ftrong  Spirits  in  me. 

What,  do  you  watch  me  when  my  Uncle  is  abfent? 

This  is  my  Grief,  I  fliall  be  flefli'd  on  Cowards; 

Teach  me  to  fight,  I  willing  am  to  learn. 

Are  ye  all  gilded  Flies,  nothing  but  Shew  in  ye ; 

Why  ftand  ye  gaping Who  now  touches  her  ? 

Who  c?i]\s  her  his,  or  who  dares  name  her  to  me. 

But  name  her  as  his  own }  who  dares  look  on  her  ? 

That  fliall  be  mortal  too  ;  but  think,  *tis  dangerous. 

Art  thou  a  fit  Man  to  inherit  Land, 

And  haft  no  Wit,  nor  Spirit,  to  maintain  it  ? 

Stand  ftill,  thou  Sign  of  Man,  and  pray  for  thy  Friends, 

Pray  heartily,  good  Prayers  may  reftore  ye. . 

Ang,  Do  not  kill  'em.  Sir. 

Char,  You  fpeak  too  late.  Dear ; 
It  is  my  firft  Fight,  and  I  muft  do  bravely  ; 
I  muft  not  look  with  partial  Eyes  on  any ; 
I  cannot  fpare  a  Button  of  thefe  Gentlemen  ; 
Did  Life  lie  in  their  Heel,  J^chilles-\\kt^ 
rd  flioot  my  Anger  at  thofe  Parts,  and  kill  'em. 
W  ho  waits  within  ?    Ser,  Sir,  ^- 

Char.  View  all  thefe,  view  'em  well. 
Go  round  about  'cm,  and  ftill  view  their  Faces, 

L  4  Round 
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Round  about  yet ;  fee  how  Death  waits  upon  'em. 
For  thou  fhalt  never  view  'em  more. 
Euft.  Pray  hold,  Sir. 

Char,  I  cannot  hold,  you  ftand  fo  fair  before  me, 
I  muft  not  hold,  'twill  darken  all  my  Glories. 
Go  to  my  Uncle,  bid  him  poft  to  the  King, 
And  get  my  Pardon  inftandy,  I  have  Need  on't. 

Euji.  Are  you  fo  unnatural  ?  Char,  You  fliall  die  lafl:,Sir, 
ril  talk  thee  dead,  thou  art  no  Man  to  fight  with. 
Come,  will  ye  come?  Methinks,  Pve  fought  whole  Battles. 

Cow,  We  have  no  Quarrel  to  you,  that  v/e  know  on,  Sir. 

Egre,  We'll  quit  the  Houfe,  and  ask  ye  Mercy  too : 
Good  Lady,  let  no  Murther  be  done  here ; 
We  came  here  but  to  parly.    Char,  How  my  Sword 
Thirds  after  them  ?  Stand  away,  Sweet.    Euft,  Pray,  Sir, 
Take  my  Submifllon,  and  I  difclaim  for  ever. 

Char.  Away,  ye  poor  Things,  ye  defpicable  Creatures! 
Do  you  come  poft  to  fetch  a  Lady  from  me, 
From  a  poor  School-boy  that  ye  fcorn'd  of  late? 
And  grow  lame  in  your  Hearts,  when  you  fhould  execute  ? 
Pray,  take  her,  take  her,  1  am  weary  of  her  j 
What  did  ye  bring  to  carry  her? 

Egre,  A  Coach  and  four  Horfes. 

Char,  But  are  they  good  ? 

Egre,  As  good  as  France  can  fhew.  Sir.       [Safeties  ? 

C%ar,  Are  you  willing  to  leave  thofe,  and  take  your 
Speak  quickly.    Eiift,  Yes,  with  all  our  Hearts. 

Char.  'Tis  done  then: 
Many  have  got  one  Horfe,  Pve  got  four  by  th'  Bargain. 

Enter  Miramont. 
Mir.  How  now,  who's  here  ? 

Ser,  Nay,  now  you're  gone  without  Bail.       [Sword  ; 

Mir,  What,drawn5my  Friends?  Fetch  me  my  two-hand 
I  wiU  not  leave  a  Head  on  your  Shoulders,  Wretches. 

Euft.  In  Truth,  Sir,  I  came  but  to  do  my  Duty, 

Both.  And  we  to  renew  our  Loves. 

Mir,  Bring  me  a  Blanket. 
AVhat  came  they  for  ?    Aug.  To  borrow  me  a  whife,  Sir  ; 
But  one,  that  never  fought  yet,  hasfo  curried, 

So 
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So  baftinadoM  them  with  manly  Carriage, 

They  ftand  like  Things  G^rg-^?;;  had  turned  to  Stone: 

They  watch'd  your  being  abfenr,  and  then  thought 

They  might  do  Wonders  here,  and  they  have  donefo  5 

For,  by  Tny  Troth,  I  wonder  at  their  Coldnefs ; 

The  nipping  North,  or  Frofts,  never  came  near  them, 

St.  George  upon  a  Sign  wou'd  grow  more  fenfible: 

If  the  Name  of  Honour  were  for  ever  to  be  loft, 

Thefe  were  the  mod  fufficient  Men  to  do  it 

In  all  the  World,  and  yet  they  are  but  young; 

What  will  they  rife  to  ?  They're  as  full  of  Fire 

As  a  frozen  Glow-worm's  Tail,  and  fhine  as  goodly ; 

Nobility  and  Patience  are  match'd  rarely 

In  thefe  three  Gentlemen,  thy  have  right  Ufe  on'c ; 

They'll  ftand  ftill  for  an  Hour,  and  be  beaten. 

Thefe  are  the  Anagrams  of  three  great  Worthies. 

Mir.  They  will  infedl  my  Houfe  with  Cowardice, 
If  they  breathe  longer  in  it ;  my  Roof  covers 
No  baffled  Monfieurs,  walk  and  air  your  felves ; 
As  I  live,  they  ftay  not  here,  white-liver'd  Wretches! 
Without  one  Word  to  ask  a  Reafon  why, 
Vanifti,  'tis  the  laft  Warning,  and  with  Speed  ; 
For  if  I  take  ye  in  Hand,  I  fhall  difledl  you. 
And  read  upon  your  flegmatick  dull  Carcafles. 

[Exeunl  Euftace,  Egrcmont,  and  Cow fy. 
My  Horfe  again  there :  I  have  other  Bufinefs, 
Which  you  ftiall  hear  hereafter,  and  laugh  at  it. 
Good  Night,  Charles;  fair  Goodnefi  to  you,  dear  Lady. 
'Tis  late,  'tis  late.    ^ng.  Pray,  Sir,  be  careful  of  us. 

Mir.  It  is  enough,  my  beft  Care  ftiail  attend  ye.  [Exe, 

S    C    E    N    E  IV. 

Enter  Andrew. 

^nd.  Are  you  come,  old  Mafter  ?  Very  good,  your  Horfe 
Is  well  fet  up  ;  but  e'er  ye  part,  I'll  ride  you, 
(33)  And  fpur  your  reverend  Jufticeftiip  fuch  aQueft  on't. 

As 

(33)  /^/?^  /pur  your  ren)'rend  Jufthejhip  fuch  a  Queftion,]  To 
fpur  fuch  a  ^ejiion^  I  think,  is  downright  Nonfenfc :  The  Word, 

that 
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As  I  fhall  make  the  Sides  o'  your  Reputation  bleed. 

Truly,  I  will.    Now  muft  I  play  at  Bo-peep—  

A  Banquet — — well.  Potatoes  and  Eringoes, 

And,  as  I  take  it,  Cantharides,  Excellent! 

APriapifme  follows;  and,  as  Pll  handle  it,  • 

It  lhall,  old  lecherous  Goat  in  Authority. 

Now  they  begin  to  bill ;  how  he  flavers  her ! 

Gra'mercy,  hilly  I  fhe  fpits  his  KilTes  out; 

And,  now  he  offers  to  fumble,  flie  falls  off, 

(That's  a  good  Wench)  and  cries,  fair  Play^  above  Board. 

Who  are  they  in  the  Corner  ?  As  1  live, 

A  Covey  of  Fidlers ;  I  fhall  have  fome  Mufick  yet  at 

(34)  My  making  Free  o'th'  Company  of  Horn'd  Ones ; 
There's  the  Comfort ;  and  a  Song  too !  He  beckons  for  one — 
Sure,  'tis  no  Anthem,  nor  no  borrowed  Rhymes 

Oat  of  the  School  of  Virtue ;  I  will  liften —       [//  Song, 
This  was  never  pen'd  at  Geneva^  the  Note's  too  Ipritely. 
So,  fo,  the  Mufick's  paid  for ;  and  now  v/hat  follows  ? 
O,  that  Monfieur  Miramont  would  but  keep  his  Word, 
Here  were  a  Feaft  to  make  him  fat  with  Laughter, 
At  the  moft  'tis  not  fix  Minutes  riding  from  his  Houfe, 
Nor  will  he  break,  I  hope  O,  are  you  come,  Sir  ? 

Enter  Miramont. 

(35)  The  Prey  is  in  the  Net;  and  we'll  break  in 
Upon  Occafion.    Mir,  Thou  flialt  rule  me,  Andrew. 
O,  th'  infinite  Fright  that  will  affail  this  Gentleman ! 
The  Quartans,  Tertians,  and  Quotidians 

That  will  hang,  like  Serjeants,  on  his  Worfliip's  Shoulders! 

that  I  have  ventured  to  fubftitute,  gives  a  Meaning  and  Humour  into 
the  Bargain,  i.  e.  fuch  an  Inquejiy  fuch  an  Enquiry  into  what  you 
are  about;  and  the  Term  is  the  more  peculiarly  proper,  as  conneded 
with  Jufticejhip, 

(34)  My  making  Free  o^th*  Cornpany  of  Horners ;]  This  Word  muft 
fignify  Planters  of  Horns,  Cuckold-makers ;  but  this  was  not  Jndrenvs 
Cafe,  he  was  to  be  dubb'd  a  Cuckold ;  and  therefore,  confequently,  ta 
be  made  Free  of  the  Company  of  honid  ones. 

(35)  I'he  Prey  is  in  the  Net,  and  will  break  in 

Upon  Occafion.^  If  the  Prey  was  already  in  the  Net,  where 
was  it  to  break  into?  Jndre-iv  means,  that  he  and  Miramont  would 
break  in,  and  furprize  it.  Mr.  Seaward  faw  with  me,  that  the  flight 
Alteration,  made,  was  quite  neceffary  to  the  Senfe. 

The 
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The  Hamiliation  of  the  Flefh  of  this  Man, 

This  grave  auftere  Man,  will  be  wondred  at. 

How  will  thofe  folemn  Looks  appear  to  me. 

And  that  fevere  Face,  that  fpake  Chains  and  Shackles  ? 

Now  I  take  him  in  the  Nick,  e'er  I  have  done  with  him. 

He'd  better  have  flood  between  two  Panes  of  Wainfcot, 

And  made  his  Recantation  in  the  Market, 

Than  hear  me  conjure  him. 

And.  He  muft  pafs  this  Way, 
To  th*  only  Bed  I  have  ;  he  comes,  ftand  clofe. 

Enter  Brifac,  and  Lilly. 

Bri.  Well  done,  well  done,  give  me  my  Night-cap.  So. 
Quick,  quick,  uncrufs  me  ;  I  will  trufs  and  trounce  thee; 
Come,  Wench,  a  Kifs  between  each  Point ;  kifs  clofe  ; 
It  is  a  fweet  Parenthefis.    Lil.  You're  merry.  Sir. 

Bri.  Merry  I  will  be  anon,  and  thou  fhalt  feel  it, 
Thou  fhalt,  my  Lilly.    Lil,  Shall  I  air  your  Bed,  Sir  ? 

Bri.  No,  no,  Pll  ufe  no  Warming-pan  but  thine.  Girl ; 
That's  all.  Come  kifs  me  again.    Lil.  Fla'ye  done  yet? 

Bri,  No  \  but  I  will  do,  and  do  Wonders,  Lilly. 
Shew  me  the  Way.    Lil,  You  cannot  mifs  it.  Sir  j 
You  fhall  have  a  Caudle  in  the  Morning,  for 
Your  Worfhip'sBreakfafl.  Bri,  How,  i'th'  Morning,  Lilly  ? 
Th'art  fuch  a  witty  Thing  to  draw  me  on. 
Leave  Fooling,  Lilly,,  I  am  hungry  now. 
And  th'hafl  another  Kickfhaw,  1  muft  tafle  it. 

Lil.  'Twill  make  you  furfeit,  I  am  tender  of  you, 
Y'have  all  y'are  like  to  have.  And.  Can  this  be  in  earnefl? 

Mir,  It  fcems  fo,  and  fhe  honefl.    Bri.  Have  I  not 
Thy  Promife,  Lilly?     Lil.  Yes,  and  I've  perform'd 
Enough  to  a  Man  of  your  Years ;  this  is  Truth, 
And  you  fhall  find.  Sir;  you  have  kifs'd  and  tous'd  me. 
Handled  my  Leg  and  Foot ;  what  wou'd  you  more,  Sir^ 
As  for  the  refl,  it  requires  Youth  and  Strength, 
(36)  And  the  Labour  in  an  old  Man  would  breed  Aches, 

Sciatica's, 

(36)  j^nd  the  Labour  in  an  old  Man  nvould  ^r^^^  Agues,]  But  will 
Labour  in  any  Cafe  breed  Jgues,  uiilefs  a  Man  gets  a  violent  Cold 
'after  it?    Aches,  which  I  have  fubftituted,  coirefponds  with  the 

attendant 
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Sciatica's,  and  Cramps ;  you  fliall  not  curfe  me. 

For  taking  from  you  what  you  cannot  fpare.  Sir. 

Be  good  unto  your  felf,  y'have  ta'en  already 

All  you  can  take  with  Eafe;  you  are  paft  Threfliing, 

It  is  a  Work  too  boifterous  for  you,  leave 

Such  Drudgery  to  Andrew,    Mir,  How  fhe  jeers  him  ? 

Lil,  Let  Andrew  alone  with  his  own  Tillage, 
He's  tough,  and  can  manure  it.    Bri.  Y'are  a  Quean, 
A  fcoffing  jeering  Q^ean.    Lil  It  may  be  fo,  but, 
Pm  fure,  I'll  ne'er  be  yours.    Bri,  Do  not  provoke  me, 
If  thou  doft,  I'll  have  my  Farm  again,  and  turn 
Thee  out  a  begging.    Lih  Though  you  have  the  Will, 
And  Want  of  Honefty  to  deny  your  Deed,  Sir, 
Yet,  I  hope,  Andrew  has  got  fo  much  Learning 
From  my  young  Mafter,  as  to  keep  his  own ; 
At  the  worft,  I'll  tell  a  Ihort  Tale  to  the  Judges, 
For  what  grave  Ends  you  fign'd  your  Leale,  and  on 
What  Terms  you  wou'd  revoke  it. 

Bri,  Whore,  thou  dar'fl  not. 
Yield,  or  Pll  have  thee  whip'd  j  how  my  Blood  boils, 
As  if  'twere  o'er  a  Furnace !    Mir.  I  (hall  cool  it. 

Bri,  Yet,  gentle  Lilly,,  pity  and  forgive  me ; 
Pll  be  a  Friend  to  ye,  fuch  a  loving  bountifull  Friend-— 

LiL  To  avoid  Suits  in  Law,  I  wou'd  grant  a  little. 
But  fhould  fierce  Andrew  know  it,  what  wou'd  become 
Of  me  ?    And.  A  Whore,  a  Whore. 

Bri,  Nothing  but  well.  Wench, 
I  will  put  fuch  a  ftrong  Bit  in  his  Mouth, 
As  thou  fhalt  ride  him  how  thou  wilt,  my  Lilly  : 
Nay,  he  fiiall  hold  the  Door,  as  1  will  work  him. 
And  thank  thee  for  the  Office.  Mir,  Take  heed,  Andrew, 
Thefe  are  fhrewd  Temptations.    And,  Pray  you,  know 
Your  Cue,  and  fecond  me,  Sir ;  By  your  Worfhip's  Fa- 

Bri,  Andrew!  [vour— — 

And,  I  come  in  Time  to  take  Poffeflion 
Of  th'  Office  you  ailign  me !  hold  the  Door ! 

attendant  Words,  Sciatica's,  and  Cramps.  So,  in  The  Knight  of 
Malta ; 

■  '  Share  her  among  ye  j 

And  may  Jhe  ginje  you  as  many  Hurts  as  1  hanie^ 
And  tivice  as  inany  AchKl 

Ala?, 
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Alas,  'n's  nothing  for  a  fimple  Man 

To  ftay  without,  when  a  deep  Underftanding 

Holds  Conference  within;  fay,  with  his  Wife: 

A  Trifle,  Sir  ;  I  know,  I  hold  my  Farm 

In  Cuckold's  Tenure  \  you  are  Lord  o'th'  Soil,  Sir; 

Lilly  is  a  Weft,  a  Stray,  flie*s  yours  to  ufe.  Sir, 

I  claim  no  Intereft  in  her.    Brt,  Art  thou  ferious  ? 

Speak,  honeft  Andrew^  fince  thou  haft  o'erheard  us. 

And  wink  at  fmall  Faults,  Man  ;  I'm  but  a  Pidler, 

A  little  will  ferve  my  Turn ;  thou'k  find  enough, 

When  i've  my  Belly  full:  Wilt  thou  be  private 

And  filent  ?    And,  By  all  Means;  PJl  only  have 

A  Ballad  made  oft,  fung  to  fome  lewd  Tune, 

And  the  Name  of  it  fhall  be  the  Juftice-^rap  : 

It  will  fell  rarely  with  your  Worfhip's  Name, 

And  Lillfs^  on  the  Top.    Bri,  Seek  not  the  Ruin 

O*  my  Reputation,  Andrew,    And.  'Tis  for  your  Credit;' 

Monfieur  Brifac,  printed  in  Capital  Letters, 

Then  pafted  upon  all  the  Pofts  in  Paris, 

Bri.  No  Mercy,  Andrew? 

And,  O,  it  will  proclaim  you 
From  th'  City  to  the  Court,  and  prove  Sport  Royal. 

Bri.  Thou  (halt  keep  thy  Farm. 

Mir,  He  does  afflid  him  rarely. 

And,  You  trouble  me.    Then  his  Intent  arriving, 
The  Vizard  of  his  Hypocrify  puIPd  off 
To  the  Judge  Criminal.    Bri,  O,  I  am  undone; 

jlnd.  He's  put  out  of  Commiftion  with  Difgrace, 
And  held  uncapable  of  bearing  Office 
Ever  hereafter.    This  is  my  Revenge, 
And  this  I'll  put  in  Pradlice.    Bri.  Do  but  hear  me. 

And,  To  bring  me  back  from  my  Grammar  to  my 
Horn-book, 

It  is  unpardonable.    Bri.  Do  not  play  the  Tyrant ; 
Accept  of  Compofition.    Lit.  Hear  him,  Andrew. 

And,  What  Compofition  ?  Bri.  Til  confirm  thy  Farm, 
And  add  unto't  an  hundred  Acres  more 
Adjoining  to  it.    And,  Umph  !  this  mollifies; 
But  you're  fo  fickle,  and  will  again  deny  this. 
There  being  no  Witnefs  by,    Bri,  Call  any  Witnefs, 
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I'll  prefently  afllire  it.    And.  Say  you  To  ? 

Troth,  there's  a  Friend  oF  mine.  Sir,  within  Hearing, 

That  is  familiar  with  all  that's  paft. 

His  Teftimony  will  be  authentical. 

Bri,  Will  he  be  fecret  ? 

And.  You  may  tie  his  Tongue  up. 
As  you  would  do  your  Purfe-ftrings. 

Bri.  Miramont !    Mir.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

And.  This  is  my  Witnefs.  Lord,  how  you  are  troubled  ? 
Sure,  you've  an  Ague,  you  fhake  fo  with  Cholcr; 
He^s  your  loving  Brother,  Sir,  and  will  tell  no  body. 
But  all  he  meets ;  that  you  have  eat  a  Snake, 
And  are  grown  young,,  gamefome,  and  rampant. 

Bri.  Caught  thus  ? 

And.  If  he  were  one  that  would  make  Jeafts  of  you. 
Or  plague  ye  with  making  your  religious  Gravity 
'Ridiculous  to  your  Neighbours,  then  you  had 
SomeCaufe  to  be  perplex'd.    Bri.  I  fhall  become 
Difcoiirfe  for  Clowns  and  Tapfters. 

And.  Quick,  Lilly.,  quick. 
He's  now  paft  Kifllng,  between  Point  and  Point. 
He  fwoons,  fetch  him  fome  Cordial — Now  put  in,  Sir. 

Mir.  Who  may  this  be  ?  Sure,  this  is  fome  Miftake  : 
Let  me  fee  his  Face,  wears  he  not  a  falfe  Beard  ? 
It  cannot  be  Brifac,  that  worthy  Gendeman, 
The  Pillar,  and  the  Patron,  of  his  Country  5 
He  is  too  prudent,  and  too  cautelous, 
Experience  has  taught  him  to  avoid  thefe  Fooleries* 
He  is  the  Punifher  and  not  the  Doer, 
Befides  he's  old  and  cold,  unfit  for  Women  ; 
This  is  fome  Counterfeit,  he  fhall  be  whip'd  for't, 
Some  bafe  Abufer  of  my  worthy  Brother.         [Judges  ? 

Bri.  Open  the  Doors,  will  ye  imprifon  me?  Are  ye  my 

Alir,  The  Man  raves!  This  is  not  judicious  Brifac: 
Yet  now  I  think  on't,  a'  has  a  kind  of  Dog- look 
Like  to  my  Brother,  a  guilty  hanging  Face. 

Bri.  Pll  fuffer  bravely,  do  your  word,  do,  do. 

Mir.  Why,  it's  manly  in  you. 

Bri.  Nor  will  I  rail,  norcurfe; 
You  Slave,  you  Whore,  I  will  not  meddle  with  you, 

But 
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But  all  the  Torments  that  e'er  fell  on  Men, 

That  feed  on  Mifchief,  fall  heavily  on  you  all  I  {Exit, 

Lil,  You  have  giv'n  him  a  Heat,  Sir. 

Mir.  He  will  ride  you  the  better,  Lilly. 

jlnd.  We'll  teach  him  to  meddle  with  Scholars. 

Mir.  He  fhall  make  good  his  Promife  to  encreafe  thy 
Farm,  Ayidrew^ 
Or  PJl  jeer  him  to  Death  ;  fear  nothing,  Lilly, 
I  am  thy  Champion.    This  Jeaft  goes  to  Charles^ 
And  then  I'll  hunt  him  out,  and  Monfieur  Euftace 
The  gallant  Courtier,  and  laugh  heardly 
To  fee  'em  mourn  together.  And.  'Twill  be  rare,  Sir. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT    V.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Euftace,  Egremont,  and  Qowfy. 

Euft.  npUrn'd  out  of  Doors,  and  baffled  ! 

^       Egre.  We  fhare  with  you 
In  the  Affront.  Cow.  Yet  bear  it  not  like  you. 
With  fuch  Dejedion.  ^uft.  My  Coach  and  Horfes 
The  Ranfom  of  our  Cowardice  I 

Cow.  Pifh,  that's  nothing, 
'Tis  Damnum  reparabile^  and  foon  recovered. 

Egre.  It  is  but  feeding  a  Suitor  with  falfe  Hopes, 
And  after  fqueeze  him  with  a  dozen  of  Oaths. 
You  are  new  rigg'd,  and  this  no  more  remembred.  \ 

Euft.  And  does  the  Court,  that  fhould  be  the  Example 
And  Oracle  of  the  Kingdom,  read  to  us 
No  other  Dodrine  ^.  Egre.  None  that  thrives  fo  well 
(37)  As  that,  within  my  Knowledge.  Cow.  Flatt'ry  rubs  on ; 
But  fmce  great  Men  learn  to  admire  themfelves, 

(37)  Flattery  rubs  out;  ]  This  is  a  flight  typographical 

Error^  which  turns  into  Obfcurity  a  Paffage  of  great  Wit  and  Hu- 
mour. We  muft  read,  on  ;  Flattery  makes  a  Shift  to  rub  on  at 
Court;  tho*  it  is  feme  what  Crell-farn,  fmce  great  Men  have 
iearn'd  to  admire  themfelves.  Mr.  Seuuard, 


i6o  The  Elder  Brother. 


*Tis  fomething  Creft- fallen.  Egre,  To  be  of  no  Religion, 
Argues  a  fubtle  moral  Underftanciing, 
And  it  is  often  cherifli'd.    Euft.  Piety  then, 
And  Valour,  nor  to  do  nor  fufFer  Wrong, 
Are  there  no  Virtues.    Egre.  Rather  Vices,  ; 
Fighting!  What's  Fighting?  It  may  be  in  Fafhion 
Among  Provant  Swords,  and  Buff-jerkin  Men  : 
But  w'us,  that  fwim  in  choice  of  Silks  and  TiflTues, 
Though  in  Defence  of  that  Word  Reputation, 
Which  is,  indeed,  a  kind  of  glorious  Nothing, 
To  lofe  a  Dram  of  Blood  mult  needs  appear 
As  coarfe  as  to  be  honeft.    Eup;,  And  all  this 
You  ferioufly  believe.    Cow,  It  is  a  Faith, 
That  we  will  die  in  •,  fince  from  the  black  Guard  ^ 
To  the  grim  Sir  in  Office,  there  are  few 
Hold  other  Tenets.    Euft,  Now  my  Eyes  are  open. 
And  1  behold  a  ftrong  Neceflity, 
That  keeps  me  Knave  and  Coward. 
Cow,  Y'are  the  wifer. 

Euft.  Nor  can  I  change  my  Copy,  if  I  purpofe 
To  be  of  your  Society.   Egre,  By  no  means. 

Euft,  Honour  is  nothing  with  you  ? 

Cow,  A  meer  Bubble  ;  , 
For  what's  grown  common,  is  qp  more  regarded. 

Euft,  My  Sword  forc'd  from  me  too,  and  ftill  detained. 
You  think,  's  no  Blemilh.    Egre,  Get  me  a  Battoon, 
Tis  twenty  times  more  Court-like,  and  lefs  Trouble. 

Euft,  And  yet  you  wear  a  Sword. 

Cow,  Yes,  and  a  good  one, 
A  Milan  Hilt,  and  a  Damafco  Blade, 
For  Ornament,  not  Ufe  ;  the  Court  allows  it. 

Euft,  Wiirt  not  fight  of  it  felf  ? 

Cow.  I  ne'er  try'd  this. 
Yet  I  have  worn  as  fair  as  any  Man ; 
I'm  fure,  I've  made  my  Cutler  rich,  and  paid 
For  fevcral-  Weapons,  "Turkifh  and  'Toledo^s^ 
Two  thoufand  Crowns,  and  yet  could  never  light 
Upon  a  fighting  one.    Euft,  Til  borrow  this, 
I  like  it  well.    Cow,  'Tis  at  your  Service,  Sir, 
A  Lath  in  a  velvet  Scabbard  will  ferve  my  Turn. 
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Eufl,  And  now  I  have  it,  leave  me ;  y*are  infe<5lious^ 
'I'he  Plague  and  Leprofy  of  your  Bafenefs  fpreading 
On  all  that  do  come  near  you  j  fuch  as  you 
Render  the  Throne  of  Majefty,  the  Court, 
(38)  Sufpefted  and  contemptible  ;  you  are  Scafabsj 
That  batten  in  her  Dung,  and  have  no  Palates 
To  tafte  her  curious  Viands  *,  and,  like  Owlsi 
Can  only  fee  her  night  Deformities, 
But  with  the  glorious  Splendor  of  her  Beauties 
You  are  ftruck  blind  as  Moles,  that  undermine 
The  fumptuous  Building  that  allow'd  you  Shelter  : 
You  flick,  like  running  Ulcers,  on  her  Face, 
And  taint  the  Purenefs  of  her  native  Candor, 
And,  being  bad  Servants,  caufe  your  Mafter's  Goodnefs 
To  be  difputed  of    you  make  the  Courts 
That  is  the  Abftrad  of  all  Academies^ 
To  teach  and  pra6tice  noble  Undertakings 
(Where  Courage  fits  triumphant  crown'd  with  Lawrel, 
And  Wifdom  loaded  with  the  Weight  of  Honour) 
A  School  of  Vices.    Egre.  What  fudden  Rapture^s  this  ? 

Eufi,  A  Heav'nly  one. 
That,  raifing  me  from  Sloth  and  Ignofance^ 
(In  which  your  Converfation  long  hath  charm'd  me^ 
Carries  me  up  into  the  Air  of  Adion, 
And    nowledge  of  my  felf ;  even  now  I  feel. 
But  pleading  only  in  the  Court's  Defence, 
Though  far  fhort  of  her  Merits  and  bright  LuftrCs 
A  happy  Alteration,  and  full  Strength 
To  (land  hpr  Champion  againft  all  the  World, 
That  throw  Afperfions  on  her. 

Cow,  Sure,  he'll  beat  us, 
1  fee  it  in  his  Eyes.    Egre,  A  fecond  Charles  ; 
Pray,  look  not.  Sir,  fo  furioufly.    Eufi,  Recant 
What  you  have  faid,  ye  Mungrils,  and  lick  up 
The  Vomit  you  have  caft  upon  the  Court, 
Where  you  unworthily  have  had  Warmth  and  Breeding., 
And  fwear  that  you,  like  Spiders,  have  made  Poifon 
Of  that  which  was  a  faving  Antidote. 


(38)  ■— •  Tqu  art  Scarabs]  A  Species  of  Beetles^ 

Vol.  11.  M  Egre, 
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Egre,  We  will  fwear  any  thing. 
Cow,  We  honour  the  Court 
As  a  moft  facred  Place.    Egre,  And  will  make  Oath, 
If  you  enjoin  us  to't,  nor  Knave,  nor  Fool, 
Nor  Coward  living  in  it.  Eufi,  Except  you  two. 
You  Rafcals  !   Cow,  Yes,  we  are  all  thefe,  and  more. 
If  you  will  have  it  fo.    Euft,  And  that  until 
You  are  again  reform'd  and  grown  new  Men, 
You  ne'er  prefume  to  name  the  Court,  or  prefs 
Into  the  Porter's  Lodge  but  for  a  Penance, 
To  be  difciplin'd  for  your  Roguery,  and,  this  done. 
With  true  Contrition  —  Both,  Yes,  Sir.  Euft,  You  again. 
May  eat  Scraps,  and  be  thankful. 

Cow.  Here's  a  cold  Breakfaft 
After  a  fharp  Night's  Walking.  Euft,  Keep  your  Oaths, 
And  without  Grumbling  vanilh. 

Both,  We  are  gone,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 
Euft,  May  all  the  Poornefs  of  my  Spirit  go  with  you ! 
The  Fetters  of  my  Thraldom  are  fil'd  off. 
And  I  at  Liberty  to  right  my  felf ; 
And  though  my  Hope  in  AngellM^  little. 
My  Honour,  unto  which  compar'd  (he's  nothing. 
Shall,  like  the  Sun,  difperfe  thofe  lowring  Clouds, 
That  yet  obfcure  and  dim  it  \  not  the  Name 
Of  Brother  ihall  divert  me,  but  from  him,  , 
That  in  the  World's  Opinion  ruin'd  me, 
I  will  feek  Reparation,  and  call  him 
Unto  a  ftri6l  Accompt.    Ha !  'tis  near  Day, 
And  if  the  Mufe's  Friend,  Rofe-cheek'd  Aurora^ 
Invite  him  to  this  folitary  Grove, 
As,  I  much  hope,  Ihe  will,  he  feldom  miffing 
To  pay  his  Vows  here  to  her,  I  fliall  hazard 
To  hinder  his  Devotions — The  Door  opens. 

Enter  Charles. 

'Tis  he,  moft  certain,  and  by's  fide  my  Sword  : 
Bleft  Opportunity  !   Char,  I  have  o'erflept  my  felf. 
And  loft  part  of  the  Morn,  but  I'll  recover  it. 
Before  I  went  to  Bed,  I  wrote  fome  Notes 
Within  my  Table-book,  which  I'll  now  confider. 

Ha  J 
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Ha !  what  means  this  ?  What  do  I  with  a  Sword  ? 
Learn'd  Mercury  needs  not  th*  Aid  of  Mars^  and  Innocence 
Is  to  it  fclf  a  Guard,  yet  fince  Arms  ever 
Prote6t  Arts,  1  may  juftly  wear  and  ufe  it ; 
For  fince  'twas  made  my  Prize,  I  know  not  how^ 
I'm  grown  in  Love  with*t,  and  cannot  eat,  nor  ftudy^ 
And  much  lefs  walk,  v^ithout  it.    But  I  trifle. 
Matters  of  more  Weight  ask  my  Judgment. 

Euft,  None,  Sir  ; 
Treat  of  no  other  Theme,  I'll  keep  you  to  it , 
And  lee,  y*expound  it  well.    Char,  Euftace  I 

Euft.  The  fame,  Sir, 
Your  younger  Brother,  who,  as  Duty  binds  him, 
Hath  all  this  Night,  turn'd  out  of  Doors,  attended^ 
To  bid  Good-morrow  t'ye.    Char.  This,  not  in  Scorrij^ 
Commands  me  to  return  it.    Wou'd  you  aught  elfe  ? 

Eujl,  O  much.  Sir,  here  I  end  not,  but  begin  j 
I  muft  fpeak  to  you  in  another  Strain 
Than  yet  I  ever  us'd,  and  if  the  Language 
Appear  in  the  Delivery  rough  and  harfh. 
You,  being  my  Tutor,  mull  condemn  your  fclf. 
From  whom  I  learn'd  it.    Char.  When  I  underftand^ 
Be*t  in  what  Stile  you  pleafe,  what's  your  Demand, 
I  (ball  endeavour  in  the  lelf-fame  Phrafe 
To  make  an  Anfwer  to  the  Point.    Euft.  I  come  not 
To  lay  Claim  to  your  Birth-right,  'tis  your  own. 
And  'tis  fit  you  enjoy  it ;  nor  ask  I  from  you 
Your  Learning  and  deep  Knowledge  ;  though  I  am  not 
A  Scholar  as  you  are,  i  know  them  Diamonds 
By  your  fole  Induftry,  Patience,  and  Labour, 
Forc'd  from  deep  Rocks,  and  with  much  Toil  attain'd, 
And  but  to  few,  that  prize  their  Value,  granted ; 
And  therefore  without  Rival  freely  wear  them. 

Char.  Thefe  not  repin'd  at,  as  you  feem  t'inform  riie^ 
The  Motion  muft  be  of  a  ftrange  Condition, 
If  I  refufe  to  yield  to't ;  therefore,  Euftace, 
Without  this  Temped  in  your  Looks,  propound  it^ 
And  fear  not  a  Denial.    Euft.  I  require  then. 
As  from  an  Enemy,  and  not  a  Brother, 
The  Reputation  of  a  Man,  the  Honour, 

M  2  Mot 
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Not  by  a  fair  War  won  when  I  was  waking. 

But  in  my  Sleep  of  Folly  ravifli'd  from  me ; 

With  thefe,  the  Reftitution  of  my  Sword, 

With  large  Acknowledgment  of  Satisfaftion, 

My  Coach,  my  Horfes ;  I  will  part  with  Life, 

E'er  lofe  one  Hair  of  them  ;  and  what  concludes  all. 

My  Miftrefs  Angellina^  as  fhe  was 

Before  the  mufical  Magick  of  thy  Tongue 

Inchanted  and  feduc'd  her.    Thefe  perform'd. 

And  with  Submiflion,  and  done  publickly, 

At  my  Father's  and  my  Uncle's  Interceffion, 

(That  I  put  in  too)  I,  perhaps,  may  liften 

To  Terms  of  Reconcilement ;  but  if  thefe 

In  every  Circumftance  are  not  fubfcrib'd  to. 

To  th'  laft  Gafp  \  defy  thee.    Char.  Thefe  are  ftrift 

Conditions  to  a  Brother.    Euft,  My  Reft  is  up, 

Nor  will  I  go  lefs.    Char.  I'm  no  Gamefter,  Eufiace\ 

Yet  I  can  guefs,  your  Refolution  ftands 

To  win  or  lofe  all    I  rejoice  to  find  ye 

Thus  tender  of  your  Honour,  and  that  at  length 

You  underftand  what  a  wretched  Thing  you  were  j 

How  deeply  wounded  by  your  felf,  and  made 

Almoft  incurable,  in  your  own  Hopes ; 

The  dead  Flefh  of  pale  Cowardife  growing  over 

Your  fefter'd  Reputation,  which  no  Balm 

Or  gentle  Unguent  ever  cou'd  make  Way  to. 

And  1  am  happy,  that  I  was  the  Surgeon, 

That  did  apply  thofe  burning  Corrofives, 

That  render  you  already  (enfible 

O'th*  Danger  you  were  plung'd  in ;  teaching  you. 

And  by  a  fair  Gradation,  how  far. 

And  with  what  curious  Refpeft  and  Care 

The  Peace  and  Credit  of  a  Man  within 

(Which  you  ne'er  thought  'till  now)  fliould  be  preferred 

Before  a  gawdy  Outfide    pray  you,  fix  here. 

For  fo  far  1  go  with  you.    Euft.  This  Difcourfe 

Is  from  the  Subjcd.    Char.  I'll  come  to  it.  Brother, 

But  if  you  think  to  build  upon  my  Ruins, 

You'll  find  a  falfe  Foundation :  Your  high  Offers, 

Taught 
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(39)  Taught  by  the  Matters  of  Dependencies, 

That  by  compounding  Differences  'tween  others 

Supply  their  own  Neceflities,  with  me 

A/Vill  never  carry't:  As  you  are  my  Brother, 

I  would  difpence  a  little,  but  no  more 

Than  Honour  can  give  Way  to ;  nor  muft  I 

Deftroy  that  in  my  felf  I  love  in  you  ; 

And  therefore  let  not  Hopes  nor  Threats  perfuade  you, 

I  will  defcend  to  any  Compofition, 

For  which  I  may  be  cenfur'd.    Euft,  You  fhall  fight  then. 
Char.  With  much  Unwillingnefs  with  you,  but  if 

There's  no  Evafion   Euft.  None. 

Char.  Hear  yet  a  Word, 
As  for  the  Sword  and  other  Fripperies, 
In  %fair  Way  fend  for  them,  you  fhall  have  'em. 
But  rather  than  furrender  Angdlina^ 
Or  hear  it  again  mentioned,  1  oppofe 
My  Breaft  unto  loud  Thunder,  caft  behind  me 
All  Ties  of  Nature.    Euft.  She  detained,  I'm  deaf 
To  all  Perfuafion.    Char.  Guard  thy  felf  then,  Euftace: 
I'll  ufc  no  other  Rhetorick. 

Enter  Miramont. 

Mir.  Clafliing  of  Swords 
So  near  my  Houfe !  Brother  oppos'd  to  Brother! 
Here  is  no  fencing  at  half  Sword;  hold,  hold, 
Charles^  Euftace^ — Euft.  Second  him,  or  call  in  more  Help. 
Come  not  between  us,  Pll  not  know,  nor  fpare  you  i 
D'ye  fight  by  th'Book.=» 

Char.  'Tis  you  that  wrong  me ;  off.  Sir, 
And  fuddenly  I'll  conjure  down  the  Spirit 
That  I  have  raifed  in  him.    Euft,  Never,  Charles^ 
'Till  thine,  and  in  thy  Death,  be  doubled  in  me. 

Mir.Vm  out  of  Breath,  yet  truft  not  too  much  to't.  Boys ; 
For  if  you  paule  not  fuddenly,  and  hear  Reafon,— 
Do,  kill  your  Uncle,  do,  but  that  I'm  patient, 

(39)  Taught  hy  the  Majiers  of  Dependencies,']  This  is  a  Term  ufcd 
in  the  Science  of  fencing.  We  meet  with  it  frequently  both  in 
Shakespeare,  and  Ben  Jo:<son  :  And  is  fully  explained  by 
CARA^'ZA  ia  his  Treatifc  of  Duellir.g, 
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And  not  a  cholerick  old  teady  Fool, 
(40)  Like  to  your  Father,  I'd  dance  a  Matiachin  widi  you. 
Should  make  you  f^^cac  your  beft  Biood  for't    I  wou'd. 
And  in  may  be  1  will.    Charles^  \  command  thee. 
And,  Eiiftace^  I  intreat  thee  \  th*art  a  brave  Spark, 
h.  true  tough- metal'd  Blade,  and  I  begin 
To  love  thee  heartily,  give  me  a  fighting  Courtier, 
rii  cherifh  him  for  Example    in  our  Age 
They're  not  born  every  Day.    Char.  You  of  late.  Sir, 
In  me  lov'd  Learning. Mir.True,but  take  me  yN^ytfibarles), 
^Twas  when  young  Eujiace  wore  his  Heart  in\s  Breeches, 
And  fought  his  Battles  in  Compliments  and  Cringes; 
W hen's  Underftanding  wav'd  in  a  fianring  Feather, 
And  his  bed  Contemplation  look'd  no  further 
Than  a  new-fafhion'd  Doublet;  I  confefs,  then,  4 
The  lofty  Noile,  your  Greek  made,  only  pleas'd  me ; 
But  now  he's  turn'd  an  Oliver  and  a  Rowland^ 
(Nay,  the  whole  dozen  of  Peers  are  bound  up  in  him ;) 
Let  me  remember,  when  I  was  of  his  Years, 
I  did  look  very  like  him ;  and  did  you  fee 
IVly  Pi^lure  as  I  was  then,  you  would  fwear 
That  gallant  Eujiace^  (I  mean,  now  he  dares  fight) 
Was  the  true  Subllance  and  the  perfed  Figure, 
Nay,  nay,  no  Anger,  you  fhall  have  enough,  Charles. 
Char.  Sure,  Sir,  I  fhall  not  need  Addition  from  him, 
Euji.  Nor  I  from  any,  this  fhall  decide  my  intercft 
Though  I  am  loft  to  all  deferving  Men, 
To  all  that  Men  call  good,  for  luff 'ring  tamely 
Infufferable  Wrongs,  and  juftly  llighted. 
By  yielding  to  a  Minute  of  Delay 
In  my  Revenge,  and  from  that  made  a  Stranger 
Unto  my  Father's  Floufe  and  Favour,  o'erwhelm'd 
With  all  Difgraces,  yet  I  will  mount  upward. 
And  force  my  felf  a  Fortune,  though  my  Birth 
And  Breeding  do  deny  it.    Char.  Seek  not,  Eufiace^ 

(40)  /V  dance  aMittVicKm  tvith  you,"}    This  was  a  Dance, 

as  Skinner  tells  us  in  his  Etymologicum,  of  great  Rapidity,  foealPd 
from  the  Italian  Word  Matto^  a  Fool  or  Madnian ;  becaufe  the  Pct- 
formers  of  it  ufed  jnany  francick  Geilic.uIat.ions;  And  Ferrarius,  ia 
his  Qngin&i  Lingua:  hahcm,  g^ves  us  much  tht  fame  Defciiptioa  of  k> 

By 


TToe  Rider  Brother.  167 

By  Violence  what  will  be  offcr'd  to  you. 
On  eafier  Compofition  ;  though  I  was  not 
Ally*d  unto  your  Weaknels,  you  fhall  find  me 
A  Brother  to  your  Bravery  of  Spirit ; 
And  one  that,  not  compell'd  to't  by  your  Sword, 
(Which  I  mud  never  fear)  will  fhare  with  you 
In  all  but  Angellina.    Mir,  Nobly  faid,  Charles^ 
And  learn  from  my  Experience,  you  may  hear  Reafon 
And  never  maim  your  Fighting  \  for  your  Credit, 
(41)  Which  you  think  you  have  loft,  fpare  Charles  \  and 
fwinge  me, 

And  found ly,  three  or  four  walking  Velvet  Cloaks, 
That  wear  Swords  not  to  guard  'em ;  yet,  deferve  it. 
Thou  art  made  up  again.    Eufl.  All  this  is  Lip-falve. 

Mir^  It  fliall  be  Heart's-eafe,  Etiftacey  e'er  I  have  done  j 
As  for  thy  Father's  Anger,  now  thou  dar'ft  fight. 
Ne'er  fear't,  for  I've  the  Dowcets  of  his  Gravity 
Faft  in  a  String,  and  will  fo  pinch  and  wring  him, 
That,  fpite  of  his  Authority,  thou  flialt  make 
Thine  own  Conditions  with  him. 

Euft,  ril  take  Leave. 
A  little  to  confider.   Char.  Here  comes  Andrew, 

Mir,  But  without  his  Comical  and  learned  Face. 
What  fad  Difafter,  Andrew?  And,  You  may  read.  Sir, 
A  Tragedy  in  my  Face.    Mir,  Art  thou  in  Earneft  ? 

And.  Yes,  by  my  Life,  Sir  ;  and  if  now  you  help  not. 
And  fpeedily  by  Force  or  by  Perfuafion, 
My  good  old  Mafter  (for  now  I  pity  him) 
Is  ruin'd  for  ever.  Char.  Ha,  my  Father  !  And.  He,  Sir. 

Mir,  By  what  means?  Speak. 

And,  At  the  Suit  of  Monfieur  Lewisy 

(41)  Spare  Charles,  and  fwinge  me  ^ 

And  foundlyy  three  or  four  nxialking  'velvet  Cloaks^ 
^hat  ivear  rg  Swords  to  guard  V/?;.  ]  How  would  Euface 
give  Proof  of  his  Valour,  by  beating  three  cr  four  Beaux  who  had 
no  Swords  to  defend  themfelves  with  ?  The  Meaning  undoubtedly 
is,  who  wear  Swords  for  Ornament,  and  not  for  Ufe,  as  Cow^  above 
fays,  he  does ;  and  that  the  Court  allows  it.  Put  not  for  tio,  and  it 
will  give  this  Senfe  :  only  it  will  ftill  remain  capable  of  the  former. 
I  would  therefore  read, 

^hat  ivear  S'wgrds  net  io  guard  them ,  &G.        Mr.  Seaward, 

M  4  His 
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His  Houfe  is  feiz'd  upon,  and  he  in  Perfon 
Is  under  Guard,  (I  faw  it  with  thefe  Eyes,  Sir,) 
To  be  convey'd  to  Paris,  and  there  fentenc'd. 

Mir.  Nay,  then  there  is  no  Jefting.  Cbar.  Do  I  live, 
And  know  my  Father  injur'd  ? 

And,  And  what's  worfe.  Sir, 
My  Lady  Angellina —  Eujl.  What  of  her  ? 

And,  She's  carried  away  too.  Mir.  How  ? 

And.  While  you  were  abfent, 
A  Crew  of  Monfieur  Lewises  Friends  and  Kinfmen 
By  force  brake  in  at  th'  back  part  ot  the  Houfe, 
And  took  her  away  by  Violence    faithful  Andrew^ 
(As  this  can  witnels  for  him,)  did  his  bed 
In  her  Defence,  but  'twould  not  do.    Mir,  Away, 
And  fee  our  Horfes  faddled  ;  'us  no  Time 
To  talk,  but  do  :  Euftace^  you  now  are  ofFery 
A  fpacious  Field,  and  in  a  pious  War 
To  exercife  your  Valour  ;  here's  a  Caufe, 
And  fuch  a  one,  in  which  to  fall  is  honourable. 
Your  Duty  and  Reverence  due  to  a  Father's  Name 
Commanding  it    but  thefe  unnatural  Jars, 
Arifing  between  Brothers,  fhould  you  profper, 
Wou*d  fhame  your  Vidory.  EnJl.  I  wou'd  do  much,  Sir^ 
But  ftill  my  Reputation—  Mir.  Charles  fhall  give  you 
All  decent  Satisfadion  ;  nay,  join  Hands, 
And  heartily  ;  why,  this  is  done  like  Brothers  ; 
And  old  as  I  am,  in  this  Caufe  that  concerns 
The  Honour  of  our  Family,  Monfieur  Lewis, 
If  Reafon  cannot  work,  fhall  find  and  feel 
There's  hot  Blood  in  this  Arm,  I'll  lead  you  bravely. 

Euft.  And  if  I  follow  not,  a  Coward's  Name 
Be  branded  on  my  Forehead  !  Char,  This  Spirit  makes  you 
A  Sharer  in  my  Fortunes.    Mir.  And  in  mine. 
Of  which  {Brifac  once  freed,  and  Angellina 
Again  in  our  PofTefTion)  you  fhall  know. 
My  Heart  fpeaks  in  my  Tongue. 

Euft,  I  dare  not  doubt  it.  Sir.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  11. 

Enter  Lewis,  Brifac,  Angellina,  Sylvia,  and  Officers.^ 

Lew.  I'm  deaf  to  all  Perfuafion.    Bri.  I  ufe  none. 
Nor  doubt  I,  though  a  while  my  Innocence  fufFers, 
But  when  the  King  fliall  underftand  how  falfely 
Your  Malice  hath  inform'd  him,  he  in  Juftice 
(42)  Muft  fet  me  right  again.  Ang.  Sir,  let  not  Paffioa, 
So  far  tranfport  you  as  to  think  in  Reafon, 
This  violent  Courfe  repairs,  but  rather  ruins 
That  Honour,  you  wou'd  build  up:  You  deftroy. 
What  you  would  feem  to  nourifli.    If  Refpedl 
•Of  my  Preferment,  or  my  Reputation, 
May  challenge  your  paternal  Love  and  Care, 
Why  do  you,  now  good  Fortune  has  provided 
A  better  Husband  for  me  than  your  Hopes 
Could  ^er  fancy,  ftrive  to  rob  me  of  him  ? 
In  what  is  my  Lord  Charles  defeftive.  Sir  ? 
Unlefs  deep  Learning  be  a  Blemifh  in  him. 
Or  well-proportion*d  Limbs  be  Mulds  in  Nature, 
Or,  what  you  only  aim*d  at,  large  Revenues 
Are  on  the  fudden  grown  diftaftfull  to  you  ? 
Of  what  can  you  accufe  him  ?    Lew.  Of  a  Rape 
Done  to*my  Honour,  which  thy  rav'nous  Luft 
Made  thee  confent  to. 

SyL  Her  Luft  !  You  are  her  Father. 

Lew.  And  you  her  Bawd. 

SyL  Were  you  ten  Lords,  'tis  falfe 
The  Purenefs  of  her  chart  Thoughts  entertains  not 
Such  fpotted  Inftruments.  j^ng.  As  I  have  a  Soul,  Sir,—^ 

Lew,  I  am  not  to  be  alcer'd  5  to  fit  down 

(43)  —^Sir,  let  not  Tajfion 

So  far  tranfport  you  as  to  think  in  Reafon ^ 
7his  (violent  Courfe  repair hut  ruins  it  ; 
^hat  Honour  you  (would  build  up  you  defray. 
What  yowwould  feem  to  nourijh,^  This  Pafiage  from  WfOi^ 
Pointing,  is  all  Obfcurity  and  Nonfenfe.    In  the  third  Verfe,  there 
is  a  Relative  (;/)  without  any  antecedent  Subftantive.    I  have,  by 
the  Affiftance  of  the  old  ^arto's  retrieved  the  true  Reading :  and 
my  Adj ailment  of  the  Stops  makes  all  dear. 

With 
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With  this  Difgrace  would  aj-gue  me  a  Peafant, 
And  not  born  Noble  :  All  Rigour  that  the  Law 
And  that  Encreafe  of  Pow'r  by  Favour  yields. 
Shall  be  with  all  Severity  inflidled  ; 
You  have  the  King*s  Hand  for't ;  no  Bail  will  ferve. 
And  therefore  at  your  Perils,  Officers,  away  with  'em. 

Bri.  This  is  Madnefs.  Lew,  Tell  me  fo  in  open  Court, 
And  there  I'll  aniwer  you. 

Enter  Miramoht,  Charles,  Euftace,  and  Andrew. 

Mir.  Well  overtaken. 

Char.  Ill,  if  they  dare  refift.    Euft,  He  that  advances 
But  one  Step  forward,  dies,  hew.  Shew  the  Kmg's  Writ. 

Mir,  Shew  vour  Difcretion,  'twill  become  you  better. 

Char,  You're  once  more  in  my  Power,  and  if  again 
I  part  with  you,  let  me«for  ever  lofe  thee!     \T^o  Angel. 

Euft, ForcQ  will  not  do't,  nor  Threats,  accept  this  Service 
From  your  defpair'd  of  Euftace.    And.  And  bev%re, 
Your  reverend  Worfhip  never  more  attempt 
To  fearch  my  Lilly -pot  ;  you  fee,  what  follows. 

Lew.  Is  the  King's  Pow'r  contemn'd  ? 
'    Mir.  No,  but  the  Torrent 

O'  your  wilful  Folly  flopp'd.    And  for  you,  good  Sir, 

If  you  wou'd  but  be  fenfible,  what  can  you  wifh 

But  the  Satisfadlion  of  an  obflinate  W  ill,  • 

That  is  not  tender'd  to  you    rather  than 

Be  crofs'd  in  what  you  purpos'd,  you'll  undo 

Your  Daughter's  Fame,  the  Credit  of  your  Judgment, 

And  your  old  foolifli  Neighbour  ;  make  your  States, 

(43)  And  in  a  Suit  not  worth  a  Cardecue, 

A  Prey  to  Advocates,  and  their  buckram  Scribes  j 

And  after  they  have  plum'd  ye,  return  home 

Like  a  couple  of  naked  Fowls  without  a  Feather. 

Char.  This  is  a  moft  ftrong  Truth,  Sir. 

Mir.  No,  no,  Monfieur, 
Let  us  be  right  Frenchmen^  violent  to  charge  j 
But  when  our  Follies  are  repell'd  by  Reafon, 

1^^)   not  njoorth  a  Cardecue,]  We  have  made  an  EngUJb 

Word  of  This  from  a  Corruption  of  the  French^  un  ^uart  d'  ecu, 
i.  c.  .ihe  fourih  Part  of  a  French  Crown, 
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'Tis  fit  that  we  retreat,  and  ne'er  come  on  more : 
Obferve  my  learned  Charles^  he'll  get  thee  a  Nephew, 
On  Angellina^  lhall  difpute  in  her  Belly, 
And  flick  the  Niirle  by  Logick.  And  here's  Eufiacc^ 
He  was  an  Afs,  but  now  is  grown  an  Amadis  ; 
Nor  lhall  he  want  a  Wife,  if  all  my  Land 
For  a  Jointure  can  effed  it :  You're  a  good  Lord, 
And  of  a  gentle  Nature,  in  your  Looks 
I  fee  a  kind  Confent,  and  it  fhews  lovely. 
And  do  you  hear,  old  Fool  ?  but  I'll  not  chide  5 
Hereafter,  like  me,  ever  doat  on  Learning, 
The  meer  Belief  is  excellent,  twill  fave  you  5 
And  next  love  Valour,  though  you  dare  not  fight 
Your  felf,  or  fright  a  foolilh  Officer;  young  Eujlace 
Can  do  it  to  a  Hair.    And  to  conclude. 
Let  yf;/imf's  Farm  b'increas'd,  that  is  your  Penance, 
You  know  for  what ;  and,  fee,  you  rut  no  more. 
You  underftand  me.    So  embrace  on  all  Sides. 
I'll  pay  thofe  Billmen,  and  make  large  Amends} 
Provided  we  preferve  you  ftill  our  Friends. 


[Exeunt  omncs» 
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^nrlS  not  the  Hands^  or  Smiles,  or  common  Way 

Of  Approbation  to  a  welUlikd  Play^ 
We  only  hope-.  But  that  you  freely  would ^ 
^0  th*  Author  s  Memory^  fo  far  unfold^ 
And  Jhew  your  Lovei  and  Liking  to  his  Wit, 
Not  in  your  Praife,  but  often  feeing  it ; 
That  being  the  grand  Affurance^  that  can  give 
Toet  and  the  Player  Means  to  livel 
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0  tell  ye^  Gentlemen^  we  have  a  Play^ 
^    A  new  one  too^  and  that  Wis  launched  to  Day^ 
The  Name  ye  knowy  thafs  nothing  to  my  Story ; 
To  tell  ye^  *tis  familiar^  void  of  Glory y 
Of  State,  of  Bitternefs ;  of  IVit^  you'll  fay. 
For  that  is  now  held  Wit^  that  tends  that  way^ 
Which  we  avoid:  To  tell  ye  too,  'tis  merry. 
And  meant  to  make  you  pleafant,  and  not  weary : 
The  Stream  that  guides  ye,  eajy  to  attend: 
To  tell  ye,  that  ^tis  good,  is  to  no  End^ 
If  you  believe  not.    Nay,  to  go  thus  far. 
To  fwear  it,  if  you  fwear  againfi,  is  War» 
To  affure  you  any  thing,  unlefs  you  fee^ 
And  fo  conceive^  is  Vanity  in  me ; 
Therefore  I  leave  it  to  it  felf-,  and  pray. 
Like  a  good  Bark,  it  may  work  out  to  day. 
And  ftem  all  Doubts  ;  'twas  built  for  fuch  a  Proof, 
And  we  hope  highly :  If  fhe  lie  aloof 
For  her  own  Vantage,  to  give  Wind  at  Will, 
Why,  let  her  work,  only  be  you  but  fiill^ 
And,  fweet'Opinion^d   and  we  are  bound  to  fay. 
Ton' re  worthy  Judges^  and  you  crown  the  Play, 
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MEN. 

Don  Henrique,  an  uxorious  Lord^  cruel  to  his  Brother. 
Don  Jamie,  younger  Brother  to  Don  Henrique. 
Eartolus,  a  covetous  Lawyer^  Hushand  to  Amaranta. 
LeandrO)  a  Gentleman  who  wantonly  loves  the  Lawyer^ s 
Wife. 

Milanes,  5        Gentlemen^  Friends  to  Leandro- 
Arfenio,  3 

Afcanio,  Son  to  Don  Henricjue. 
Oftavio,  fuppofed  Hushand  to  Jacintha. 
Lopez,  the  Spanifh  Curate. 
Diego,  his  Sexton. 
Afliftant,  -which  we  call  a  Judge. 
Algaziers,  whom  we  call  Serjeants i 

Four  Parijhioners^  Apparitor^  Singers,  Servants^ 
WOMEN. 

-J 

Violante,  fuppofed  Wife  to  Don  Henrique. 
Jacintha,  formerly  contra^ed  to  Don  Henrique.- 
Amaranta,  Wife  to  Bartolus. 
A  Woman  Moor,  Servant  to  Amaranta. 
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ACT    1.    S  C  E  N   E  L 

Enter  Angelo,  Milanes,  and  Arfenio. 

A  R  S  E  N  I  o. 

EANDRO  paid  all. 

Mil  'Tis  his  ufual  Cuftom,  [ofF 
(2)  And  requifice  he  Ihould :  He  has  now  put 
The  funeral  Black,  your  rich  Heir  wears 
with  Joy^ 

When  he  pretends  to  weep  for  his  dead  Father. 
Your  gathering  Sires  fo  long  heap  Muck  together, 

( 1 )  We  are  now  come  to  the  ^panijh  Curate y  a  moft  excellent  Play ; 
and  from  whence  two  of  our  firlt  Rate  Modern  Plays,  the  Spanijh 
Fryar  and  Old  Batchellovy  have  taken  their  moll  comick  Scenes.  It 
is  as  full  of  Humour,  Sprightiinefs  and  Pleafantry,  as  any  one  Comedy 
in  the  whole  Set  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Works:  And  were 
it  not  that  an  Adulterer  is  rather  fet  in  too  amiable  a  Light,  I  know 
(icarce  any  Play  I  could  wiih  to  fee  oftener  upon  the  Stage. 

Mr.  Seward, 

(2)  He  has  no=w  put  off 

The  funeral  Black  (your  rich  Heir  nvears  nvith  Joyt 
When  he  pretends  to  weep  for  his  dead  Father  ;]    This  Sent'* 
ment  is  fliadow'^d  out  from  one  of  the  feled  Sentences  of  Seneca'^ 
and  PuBL.  Syrus 

Heredis  fletus  fuh  Perfona  Rifus  eji. 
Which  Ben  Jon  SON  has  thus  very  clofely  tranflated,  in  his  Fax, 

 Tut!  forget.  Sir. 

The  Weeping  of  an  Heir  Jhould  Jlill  le  Laughter, 
Under  a.  Vifor- 

Vol.  n.  N  That 
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That  their  kind  Sons,  to  rid  them  of  their  Care, 

Wifh  them  in  Heav'n  j  or  if  they  take  a  Tafte 

Of  Purgatory  by  the  way,  it  matters  not. 

Provided  they  remove  hence  ;  what  is  befain 

To  his  Father,  in  the  other  World,  I  ask  not ; 

I  am  fure,  his  Prayer  is  heard :  'Would,  I  could  ule  one 

For  mine,  in  the  fame  IMethod.    Arf.  Fie  upon  thee ! 

This  is  prophane. 

MiU  Good  Dodlor,  do  not  fchool  me 
For  a  Fault  you  are  not  free  from :  On  my  Life, 
Were  all  Heirs  in  Corduba  put  to  their  Oaths, 
They  would  confefs  with  me,  'tis  a  found  Tenet : 
I'm  fure,  Leandro  does. 

jlrf.  He  is  th*  Owner  of 
A  fair  Eftate. 

Mil  And  fairly  he  deferves  it. 
He's  a  Royal  Fellow    yet  obferves  a  Mean 
In  all  his  Courfes,  carefull  too  on  whom 
He  lliowers  his  Bounties :  He,,  that's  liberal  . 
To  all  alike,  may  do  a  Good  by  Chance,  4Blp' 
But  never  out  of  Judgment :  This  invites  ^"^^ 
The  prime  Men  of  the  City  to  frequent 
All  Places  he  reforts  to,  and  are  happy 
In  his  fweet  Converfe. 

Arf,  Don  Jamie^  the  Brother 
To  the  Grandee  Don  Henrique^  appears  much  taken 
With  his  Behaviour. 

MiL  There  is  fomething  more  in't: 
He  needs  his  Purfe,  and  knows  how  to  make  Ufe  on*t» 
'Tis  now  in  Fafhion  for  your  Don,  that's  poor. 
To  vow  all  Leagues  of  Friendfliip  with  a  Merchant 
That  can  fupply  his  Wants ;  and  howfoe'er 
Don  Jamie^s  noble  born,  his  elder  Brother 
Don  Henrique* s  rich,  and  his  Revenues  long  fince 
Encreas'd  by  marrying  with  a  wealthy  Heir, 
Caird  Madam  Violante^  he  yet  iiolds 
A  hard  Hand  o'er  Jamk^  allowing  him 
A  bare  Annuity  only. 

Arf.  Yet,  'tis  faid. 
He  hath  no  Child  ;  and  by  the  Laws  of  Spahu 

If 
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If  he  die  without  Iffue,  Don  Jamk 
Inherits  his  Eftate, 

Mil  Why,  that's  the  Reafon 
Of  their  fo  niany  Jars :  Though  the  young  Lord 
Be  fick  of  th'  elder  Brother,  and  in  Reafon 
Shou'd  flatter,  and  obferve  him  ;  he's  of  a  Nature 
Too  bold  and  fierce  to  ftoop  fo,  but  bears  up, 
Prefuming  on  his  Hopes. 

ArJ,  What's  the  young  Lad 
That  all  of  'em  make  fo  much  of  ? 

MiL  'Tis  a  fweet  One, 
And  the  beft-condition'd  Youth  I  ever  faw  yet  % 
So  humble,  and  fo  affable,  that  he  wins 
The  Love  of  ajl  that  know  him  ;  and  fo  modeftj 
That,  in  defpite  of  Poverty,  he  wou'd  ftarve 
Rather  than  ask  a  Courtefy.    He's  the  Son  of 
A  poor  call  Captain,  one  O^avio ; 
And  She,  that  once  was  cali'd  the  fair  Jacintha^ 
Is  happy  in  being  his  Mother  :  For  his  fake. 

Enter  Jamie,  Leandro,  and  Afcanio. 

Though  in  their  Fortunes  fain,  they  are  efteem'd  of^ 
And  cherilh'd  by  the  bed.    O,  here  they  come. 
I  now  may  fpare  his  Charadler,  but  obferve  him, 
He'll  juftify  my  Report. 

Jam.  My  good  Afcanio^ 
Repair  more  often  to  me  \  above  Women 
Thou  ever  fhalt  be  welcome. 

jifc.  My  Lord,  your  Favours 
May  quickly  teach  a  raw  untutor'd  Youth 
To  be  both  rude  and  fawcy. 

Lean.  You  cannot  be 
Too  frequent,  where  you  are  fo  much  defir'd  : 
And  give  me  Leave,  dear  Friend,  to  be  your  Rival 
In  part  of  his  AfFcdion  j  I  will  buy  it 
At  any  Rate. 

Jam.  Stood  I  but  now  pofTefs'd 
Of  what  my  future  Hope  prefages  to  me, 
I  then  would  make  it  clear  thou  hadft  a  Patron, 
That  wou'd  not  fay,  but  do :  Yet  as  I  am, 

N  2 
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Be  mine,  Pll  not  receive  thee  as  a  Servant ; 

But  as  my  Son ;  and  though  I  want  my  felf, 

No  Page  attending  in  the  Court  of  Sj^ain 

Shall  find  a  kinder  Mafter.  ' 

Afc,  I  befeech  you, 
That  my  Refufal  of  fo  great  an  Offer 
May  make  no  ill  Conftrudion  ;  'tis  not  Pride 
(That  common  Vice  is  far  from  my  Condition) 
That  makes  you  a  Denial  to  receive 
A  Favour  I  Ihou'd  fue  for :  Nor  the  Fafhion, 
Which  the  Country  follows,  in  which  to  be  a  Servant 
In  thofe  that  groan  beneath  the  heavy  Weight 
Of  Poverty,  is  held  an  Argument 
Of  a  bafe  abjedfc  Mind.    I  wifli,  my  Years 
Were  fit  to  do  you  Service  in  a  nature 
That  might  become  a  Gentleman :  (give  me  Leave 
To  think  my  felf  one.)    My  Father  ferv*d  the  King 
As  a  Captain  in  the  Field ;  and  though  his  Fortune 
Return'd  him  home  a  poor  Man,  he  was  rich 
In  Reputation,  and  Wounds  fairly  taken  j 
Nor  am  I  by  his  ill  Succefe  deterr'd ; 
I  rather  feel  a  ftrong  Defire  that  fways  me 
To  follow  his  Profellion  ;  and  if  Heav*n 
Hath  mark'd  me  out  to  be  a  Man,  how  proud, 
Pth*  Service  of  my  Country,  lliou'd  I  be. 
To  trail  a  Pike  under  your  brave  Command  ! 
There,  I  wou*d  follow  you  as  a  Guide  to  Honour, 
Though  all  the  Horrors  of  the  War  made  up 
To  ftop  my  Paffage. 

Jam.  Thou'rt  a  hopeful  Boy, 
And  it  was  bravely  fpoken :  For  this  Anfwer, 
I  love  thee  more  than  ever. 

Mil  Pity>  fuch  Seeds 
Of  promifing  Courage  Ihou'd  not  grow  and  profper ! 

Ang,  Whatever  his  reputed  Parents  be. 
He  hath  a  Mind  that  fpeaks  him  right  and  noble. 

Lean.  You  make  him  blufh :  It  needs  not,  fweet  Afcanio ; 
We  may  hear  Praifes  when  they  are  deferv'd. 
Our  Modefty  unwounded.    By  my  Life, 
I  wou'd  add  fomething  to  the  building  up 

So 
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So  fair  a  Mind  ;  and  if  till  you  are  fit 

To  bear  Arms  in  the  Field,  you'll  fpend  fome  Years 

In  Salamanca^  I'll  fupply  your  Studies 

With  all  Conveniences. 

Afc,  Your  Goodnefs,  Signiors, 
And  charitable  Favours  overwhelm  me. 
If  I  were  of  your  Blood,  you  cou'd  not  be 
More  tender  of  me:  What  then  can  I  pay, 
A  poor  Boy  and  a  Stranger,  but  a  Heart 
Bound  to  your  Service  ?  With  what  Willingnefi 
J  wou*d  receive,  good  Sir,  your  noble  Offer, 
Heav'n  can  bear  witnefs  for  me  :  But,  alas, 
Shou'd  I  embrace  the  Means  to  raife  my  Fortunes, 
I  muft  deftroy  the  Lives  of  my  poor  Parents, 
To  whom  I  owe  my  Being,  they  in  me 
Place  all  their  Comforts ;  and,  as  if  I  were 
The  Light  of  their  dim  Eyes,  are  fo  indulgent. 
They  cannot  brook  one  ftiort  Day's  Abfence  from  me  ; 
And,  what  will  hardly  win  Belief,  though  young, 
I  am  their  Steward  and  their  Nurfe :  The  Bounties, 
Which  others  beftow  on  me,  ferve  to  fuftain  'cm  ; 
And,  to  forfake  them  in  their  Age,  in  me 
Were  more  than  Murther. 

Enter  Henrique. 

Ang,  This  is  a  kind  of  Begging, 
Wou'd  make  a  Broker  charitable. 

Mil  Here. 
Sweet-heart,  I  wifh  it  were  more. 

Lean.  When  this  is  fpcnt. 
Seek  for  Supply  to  me. 

Jam,  Thy  Piety 
For  ever  be  remembred !  Nay,  take  all ; 
Though  'twere  my  Exhibition  to  a  Ryal 
For  one  whole  Year. 

Afc,  High  Heav'ns  reward  your  Goodnefe ! 

Hen,  So,  Sir,  is  this  a  Slip  of  your  own  Grafting ; 
You  are  fo  prodigal 

Jam.  A  Slip,  Sir  ?    Hen.  Yes, 
A  Slip  i  or  call  it  by  the  proper  Name, 

N  3  Your 
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Your  Baftard. 

Jam,  You're  foul-mouth'd  ;  do  not  provoke  me, 
I  lhall  forget  your  Birth  if  you  proceed. 
And  ufe  you,  as  your  Manners  do  deferve. 
Uncivilly. 

Hen^  So  brave !  Pray  you,  give  me  Hearing ; 
Who  am  I,  Sir  ? 

Jam.  My  Elder  Brother  :  One, 
That  might  have  been  born  a  Fool,  and  fo  reputed. 
But  that  you  had  the  Luck  to  creep  into 
The  World  a  Year  before  me.  Lean.  Be  more  temperate* 

Jam.  I  neither  can  nor  will,  unlefs  I  learn  it 
By  his  Example :  Let  him  ufe  his  harfli 
Unfavoury  Reprehenfions  upon  thofe 
That  are  his  Hinds,  "and  not  on  me.   The  Land 
Our  Father  left  to  him  alone,  rewards  him, 
For  being  twelve  Months  elder ;  let  that  be 
Forgotten,  and  let  his  Parafites  remember 
One  Quahty  of  Worth  or  Virtue  in  him, 
That  may  authorize  him  to  be  a  Cenfurer 
Of  me,  or  my  Manners,  and  I  will 
Acknowledge  him  for  a  Tutor  ;  till  then,  never. 

Hen.  From  whom  have  you  your  Means,  Sir  ? 

Jam.  From  the  Will 
Of  my  dead  Father  ;  I  am  fure,  I  fpend  not. 
Nor  give*t  upon  your  Purfe. 

Hen.  But  will  it  hold  out 
Without  my  Help?  Jam.  I  am  fure,  it  (hall,  I'll  fmkelfe  j 
For  fooner  I  will  feek  Aid  from  a  Whore, 
Than  a  Courtefy  from  you. 

Hen.  'Tis  well ;  you  are  proud  of 
Your  new  Exchequer,  when  you  have  cheated  him. 
And  worn  him  to  the  Quick,  I  may  be  found 
Jn  the  Lift  of  your  Acquaintance. 

Lean.  Pray  you,  hold. 
And  give  me  Leave,  my  Lord,  to  fay  thus  much, 
And  in  mine  own  Defence,  I  am  no  Gull 
To  be  wrought  on  by  Perfuafion  ;  nor  no  Coward 
To  be  beaten  out  of  my  Means,  but  know  to  whom 
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And  why  I  give  or  lend,  and  will  do  nothing 
But  what  my  Reafon  warrants ;  you  may  be 
As  fparing  as  you  pleafe,  I  muft  be  bold 
To  make  Ufe  of  niy  own,  without  your  Licence. 

Jam,  'Pray  thee,  let  him  alone,  he  is  not  worth  thy 
AH  that  he  do's,  Leandro^  is  for  my  Good  5  [Anger, 
I  think,  there's  not  a  Gentleman  of  Spain 
That  has  a  better  Steward,  than  I  have  of  him. 

Hen.  Your  Steward,  Sir  ? 

Jam.  Yes,  and  a  provident  one. 
Why,  he  knows,  I  am  giv'n  to  large  Expence, 
And  therefore  lays  up  for  me :  Could  you  believe  elfe 
That  he,  that  fixteen  Years  hath  worn  the  Yoke 
Of  barren  Wedlock,  without  Hope  of  Iflfue, 
His  Coffers  full,  his  Lands  and  Vineyards  fruitful!, 
Cou*d  be  fo  fold  to  bafe  and  fordid  Thrift, 
As  almoft  to  deny  himfelf  the  Means 
And  NecelTaries  of  Life?  Alas,  he  knows. 
The  Laws  of  Spain  appoint  me  for  his  Heir, 
That  all  muft  come  to  me,  if  I  out- live  him  ; 
Which  fure,  I  muft  do,  by  the  Courfe  of  Nature, 
And  the  AITiftance  of  good  Mirth,  and  Sack, 
How  ever  you  prove  melancholy. 

Hen,  If  I  live, 
Thou  dearly  fhalc  repent  this.    Jam.  When  thou'rt  dead, 
I  am  fure,  I  lhall  not.  Mil.  Now  they  begin  to  burn 
Like  oppos'd  Meteors.  Arf.  Give  them  Line,  and  Way^ 
My  Life  for  Don  Jamie, 

Jam.  Continue  ftill 
The  excellent  Husband,  and  join  Farm  to  Farm, 
Suffer  no  Lordfhip,  that  in  a  clear  Day 
Falls  in  the  Profped  of  your  covetous  Eye 
To  be  another's  ;  forget,  you  are  a  Grandee ; 
Take  Ufe  upon  Ufe,  and  cut  the  Throats  of  Heirs 
With  coz'ning  Mortgages :  Rack  your  poor  Tenants, 
Till  they  look  like  fo  many  Skeletons 
For  Want  of  Food    and  when  that  Widows'  Curfcs, 
The  Ruins  of  ancient  Families,  Tears  of  Orphans, 
Have  hurried  you  to  the  Devil  5  ever  remember. 
All  was  rak'd  up  for  me,  your  thankful]  Brother  5 

N  4  That 
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That  will  dance  merrily  upon  your  Grave. 
And,  perhaps,  give  a  double  Piftolet 
To  fome  poor  needy  Friar,  to  fay  a  Mais 
To  keep  your  Ghoft  from  walking. 

Hen.  That  the  Law 
Shoqld  force  me  to  endure  this ! 

Jam,  Verily, 
When  this  fhall  come  to  pafs,  as  fure,  it  will. 
If  you  can  find  a  Loop-hole,  though  in  Hell, 
To  look  on  my  Behaviour,  you  Ihall  fee  me  \ 
^  Ranfack  your  Iron  Chefts ;  and  once  again 
Phito*s  flame- coloured  Daughter  iliall  be  free 
To  domineer  in  Taverns,  Mafques,  and  Revels, 
As  fhe  was  us*d,  before  (he  was  your  Captive. 
Methinks,  the  meer  Conceit  of  it  fhould  make  you 
Go  home  fick,  and  diftemper'd  :  if  it  do's, 
I'll  fend  you  a  Dodtor  of  mine  own,  and  after 
Take  Order  for  your  Funeral. 

Hen,  You  have  faid.  Sir 
I  will  not  fight  with  Words,  but  Deeds  to  tame  you  ; 
Reft  confident,  1  will ;  and  thou  lhalt  wilh, 
This  Day  thou  hadft  been  dumb.  [^Exit^ 

Mil.  You  have  giv'n  him  a  Heat, 
But  with  your  own  Diftemper. 

Jam.  Not  a  whit. 
Now  he  is  from  mine  Eye,  I  can  be  merry. 
Forget  the  Caufe  and  him  :  All  Plagues  go  with  him! 
Let's  talk  of  fomething  elfe:  What  News  is  ftirring? 
Nothing  to  pafs  the  Time  ? 

Mil.  'Faith,  it  is  faid. 
That  the  next  Summer  will  determine  much 
Of  that  we  long  have  talk'd  of,  touching  the  Wars. 

Lean.  What  have  we  to  do  with  them  ?  Let  us  difcourfe 
Of  what  concerns  our  felves.  'Tis  now  in  Fafhion, 
To  have  your  Gallants  fet  down  in  a  Tavern,  [what 
What  the  Arch- Duke's  Purpofe  is  the  next  Spring,  and 
Defence  my  Lords,  the  States,  prepare ;  what  Courfe 
The  Emperor  takes  againft  the  encroaching  Turk ; 
And  whether  his  Moony- ftandards  are  defign'd 
For  ?cr%z^  or  Polcnia  -y  and  all  this  , 

The 
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The  wifer  Sort  of  State- Worms  feem  to  know 
Better  than  their  own  Affairs  :  This  is  Difcourfe 
Fit  for  the  Council  it  concerns ;  we  are  young. 
And  if  that  1  might  give  the  Theme,  'twere  better 
To  talk  of  handfome  Women.    MIL  And  that's  one, 
Almoft  as  general.    Arf.  Yet  none  agree 
Who  are  the  faireft. 

Lean.  Some  prefer  the  French^ 
For  their  conceited  DrelTings :  Some  the  plump 
Italian  Bona-Roba^s^  fome  the  State 
That  ours  obferve ;  and  I  have  heard  one  fwear, 
A  merry  Friend  of  mine,  that  once  in  London 
He  did  enjoy  the  Company  of  a  Gamefter, 
A  common  Gamefler  too,  that  in  one  Night 
Met  him  th'  Italian^  French^  and  Spanijh  Ways, 
And  ended  in  the  Dutch  ;  for,  to  cool  her  fclf. 
She  kifs'd  him  drunk  i'th'  Morning. 

Jam.  We  may  fpare 
The  Travell  of  our  Tongues  in  foreign  Nations, 
When  in  Corduhay  if  you  dare  give  Credit 
To  my  Report,  ffor  I  have  feen  her.  Gallants,) 
There  lives  a  Woman,  of  a  mean  Birth  too. 
And  meanly  match'd,  whofc  all-excelling  Form 
Difd'ains  Companion  with  any  She, 
(3)  That  puts  in  for  a  Fair  One ;  and  though  you  borrow 

From 

'  ■   and  tho*  you  horrouo 

From  t'v'ry  Country  of  the  Earth  the  heft 

Of  thofe  P erf eB ions,  ^hich  the  Climate  yields 

To  help  to  make  her  upy  if  put  in  Balance, 

This  nxjill  'weigh  do^n  the  Scale."]  This  Dcfciiption  comes 
in  very  ftrongly  in  Support  of  a  Parallel  one  of  Shakespeare 
in  his  Cymbeline,  which  has  been  unneceffarily  tamper*d  with. 

And  that  She  hath  all  courtly  Parts  more  exquijite. 
Than  Lady,  Ladies,  Woman ;  from  iach  One 
The  heft  She  hath,  and  She,  of  all  compounded, 
Outfells  them  all. 

I  cannot  fee  any  impenetrable  Nonfenfe  in  this,  unlefs  o'er-weaning 
Criticks  will  labour  to  expound  it  into  fuch.  The  Poet's  Text  is  a 
juft  Climax ;  fcil.  **  She  hath  all  courtly  Parts  more  exquilite  than 
"  any  fingle  Lady  whoever  j  ay,  than  many  Ladies;  nay,  than 
*'  the  whole  Sex  put  together."  Ferdinand  fpeaking  of  his  Miftrefs 
Miranda,  fays  almoft  the  fame  Thing  in  the  Tsmfeft, 
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From  every  Country  of  the  Earth  the  bed 
Of  thofe  Perfeftions,  which  the  Climate  yields 
To  help  to  make  her  up,  if  put  in  Balance, 
This  will  weigh  down  the  Scale, 

Lean,  You  talk  of  Wonders. 

*]am.  She  is,  indeed,  a  Wonder,  and  fo  kept ; 
And,  as  the  World  dcferv'd  not  to  behold 
What  curious  Nature  made  without  a  Pattern, 
Whofe  Copy  (he  hath  loft  too,  fhe*s  (hut  up, 
Sequeftred  from  the  World. 

Lean,  Who  is  the  Owner 
Of  fuch  a  Jem  ?  I  am  fir'd.    Jam.  One  Bartolus, 
A  wrangling  Advocate.    Arf.  A  Knave  on  Record. 

Mil.  I  am  fure,  he  cheated  me  of  the  beft  Part 
Of  my  Eftate.    Jam,  Some  Bufinefs  calls  me  hence. 
And  of  Importance,  which  denies  me  Leifure 
To  give  you  his  full  Charafter :  In  few  Words, 
Though  rich,  he's  covetous  beyond  ExprefTion  ; 
And,  to  increafe  his  Heap,  will  dare  the  Devil, 
And  all  the  Plagues  of  Darknefs :  And  to  thefe 
So  jealous,  as  if  you  wou*d  parallel 
Old  Argus  to  him,  you  muft  multiply 
His  Eyes  an  hundred  times:  Of  thefe  none  fleep. 
He,  that  would  charm  the  heavieft  Lid,  muft  hire 
A  better  Mercury^  than  Jove  made  Ufe  of  : 
Blcfs  your  felves  from  the  Thought  of  him  and  her. 
For  'twill  be  Labour  loft  !  So,  farewel,  Signiors.  [^Exit. 

Arf,  Leandro?  In  a  Dream?  Wake  Man,  for  Shame, 

Mil.  Trained  into  a  Fool's  Paradife,  with  a  Talc 
Of  an  imagined  Form. 

Lean,  Jamie  is  noble. 
And  with  a  forg'd  Tale  would  not  wrong  his  Friend  5 
Nor  am  I  fo  much  fir'd  with  Luft  as  Envy, 
That  fuch  a  Churl  as  Bartolus  Hiould  reap 
So  fweet  a  Harveft ;  half  my  State  to  any, 
To  help  me  to  a  Share. 

Arf,  Tulh,  do  not  hope  for 

— »  But  Tott,  O  na, 

S9  perfect      fo  peerlefs,  are  cieated 
€)/ Gv'ry  Creature's  befl. 

Impof- 
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Impoflibilities.    Lean,  I  muft  enjoy  her, 
And  my  prophetick  Love  tells  me,  I  ftiall. 
Lend  me  but  your  Afliftance. 

Arf.  Give  it  o'er. 

Mil  I  would  not  have  thee  fool'd. 

Lean.  I  have  ftrange  Engines 
Fafhioning  here,  and  \5<^r/^///j  on  the  Anvil ; 
Difluade  me  not,  but  help  me. 

MiL  Take  your  Fortune, 
If  you  come  off  well,  praife  your  Wit ;  if  not, 
Expedl:  to  be  the  Subjed:  of  our  Laughter.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Oftavio,  and  Jacintha. 

Jac,  You  met  Don  Henrique  ? 
051.  Yes. 

Jac,  What  Comfort  bring  you  ? 
Speak  chearfully :  How  did  my  Letter  work 
On  his  hard  Temper?  I  am  fure,  I  wrote  it 
So  feelingly,  and  with  the  Pen  of  Sorrow, 
That  it  muft  force  Compun<n:ion. 

OSf.  You  are  cozen'd  ; 
Can  you  widi  one  Hand  prop  a  falling  Tow'r  ? 
Or  with  the  other  Hop  the  raging  Main, 
When  it  breaks  in  on  the  ufurped  Shore  ? 
Or  any  thing  that  is  impofiiblc  ? 
And  then  conclude,  that  there  is  fome  way  left 
To  move  him  to  Compaflion. 

Jac.  Is  there  a  Juftice 
Or  Thunder,  my  05favio^  and  he 
Not  funk  unto  the  Center  ? 

0^.  Good  Jacintha^ 
With  your  long-pradis*d  Patience  bear  Afflidlions ; 
And  by  provoking  call  not  on  Heaven's  Anger} 
He  did  not  only  fcorn  to  read  your  Letter, 
But,  moft  inhuman  as  he  is,  he  cufs*d  you, 
Curs'd  you  moft  bitterly. 

Jac.  The  bad  Man's  Charity^ 

Oh, 
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Oh,  that  I  cou'd  forget  there  were  a  Tye, 
In  me,  upon  him!  or  the  Relief  I  feek, 
If  given,  were  Bounty  in  him,  and  not  Debt, 
Debt  of  a  dear  Accompt ! 

0^.  Touch  not  that  String, 
'Twill  but  increafe  your  Sorrow ;  and  tame  Silence, 
The  Balm  of  the  opprcfs*d,  which  hitherto 
Hath  eas'd  your  griev'd  Soul,  and  preferv'd  your  Fame, 
Muft  be  your  Surgeon  ftill. 

Jac,  If  the  Contagion 
Of  my  Misfortunes  had  not  fpread  it  felf 
Upon  my  Son  AfcaniOy  though  my  Wants 
Were  centuply'd  upon  my  felf,  I  cou'd  be  patient : 
But  he  is  fo  good,  f  fo  miferable. 
His  pious  Care,  his  Duty,  and  Obedience, 
And  all  that  can  be  wifh'd  for  from  a  Son, 
Difcharg'd  to  me,  and  J,  barr'd  of  all  Means 
To  return  any  Scruple  of  the  Debt 
I  owe  him  as  a  Mother,  is  a  Torment, 
Too  painfull  to  be  borne. 

O^.  I  fufFer  with  you, 
In  that ;  yet  find  in  this  Afllirance  Comfort ; 
High  Heav'n  ordains,  whofc  Purpofes  cannot  alter. 
Children,  that  pay  Obedience  to  their  Parents, 
Shall  never  beg  their  Bread. 

Enter  Afcanio. 

Jac.  Here  comes  our  Joy  ; 
Where  has  my  deareft  been  ? 

Afc,  I  have  made,  Mother, 
A  fortunate  Voyage,  and  brought  home  rich  Prize, 
In  a  few  Hours :  The  Owners  too  contended. 
From  whom  1  took  it.  See,  here's  Gold,  good  Store  too; 
Nay,  pray  you,  take  it. 

Jac,  Mens  Charities  are  fo  cold. 
That  if  I  knew  not  thou  wert  made  of  Goodnefs, 
'Twould  breed  a  Jcaloufy  in  me,  by  what  Means 
Thou  cam*ft  by  fuch  a  Sum. 

Afc.  Were  it  ill  got, 
I  am  fure,  it  could  not  be  employed  fo  well, 

\  As 
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As  to  relieve  your  Wants.  Some  noble  Friends, 
Rais*d  by  Heav'n's  Mercy  to  me,  not  my  Merits, 
Bcftow'd  it  on  me, 

O^,  It  were  a  Sacrilege 
To  rob  thee  of  their  Bounty,  fince  they  gave  it 
To  thy  Ufe  only. 

Jac.  Buy  thee  brave  Cloaths  with  it. 
And  fit  thee  for  a  Fortune,  and  leave  us 
To  our  Neceflities ;  why  do'ft  thou  weep  ? 

Afc,  Out  of  my  Fear  I  have  offended  you  ; 
For  had  I  not,  I  am  fure,  you  are  too  kind 
Not  to  accept  the  Offer  of  my  Service, 
In  which  I  am  a  Gainer ;  I  have  heard 
My  Tutor  fay,  of  all  aereal  Fowl 
The  Stork's  the  Embleme  of  true  Piety ; 
Becaufe,  when  Age  hath  feiz'd  upon  his  Dam, 
And  made  unfit  for  Flight,  the  grateful  young  one 
Takes  her  upon  his  Back,  provides  her  Food, 
Repaying  fo  her  tender  Care  of  him, 
E*cr  he  was  fit  to  fly,  by  bearing  her : 
Shall  I  then,  that  have  Reafon  and  Difcourfe, 
That  tell  me,  all  I  can  do  is  too  little. 
Be  more  unnatural  than  a  filly  Bird 
Or  feed  or  cloath  my  feJf  fuperfluoufly. 
(4)  And  know,  nay,  fee  you  want?  Holy  Saints  keep  me 
From  iuch  Impiety  ! 

Jac.  Can  I  be  wretched. 
And  know  my  felf  the  Mother  to  fuch  Goodnefs  ? 

051,  Come  let  us  dry  our  Eyes,  we'll  have  a  Feaft, 
Thanks  to  our  little  Steward. 

Jac.  And,  in  him. 
Believe,  that  we  are  rich. 

Afc,  i'm  fure,  I  am. 
While  I  have  Pow'r  to  comfort  you,  and  ferve  you.  [Eict. 

(4)  Holy  Saints  keep  me.}  Afcamo\  Speech  ends  with  an  imper- 
fcft  Sentence,  and  the  natural  Senfe  which  fupplies  it,  exadly  fills 
up  the  Hemiftich  which  follows.  So  that  it  is  very  probable  it  was 
an  accidental  OmilTion,  which  one  may  venture  to  ^11  up  without 
Danger  of  adding  what  is  not  our  Author**.  Mr.  Seivard, 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  Henrique,  and  Violante. 

Viol.  Is  it  my  Fault,  Don  Henrique^  or  my  Fate  ? 
What's  my  Offence?  I  came  young  to  your  Bed, 
I  had  a  fruitful  Mother,  and  you  met  me 
With  equal  Ardour  in  your  May  of  Blood } 
And  why  then  am  I  barren  ? 

Hen.  *Tis  not  in  Man 
To  yield  a  Reafon  for  the  Will  of  Heav'n, 
Which  is  infcrutable. 

Viol  To  what  Ufe  ferve 
Full  Fortunes,  and  the  meaner  Sort  of  BlefTings, 
When  that,  which  is  the  Crown  of  all  our  Wilhes, 
The  Period  of  human  Happinefs, 
One  only  Child,  that  may  poffefs  what's  ours. 
Is  cruelly  deny'd  us  ? 

Hen.  'Tis  the  Curfe 
Of  great  Eftates  to  want  thofe  Pledges,  which 
The  Poor  are  happy  in  :  They  in  a  Cottage, 
With  Joy,  behold  the  Models  of  their  Youth  ; 
And,  as  their  Root  decays,  thofe  budding  Branches 
Sprout  forth  and  fiourifli,  to  renew  their  Age  ; 
But  this  is  the  Beginning,  not  the  End 
Of  Mifery  to  me,  that  'gainft  my  Will, 
Since  Heav'n  denies  us  Iffue  of  our  own, 
Muft  leave  the  Fruit  of  all  my  Care  and  Travell 
To  an  unthankful  Brother,  that  infults 
On  my  Calamity. 

Viol  I  will  rather  choofe 
A  Baftard  from  the  Hofpital  and  adopi  him. 
And  nourilh  him  as  mine  own. 

Hen.  Such  an  Evafion, 
My  Violante^  is  forbid  to  usf 
Happy  the  Roman  State,  where  it  was  lawfull. 
If  our  own  Sons  were  vicious,  to  choofe  one 
Out  of  a  virtuous  Stock,  though  of  poor  Parents, 
And  make  him  Noble.    But  the  Laws  of  Spaitiy 
Intending  to  ^refervc  all  ancient  Houfes, 

Prevent 
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Prevent  fuch  free  Eleftions ;  with  this,  my  Brother*s 
Too  well  acquainted,  and  this  makes  him  bold 
To  reign  o'er  me,  as  a  Mafter. 

Viol  I  will  fire 
The  Portion  I  brought  with  me,  e'er  he  fpcnd 
A  Ryai  of  it :  No  Quirk  left,  no  Quiddit, 
That  may  defeat  him  ?    Hm.  Were  I  but  confirmed. 
That  you  wou*d  take  the  Means  I  ufe  with  Patience, 
As  I  muft  pradife  it  with  my  Diflionour, 
I  cou'd  lay  level  with  the  Earth  his  Hopes, 
That  foar  above  the  Clouds  with  Expedation, 
To  fee  me  in  my  Grave.  Viol,  Effe(5t  but  this. 
And  our  Revenge  fliall  be  to  us  a  Son, 
That  fhall  inherit  for  us.  Hen.  Do  not  repent 
When  'tis  too  late. 

Viol  I  fear  not,  what  may  fall  ; 
He  difpoITels'dj  that  does  ufurp  on  all.  [Exeunk 


A  C  T   II.     s  C  E  N  E  I. 

(f)  EnUr  Leandro,  Milanes,  and  Arfenio. 

MiL      A  N  any  thing  but  Wonder  — 

Lean,  Wonder  on, 
I  am,  as  ye  fee-,  and,  what  will  follow,  Gentlemen  ? 

Arf,  W  hy  doft  thou  put  on  this  Form  ?  what  can  this  do  ? 
Thou  look*ft  mofl:  fiiiily.    MiL  Like  a  young  Clerk, 
A  half-pin'd  Puppy,  that  would  write  for  a  Ryal. 
Is  this  a  commanding  Shape  to  win  a  Beauty  ? 
To  what  Ufe,  what  Occafion  ? 

Lean,  Peace,  ye  are  Fools, 
More  filly  than  my  Out- fide  feems,  ye  are  ignorant ; 
They,  that  pretend  to  Wonders,  muft  weave  cunningly. 

jirf.  What  manner  of  Accefs  can  this  get  ?  or,  if  gotten, 

(5)  Enter  Leandro,  nx^itb  a  J^etter  <writ  (?«/,]  This  is  a  Stage-Di- 
redlion,  tranfcrib'd  from  the  Prompter^  Book ;  and  a  Memorandum 
to  him  only,  that  Leandro  (hould  go  on  furnifti'd  with  fuch  a  Letter, 
tp  deliver  to  tope%  the  Curate. 

What 
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What  Credit  in  her  Eyes? 
Lean,  Will  ye  but  leave  me  > 

Mil  Methinks,  a  young  Man  and  a  handfom  Gentlema??, 
(But,  fure,  thou  art  Lunatick,)  methinks,  a  brave  Man, 
That  wouM  catch  cunningly  the  Beams  of  Beauty, 
And  lb  diftribute  *em  unto  his  Comfort, 
Shou'd  like  himfelf  appear,  young,  high,  and  buxom. 
And  in  the  brighteft  Form. 

Lean.  Yc  are  cozen'd.  Gentlemen, 
Neither  do  I  believe  this,  nor  will  follow  it : 
Thus  as  I  am,  I  will  begin  my  Voyage. 
"W  hen  you  love,  launch  it  out  in  Silks  and  Velvets, 
I'll  love  in  Serge,  and  will  outgo  your  Sattins. 
To  get  upon  my  great  Horfe  and  appear 
The  Sign  of  fuch  a  Man,  and  trot  my  Meafures, 
(6)  Or  fiddle  out  whole  frofty  Nights,  my  Friends, 
Under  the  Window,  while  my  Teeth  keep  Time, 
I  hold  no  handfomnels.    Let  me  get  in. 
There  trot,  and  fiddle,  where  I  may  have  fair  Play. 

Arf,  But  how  get  in  ? 

Lean,  Leave  that  to  me ;  your  Patience, 
I  have  fome  Toys  here  that  1  dare  well  trufl:  to : 
I  have  fmelt  a  Vicar  put,  they  call  him  Lopez. 
You  arc  ne*er  the  nearer  now. 

Mil,  We  do  confefs  it. 

Lean,  Weak  fimple  Men,  this  Vicar  to  this  Lawyer 
Is  the  mod  inward  Damon. 
Arf,  What  can  this  do  ? 
Mil  We  know  the  Fellow,  and  he  dwells  there. 
Lean.  So. 

(6)  Or  fddle  out  ixjhole  frofty  Nights,  my  FrtenJsf 

Under  the  IVindo^,  nvhil/l  my  Teeth  keep  Tune,]  I  have  ob- 
ferv'd,  that  no  two  Words,  in  the  old  Books,  fo  often  and  fo  mif- 
takenly  change  Place  with  each  other,  as  Time  and  Tune.  Indeed, 
in  the  running  Secretary-hand,  the  Difference  is  fo  minute  betwixt 
im  and  un,  that  it  has  been  the  Source  of  numberlefs  Errors.  Lean- 
dro^s  Meaning  is,  that  if  he  were  to  go  a  Serenading  in  a  frofty 
Night,  he  ftiould  be  fo  cold  as  to  have  the  Chattering  of  his  Teeth 
keep  Time  with  his  Inftrumenc. 


Arf. 
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(7)  y^rf  A  poor,  thin  Thief:  He  help  ?  he?  hang  the 
Can  reading  of  an  Homily  prefer  thee  ?  [Vicar  j 
Thou  art  dead-fick  in  Love,  and  he'Jl  pray  for  thee. 

Lean,  Have  Patience,  Gentlemen    I  fay,  this  Vicar, 
This  Thing,  I  fay,  is  all  one  with  the  clofe  Eartolus^ 
(8)  For  fo  they  call  the  Lawyer    on  his  Nature, 
(Which  I  have  ftudied  by  Relation  ; 
And  make  no  Doubt  I  (hall  hit  handfomly ;) 
Will  1  work  cunningly,  and  home :  Under ftand  me. 

Enter  Lopez,  and  Diego. 

Next,  I  pray,  leave  me,  leave  me  to  my  Fortune  5 
Difficilia  pulchra,,  that's  my  Motto,  Gentlemen  ; 
rU  win  this  Diamond  from  the  Rock,  and  wear  her. 
Or  

Mil  Peace,  the  Vicar :  Send  ye  a  full  Sail,  Sir. 

j^rf.  There's  your  Confefibr,  but  what  fhall  be  your  Pe- 

Lean,  A  Fool's  Head,  if  I  fail  \  and  fo  forfake  me.  [nance? 
You  fhall  hear  from  me  daily. 

Mil  We  will  be  ready.  ^Exeunt  Mil.  Arf. 

Lop,    Thin  World,  indeed! 

Lean.  Pll  let  him  breath,  and  mark  him  : 
No  Man  would  think,  a  Stranger,  as  I  am. 
Should  reap  any  great  Commodity  from  his  Pigbelly, 

Lop,  Poor  ftirring  for  poor  Vicars. 

Die,  And  poor  Sextons. 

Lop,  We  pray,  and  pray,  but  to  no  Purpofe, 
Thofe,  that  enjoy  our  Lands,  choke  our  Devotions  5 
Our  poor  thin  Stipends  make  us  arrant  Dunces. 

Die,  If  you  live  miferably,  how  fhall  we  do,  Mafter, 
That  are  fed  only  with  the  Sound  of  Prayers  ? 

(7]  -   hang  the  Vicar 'y 

Can  reading  of  an  — —  prefer  thee  ?  ]  *TIs  ftrange,  that 
none  of  all  the"  Editions  ftiould  be  able  to  turni{li  out  the  interme- 
diate Word  to  fill  up  the  Hiatus  of  this  Verfe.  As  they  are  talk- 
ing  of  the  Vicar,  it  is  demonftrable  it  mult  have  been.  Homily  ; 
which  makes  both  the  Metre  and  Senfe  complete. 

(8)  For  fo  they  call  the  La'wyer,  or  his  Nature y 

Which  I  hanje  ftudied  by  Relation ^  &c.]  This  Paflage  has  been 
(lightly  corrupted  in  the  Text  and  Pointing.  I  have  regulated  Both, 
and  Mr.  Sympfon  prefcrib'd  the  very  fame  Adjuftment, 

-   Vol.  II.  O  We 
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Wc  rife  and  ring  the  Bells  to  get  good  Stomachs, 
And  muft  be  fain  to  eat  the  Ropes  with  Reverence. 
Lop.  When  was  there  a  Chriftning,  Diego  ? 
Die.  Not  this  ten  Weeks: 
Alas,  they  have  forgot  to  get  Children,  Mafter ; 
The  Wars,  the  Seas,  and  Ufury  undo  us : 
Takes  off  our  Minds,  our  Edges,  blunts  our  Plough-fliares. 
They  eat  nothing  here,  but  Herbs,  and  get  nothing  but 

green  Sauce  : 
There  are  fome  few  poor  Labourers,  that,  perhaps, 
Once  in  feven  Year,  with  helping  one  another. 
Produce  fome  few  pin'd-Butter-prints,  that  fcarce  hold 
The  Chriftning  neither. 

Lop,  Your  Gallants,  they  get  Honour, 
A  ftrange  fantaftical  Birth,  to  defraud  the  Vicar  ; 
And  the  Camp  chriftens  their  Iflues,  or  the  Curtizans ; 
*Tis  a  lewd  Time. 

'Die.  They  are  fo  hard-hearted  here  too. 
They  will  not  die;  there's  nothing  got  by  Burials. 

Lop.  Diego.,  the  Air's  too  pure,  they  cannot  perifli* 
To  have  a  thin  Stipend,  and  an  evcrlafting  Parifh> 
Lord,  what  a  Torment  'tis  ! 

Die,  Good  fenfible  Mafter, 
You  are  allow'd  to  pray  againft  all  Weathers, 
Both  foul,  and  fair,  as  you  fhall  find  Occafion  % 
Why  not  againft  all  Airs  ? 

Lop.  That's  not  i'th'  Canons. 
I  wou'd,  it  had ;  'tis  out  of  our  way  forty  Pence,  [die  here. 
Die.  'Tis  ftrange,  they  are  ftarv'd  too  yet  they  will  not 
They  will  not  earth :  A  good  ftout  Plague  amongft  'em, 
Or  half  a  dozen  new  fantaftical  Fevers. 
That  would  turn  up  their  Heels  by  whole-fale,  Mafter, 
And  take  the  Doftors  too,  in  their  grave  Counfels, 
That  there  might  be  no  natural  Help  for  Money: 
How  merrily  would  my  Bells  go  then  ? 

Lop.  Peace,  Diego^ 
The  Do(5lors  are  our  Friends ;  let's  pleafe  them  well ; 
For  though  they  kill  but  flow,  they  are  certain,  Diego. 
We  muft  remove  into  a  muddy  Air,  | 
A  moft  contagious  Climate. 

Die. 
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Die,  We  muft,  certain. 
An  Air  that  is  the  Nurfery  of  Agues, 
Such  Agues,  Mafter,  that  will  fliake  Mens  Souls  out. 
Ne'er  ftay  for  Pofiets,  nor  goud  old  Wives'  Plaifters. 

Lop,  Gouts  and  de^ad  Palfies. 

Z)/>.  The  Head  do's  well  at  all  times, 
Yet  Gouts  will  hang  an  arfe  a  long  time,  Mafter  t 
The  Pox,  or  Englijh  Surfeits,  if  we  had  'em ; 
Thofe  are  rich  Marie,  they  make  a  Church  yard  fat  % 
And  make  the  Sexton  fing,  they  never  mifs.  Sir. 

Lop.  Then  Wills  and  Funeral  Sermons  come  in  Seafon^ 
And  Feafts  that  make  us  frolick, 

T>ie.  Wou'd  I  cou'd  fee  *em. 

Lop.  And  though  \  weep  i'th'  Pulpit  for  my  Brother, 
Yet,  Diego.,  here  I  laugh. 

Die.  rhe  Caufe  requires  it. 

Lop.  Since  People  left  to  die,  I  am  a  Dunce,  Diego. 

Die.  ' Tis  a  (Irange  thing,  I  have  forgot  to  dig  too. 

Lean.K  precious  pair  of  Youths !  I  muft  make  toward  *em* 

Lop.  Who's  that  ?  look,  it  feems,  he  would  fpeak  to  us* 
I  hope  a  Marriage,  or  fome  Will  to  make,  Diego. 

Die.  My  Friend,  your  Bufinefs  ? 

Lean,  *Tis  to  that  grave  Gentleman  \ 
Blefs  your  good  Learning,  Sir  ! 

Lop.  And  blefs  you  alfo ! 
He  bears  a  promifing  Face,  there's  fome  Hope  toward. 

Lean.  I  have  a  Letter  to  your  Worftiip* 

Lop.  Well,  Sir, 
From  whence,  I  pray  you  ? 

Lem.  From  Nova  Hifpania^  Sir, 
And  from  an  ancient  Friend  of  yours. 

Lop.  'Tis  well;  Sir, 
*Tis  very  well :  The  Devil  a  one  I  know  there. 

Die.  Take  heed  of  a  Snap,  Sir,  h*as  a  cozening  Countc* 
I  do  not  like  his  way.  [nance. 

Lop.  Let  him  go  forward. 
(9)  Cantabit  vacuus y—thQy  that  have  nothing,  fear  nothing, 

(9  Cantabit  'Vacuus  ]  This  Hemiftich  is  the  beginning  of  at 

Verfe  in  Juvenal  *s  Satyr  es. 

Cantabit  vacuus  coram  Latrone  Viatur. 

O  z  All 
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AH  I  have  to  lofe,  Diego ^  is  my  Learning  ; 

And,  when  he  has  gotten  that,  he  may  put  it  in  a  Nut-fhcII. 

Reads  the  Letter. 

SIgnior  Lopez,  Since  Arrival  from  Cordova  to  tbefe 
Parts^  I  have  written  divers  Letters  unSo  you^  but  as 
yet  recerJd  no  Anfwer  of  any :  (Good,  and  very  good)  And 
although  fc  great  a  Forge tfuUnefs  might  caufe  a  Want  in  my 
due  (Srrefpondenee^  yet  the  Ikfire  1  have  ftiU  to  ferve  you 
mufi  more  frrsail  icitb  me  (Better  and  better  :  The  Devil 
a  Man  know  I  yet)  and  therefore  'zvith  the  prefent  Occajion 
offered  I  am  willing  to  crarje  a  Continuance  cf  the  Faroours 
which  I  have  heretofore  recertfd  from  youy  and  do  recom- 
me?:d  vry  Son  Leandro,  the  Bearer,  to  you ;  with  Requeft 
that  he  may  he  admitted  in  that  XJmverfity,  till  fuch  time  as 
I  fbaU  arrive  at  home ;  bis  Studies  be  will  make  you  ^ac- 
quainted withal:  This  Kindnefs  fbdll  fupply  the  Want  of 
your  Slacknefs :  And^fo  Hearoen  keep  you,  Tours^ 

Alonzo  Tiveria. 

Alc'fizo  Tiveria^  very  well, 

A  very  ancient  Friend  of  mine,  I  take  it. 

For  till  this  Hour  I  never  heard  his  Name  yet. 

Lean.  You  look.  Sir,  as  if  ye  had  forgot  my  Father. 

Lcp.  No,  no,  I  look,  as  I  would  remember  him. 
For  that  I  never  remembred,  I  cannot  forget.  Sir; 
Jloirzo  Tiveria  ? 

Lean.  The  fame.  Sir. 

Lop.  And  now  i'th'  Indies  ? 

Lea^i.  Yes. 

(10)  Lcp.Wt  may  be  any  where. 
For  aught  that  I  — 

Lean.  Confider,  think  again.  Sir  ; 
You  were  Students  both  at  one  time  in  Salamancay 
And,  as  I  take  it.  Chamber-fellows. 

Lop.  Ha  ? 

(ic)  He  ffray  he  anf  ^zishere 

For  Gmght  that  I  confder. 
Lean.  Think  again ^  5;V.]    I  have  regulated  the  Text  in  this 
Pifuee,     Mr.  S^mpfom  gave  me  hb  Opinion,  he  fufpeded  it  fhoald 
be.  ^ 

Lean, 
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Lean.  Nay,  fure,  you  muft  remember. 
Lop,  *Wou'd,  I  could  ! 

I,ean,  I  have  heard  him  fay,  you  were  Goflips  too. 

Lop,  Very  likely, 
You  did  not  hear  him  fay,  to  whom?  For  we  Students 
May  oft-times  over- reach  our  Memories. 
Doft  thou  remember,  Diego,,  this  fame  Signior  ? 
Thou  haft  been  mine  thefe  twenty  Years. 

Die.  Remember  ? 
"Why,  this  Fellow  wou'd  make  ye  mad :  'Nova  Hifpania  ? 
And  Signior  Tiveria  ?  What  are  thefe? 
He  may  as  well  name  ye  Friends  out  of  Cataya, 
Take  heed,  I  befeech  your  Worlliip :  Do  you  hear,  my 
You  have  no  Letters  for  me  ?        .  [Friend? 

Lean.  Not  any  Letter, 
But  I  was  charg'd  to  do  my  Father's  Love 
To  the  old  honeft  Sexton  Diego  :  Are  you  he.  Sir  ? 

Die.  Ha!  have  I  Friends,  and  know  *em  not?  My 
Name  is  Diego, 
But  if  either  I  remember  you  or  your  Father, 
Or  Nova  Hifpania  (I  was  never  there,  Sir,) 
Or  any  Kindred  that  you  have — for  Heav'n  fake,  Matter, 
Let's  caft  about  a  little,  and  confider. 
We  may  dream  out  our  Time. 

Lean.  It  feems  I  am  deceiv'd.  Sir ;  *  ' 

Yet,  that  you  are  Don  Lopez,,  ail  Men  tell  me. 
The  Curate  here,  and  have  been  fome  time.  Sir ; 
And  you  the  Sexton  Diego,,  fuch  I  am  fent  to. 
The  Letter  tells  as  much  :  May  be,  they  are  dead. 
And  you  of  the  like  Names  fucceed  :  I  thank  ye,  Gentle- 
Ye  have  done  honeftly  in  telling  truth,  [men, 
I  might  have  been  forward  elfe —  For  to  that  Lopez, 
That  was  my  Father's  Friend,  I  had  a  Charge, 
A  Charge  of  Money  to  deliver,  Gentlemen, 
Five  hundred  Duckets,  a  poor  fmall  Gratuity ; 
But  fince  you  are  not  he  — 

Lop.  Good  Sir,  let  me  think, 
I  pray  ye,  be  patient ;  pray  ye,  ftay  a  little  ; 
Nay,  let  me  remember,  I  befeech  you  ftay,  Sir. 

Die.  An  honeft  noble  Friend,  that  fends  fo  lovingly ; 

O  3  An 
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An  old  Friend  too ;  you  will  remember,  fiire^  Sir, 

Lop,  Thou  fay'ft  true,  Diego, 

Vie.  *Pray  ye,  confider  quickly  ; 
Do,  do,  by  any  means  ;  methinks,  already 
A  grave  (laid  Gentleman  comes  to  my  Memory. 

Lean.  He's  old  indeed,  Sir. 

D/>.  With  a  goodly  white  Beard, 
(For  now  he  muft  be  fo :  I  know  he  mull  be) 
Signior  ^^«2:(7,  Mafter. 

Lop.  I  begin  to  have  him.  [Sir. 

Die,  H'as  been  from  hence  about  fomc  twenty  Years, 

Lean,  Some  five  and  twenty^  Sir. 

Die,  You  fay  mod  true.  Sir. 
Juft"  to  an  Hour  *,  'tis  now  juft  five  and  twenty, 
A  fine  (Irait-timber'd  Man,  and  a  brave  Soldier, 
He  married  :  Let  me  fee,  — 

Lean.  De  Caftro\  Daughter, 

Die,  The  very  fame. 

Lean.  Thou  art  a  very  Rafcal.  \^Jfide^ 
De  Cajlro  is  the  Turk  to  thee,  or  any  Thing  : 
The  Money  rubs  'em  into  (Irange  Remembrances, 
For  as  many  Duckets  more  they  would  remember  Adam^. 

Lop,  Give  me  your  Hand,  you  are  welcome  to  you^ 
Now  I  remember  plainly,  manifeftly,  [Country  5 

As  frelhly,  as  if  Yefterday  \  had  feen  him, 
Moft  heartily  v/elcome  :  finfull  that  I  am, 
Mod  finfull  Man !  why  fliou'd  I  lofe  this  Gentleman  ? 
This  loving  old  Companion  ?  We  had  all  one  Soul,  Sir, 
He  dwelt  here  hard  byj  at  a  handfome —  Lean.  Farm,  Sir ; 
You  fay  mod  true. 

Lop,  Alonzo  "tiveria  I  [thus  ! 

Lord,  Lord,  that  Time  fhould  play  the  treacherous  Knave 
Why,  he  was  the  only  Friend  I  had  in  Spain^  Sir, 
I  knew  your  Mother  too,  a  handfome  Gentlewoman  ; 
She  was  married  very  young :  I  married  'em  : 
I  do  remember  now  the  Mafques  and  Sports  then. 
The  Fire- works,  and  the  fine  Delights ;  good  Faith,  Sir, 
Now  I  look  in  your  Face,  whofe  Eyes  are  thofe,  Diego  ? 
Nay,  if  he  be  not  juft  Alonzo^  Pifture— 


Lean* 
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Lean.  Lord,  how  I  blufh  for  thefe  two  Impudents ! 

Die,  Well,  Gentleman,  I  think  your  Name's  Leandro^ 

Lean.  It  is,  indeed.  Sir. 
Gra'-mercy,  Letter,  thou  hadft  never  known  elfe.  [^Afide. 

Die.  I  have  dandled  ye,  and  kifs'd  ye  and  plaid  with  ye 
A  hundred,  and  a  hundred  Times,  and  danc*d  ye. 
And  fwong  ye  in  my  Bell-ropes,  ye  lov'd  Twinging, 

Lop.  A  fweet  Boy. 

Lean.  Sweet  lying  Knaves. 
What  wou'd  thefe  do  for  thoufands  ?  [4fide. 

Lop.  A  wondrous  fweet  Boy  then  it  was,  fee  now 
Time,  that  confumes  us,  flioots  him  up  ftili  fweeter. 
How  do's  the  noble  Gentleman  ?  how  fares  he  ? 
When  fliall  wc  fee  him  ?  when  will  he  blels  his  Country  ? 

Lean.  O,  very  fhortly.  Sir  ;  'tilt  his  Return 
He  has  fent  me  over  to  your  Charge, 

Lop.  And  welcome. 
Nay,  you  fhall  know  you  are  welcome  to  your  Friend,  Sir, 

Lean.  And  to  my  Study,  Sir,  which  muft  be  the  Law- 
To  further  which,  he  wou'd  entreat  your  Care 
To  plant  me  in  the  Favour  of  fome  Man 
TJiat*s  expert  in  that  Knowledge  :  For  his  Pains 
I  have  three  hundred  Duckets  more  :  For  my  Diet, 
Enough,  Sir,  to  defray  me  :  Which  I  am  charg'd 
To  take  (till,  as  I  ufe  it,  from  your  Cuftody, 
I  have  the  Money  ready,  and  I  am  weary.     [welcome  ; 

Lop.  Sit  down,  fit  down,  and  once  more,  ye  are  mpft 
The  Law  you  have  hit  upon  moft  happily  ; 
Here  is  a  Matter  in  that  Art,  Bartotus^ 
A  Neighbour  by,  to  him  I  will  prefer  ye  ; 
A  learned  Man,  and  my  moft  loving  Neighbour  ; 
ril  do  ye  faithful  Service,  Sir. 

Dei.  He's  an  Afs, 
And  fo  we'll  ufe  him  ;  he  ihall  be  a  Lawyer,  [Die^o^ 

Lop.  But  if  ever  he  recover  this  Money  again — Before, 
And  get  fome  pretty  Pittance :  My  Pupil's  hungry. 

Lean.  Pray  ye.  Sir,  unlade  me. 

Lop.  I'll  refrefh  ye.  Sir; 
When  ye  want,  you  know  your  Exchequer. 

O  4  Lean, 
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Lean.  If  all  this  get  me  but  Accefs,  I  am  happy. 
Lop.  Come,  I  am  tender  of  ye. 
Lean.  I'll  go  with  ye. 
To  have  this  Fort  betray'd  thefe  Fools  muft  fleece  me. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Bartolus,  and  Amaranta. 

Bar,  My  Amaranta.,  3.  retir'd  fweet  Life, 
Private  and  clofe,  and  ftill,  and  houfewifely. 
Becomes  a  W  ife,  fets  off  the  Grace  of  Woman. 
At  home  to  be  believ'd  both  young  and  handfome. 
As  Lillies  that  are  cas'd  in  cryftall  GlafTes, 
Makes  up  the  Wonder :  Shew  it  abroad,  'tis  {lale. 
And  ftill,  the  more  Eyes  cheapen  it,  'tis  more  flubber'd  ; 

(11)  And  what  need  Windows  open  to  Inviting  f 
Or  ev'ning  TerrafTes,  to  take  in  Minions  ? 

When  the  moft  wholfome  Air,  my  Wife,  blows  inward. 
When  good  Thoughts  are  the  nobleft  Companions, 
And  old  chart  Stories,  Wife,  the  beft  Difcourfes ; 
But  why  do  I  talk  thus,  that  know  thy  Nature  ^    [loufy ; 

j^ma.  You  know  your  own  Difeafe ;  Diftruft,  and  Jea- 
And  thofe  two  give  thefe  Leflbns,  not  good  Meaning. 
What  Trial  is  there  of  my  Honefty, 
When  I  am  mew'd  at  home  ?  To  what  End,  Husband, 
Serves  all  the  Virtuous  Thoughts,  and  chaft  Behaviour, 
Without  their  Ufes  ?  Then  they  are  known  moft  excellent. 
When  by  their  Contraries  they  are  fet  ofl^,  and  burnifh'd. 

(12)  If  ye  both  hold  me  fair,  and  chaft,  and  virtuous. 

Let 

(11)  Jnd  nvhat  need  Windows  open  to  Intuiting? 

Or  e'vning  Terrajfes ,  to  take  Opinions  ?  ]  Opinions j  of 
What  ?  Only  to  be  feen  by  Paflengers,  and  have  her  Beauties  judgM 
of  ?  I  believe  verily,  the  Authors  meant  fomething  farther :  What  if 
We  Ihould  read,  and  take  in  Minions  ?  /.  e.  attrad  Admirers. 

Mr.  Sympfon. 

(12)  If  ye  loth  hold  me  fair,  and  chaft,  and  virtuous. 

Let  me  go  fearlefs  out^  and  nvin  that  Greatnefs  :  ]  The  Word 
Greatnefs  is  very  obfcure  ;  it  can  only  mean  Greatnefs  of  Reputation, 
a  very  ftiff  Expreffion  upon  this  Occafion.    The  Meaning  plainly  is, 

that 
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Let  me  go  fearlefs  out,  and  win  that  Chaftnefs: 

Thefe  Seeds  grow  not  in  Shades,  and  conceal'd  Places: 

Set  'em  i'th*  Heat  of  all,  then  they  rife  glorious. 

Bar,  Peace,  ye  are  too  loud. 

Ama.  You  are  too  covetous. 
If  that  be  rank'd  a  Virtue,  you  have  a  rich  one. 
Set  me,  like  other  Lawyers  Wives,  off  handfomely. 
Attended  as  I  ought,  and  as  they  have  it. 
My  Coach,  my  People,  and  my  handfome  Women, 
My  Will  in  honeft  Things. 

Bar,  Peace,  Amaranta.  [cures  'em  ; 

Ama,  They  have  Content,  rich  Cioaths,  and  that  fe- 
Binds,  to  their  carefull  Husbands,  their  Obfervance ; 
They  are  merry,  ride  abroad,  meet,  laugh. 

Bar.  Thou  fhalt  too. 

Ama,  And  freely  may  converfe  with  proper  Gentlemen, 
Suffer  Temptations  daily  to  their  Honour. 

Enter  Woman  Moor. 

Boir.  You  are  now  too  far  again :  Thou  flialt  have  any 
Let  me  but  lay  up  for  a  handfome  Office,  [thing. 
And  then,  my  Amaranta — 

Ama.  Here's  a  thing  now, 
Ye  place  as  Pleafure  to  me  :  All  my  Retinue, 
My  Chamber-maid,  my  Kitchin-maid,  my  Friend, 
And  what  ftie  fails  in,  I  muft  do  my  felf. 
A  Foil  to  fet  my  Beauty  off,  I  thank  ye. 
You  will  place  the  Devil  next  for  a  Companion. 

Bar.  No  more  fuch  Words,  good  Wife. 
What  would  you  have.  Maid  ? 

Moor.  Mafler  Curate,and  the  Sexton, and  a  Stranger,Sir, 
Attend  to  fpeak  with  your  Worfhip. 

Bar.  A  Stranger?  [not. 

Ama.  You  had  befl  to  be  jealous  of  the  Man  you  know 

Bar,  'Pray  thee,  no  more  of  that. 

Ama,  'Pray  ye,  go  out  to  'em  5 

that  no  Woman  defervcs  the  Name  of  Chaji,  but  they  who  have 
provM  themfelves  fo  when  try'd :  therefore  Jet  me  go  into  the  World, 
and  win  the  Name.  1  think,  Chaftnefs  gives  this  Idea ;  and  was 
moft  probably  the  Author's  Word.  Mr.  Seaward, 

That 
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That  will  be  fafeft  for  ye,  1  am  well  here, 

I  only  love  your  Peace,  and  ferve  like  a  Slave  for  it. 

Bar,  No,  no,  thou  (halt  not  5  *tis  fome  honeft  Client. 
Rich,  and  litigious,  the  Curate  has  brought  to  me ; 
Prithee,  go  in,  my  Duck ;  I'll  but  fpeak  to  *em, 
And  return  inftantly. 

Ama,  I  am  commanded. 
One  Day  you  will  know  my  Sufferance.—  {Exit. 

Bar,  And  reward  it. 
So,  fo,  faft  bind,  faft  find ;  Come  in,  my  Neighbours ; 
My  loving  Neighbours,  pray  ye,  come  in  s  ye  are  welcome. 

Enter  Lopez,  Leandro,  and  Diego. 

J^op,  Blefs  your  good  Reverence  I 

Bar,  Good-day,  good  Mafter  Curate, 
And  Neighbour  Biego^  welcome :  what's  your  Bufinefs  > 
And,  'pray  ye,  be  fliort,  good  Friends,  the  time  isprecioust 
Welcome,  good  Sir. 

Lop,  To  be  fhort  then  with  your  Mafterfliip, 
For,  I  know,  your  feveral  Hours  are  full  of  Bufinefs, 
We  have  brought  ye  this  young  Man,  of  honeft  Parents, 
And  of  an  honeft  Face,  — 

Bar,  It  feems  fo,  Neighbours, 
But  to  what  End  } 

Lop,  To  be  your  Pupil,  Sir ; 
Your  Servant,  if  you  pleafe. 

Lean.  I  have  travell'd  far,  Sir, 
To  feek  a  worthy  Man. 

Bar,  Alas,  good  Gentleman, 
I  ^m  a  poor  Man,  and  a  private  too. 
Unfit  to  keep  a  Servant  of  your  Reckoning ; 
My  Houfe  a  little  Cottage,  and  fcarce  able 
To  hold  my  felf,and  thofe  poor  Few  that  live  under  it  5 
Befides,  you  muft  not  blame  me,  Gendemen, 
If  I  were  able  to  receive  a  Servant, 
To  be  a  little  fcrupulous  of  his  Dealing, 
For  in  thefe  Times  — 

Lop,  Pray  let  me  anfwer  that.  Sir, 
Here  is  five  hundred  Duckets,  to  fecure  him. 
He  cannot  want,  Sir  ;  to  make  good  his  Credit, 

Good 
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Good  Gold,  and  Coin. 

Bar.  And  that's  an  honed  Pledge; 
Yet,  fure,  that  needs  not,  for  his  Face  and  Carriage, 
Seem  to  declare  an  in-bred  Honefty. 

Lean,  And  (for  I  have  a  ripe  Mind  to  the  Law,  Sir, 
(13)  In  which,  I  underftand,  you  live  a  Mafter) 
The  leaft  poor  Corner  in  your  Houfe,  poor  Bed,  Sir, 
(Let  me  notfeem  intruding  to  your  Worlhip) 
With  fome  Books  to  inftrud  me,  and  your  Counlel, 
Shall  I  reft  moft  content  with:  Other  Acquaintance 
Than  your  grave  Prefence,  and  the  Grounds  of  Law, 
I  dare  not  covet,  nor  I  will  not  feek.  Sir  \ 
For,  furely,  mine  own  Nature  defires  Privacy. 
Next,  for  your  monthly  Pains,  to  fliew  my  Thanks, 
I  do  proportion  out  fome  twenty  Buckets  ; 
As  I  grow  riper,  more  :  Three  hundred  now.  Sir, 
To  (hew  my  Love  to  Learning,  and  my  Mafter, 
My  Diet  I'll  defray  too,  without  Trouble. 

("14)  Lop,  Note  but  his  Mind  to  Learning. 

Ear.  I  do  ftrangely. 
Yes,  and  I  like  it  too ;  — 

Die  Thanks  to  his  Money. 
•Wou'd,  he  would  live  with  me,  and  learn  to  dig  too. 

hop.  A  wondrous  modcft  Man,  Sir, 

Bar.  So  it  feems, 

(13)  In  ntjhich,  I  underfiand^  you  live  a  Mafier\  This  Word  Jias  a 
Senfe  not  ufuai,  tho'  very  eleganc ;  and  is  pat  for,  are ;  ^enfu  La-' 
tino.    So,  Horace: 

Vivet  uter  Locuples  fine  Natis  ;  i,  e.  m>* 

■So  P  L  A  u  T  u  s,  in  the  Prologue  to  his  Amphitryon. 

Virtute,  dixit,  <vos  Viclores  vivere.  i,  e.  effe. 

And  fo  our  incomparable  S  p  B  n  s  e  r  ; 

Lo  I  Fideffa  d^vell :  i.  e.  am.  Mr.  Sympfon, 

( 14)  Note  but  his  Mind  to  Learning, 
Bar.  /  do  ftrangely y  yes,  and  I  like  it  too,  thanks  to  his  Money. 
Die.   Would,  he  nuould  live  nvith  me,  and  learn  to  dig  too-l  Both 
the  Meafure  and  Humour  are  greatly  injured  by  this  corrupt  Read* 
ing.    I  doubt  not,  but  the  Original  run  thus. 
JLop.  Note  hut  his  Mind  to  Learning, 

Bar.  '  —  /  do  ftrangely  j 

Yes,  and  1  like  it  too. 

Pie.  Thanks  to  his  Money.  — • 

*  Would,  he  fwould  live  vuith  me,  Sec,  Mr,  Senvard, 

His 
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His  dear  love  to  his  Study  muft  be  nourifti'd  5 
Neighbour,  he's  Hke  to  prove,  — 

Lop,  With  your  good  Counfel, 
And  with  your  Dihgence,  as  you  will  ply  him ; 
His  Parents,  when  they  know  your  Care  — 

Bar,  Come  hither. 

Die.  An  honefter  young  Man,  your  Worfliip  ne'er  kept. 
But  he  is  fo  bafhful  — 

Bar,  O  I  like  him  better. 
Say,  I  ftiould  undertake  ye,  which,  indeed.  Sir, 
Will  be  no  little  Straitnefs  to  my  Living, 
Confidering  my  Affairs,  and  my  fmall  Houfe,  Sir, 
(For  I  fee  Ibme  Promifes,  that  pull  me  to  ye ; ) 
Cou'd  you  content  your  felf,  at  firfl:  thus  meanly. 
To  lie  hard,  in  an  out-part  of  my  Houfe,  Sir  ? 
For  I  have  not  many  Lodgings  to  allow  ye  > 
And  Study  fhou'd  be  ftill  remote  from  Company; 
A  little  Fire  fometimes  too,  to  refrefh  ye ; 
A  Student  muft  be  frugal :  Sometimes  Lights  too. 
According  to  your  Labour.    Leayi.  Any  thing,  Sir, 
That's  dry,  and  wholfome :  I  am  no  bred  Wanton. 

Bar,  Then  I  receive  you;  But  I  muft  defire  ye 
To  keep  within  your  Confines.    Lean,  Ever,  Sir  ; 
There  is  the  Gold,  and  ever  be  your  Servant, 
Take  it  and  give  me  Books :  May  I  but  prove.  Sir, 
According  to  my  Wilh,  and  thefe  fliail  multiply ! 

Lop.  Do,  ftudy  hard,  pray  ye  take  him  in,  and  fettle  him. 
He's  only  fit  for  you  *,  Shew  him  his  Cell,  Sir.  [yer, 

jD/V.Take  a  good  Heart ;  and  when  ye  are  a  cunning  Law- 
ril  fell  my  Bells,  and  you  ftiall  prove  it  lawful.  [gence. 

Bar,  Come,  Sir,with  me :  Neighbours,  1  thank  your  Dili- 

Lop,  ril  come  fometimes,  and  crack  a  Cafe  with  ye. 

Bar,  Welcome  ■    "  ^-  \Emt, 

Lop,  Here's  Money  got  with  Eafe :  here,  fpend  that  jo- 
And  pray  for  the  Fool,  the  Founder.  [vially, 

Die,  Many  more  Fools, 
I  heartily  pray,  may  follow  his  Example  ! 
Lawyers,  or  Lubbers,  or  of  what  Condition, 
And  many  fuch  fweet  Friends  in  Nova  Hifpania  ! 

Lop,  It  will  do  well ;  let  'em  but  fend  their  Monies, 

Come 
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Come  from  what  Qaarter  of  the  World,  I  care  not, 
PJl  know  'em  inftantly  ;  nay,  I'll  be  Kin  to  'em ; 
I  cannot  mifs  a  Man,  that  fends  me  Money  : 
Let  him  law  there,  long  as  his  Duckets  laft,  Boy, 
ril  grace  him,  and  prefer  him. 

Die.  I'll  turn  Trade,  Mafter, 
And  now  live  by  the  Living,  let  the  Dead  ftink, 
*Tis  a  poor  (linking  Trade. 

Lop,  If  the  young  Fool  now 
Should  chance  to  chop  upon  his  fair  Wife,  Biego? 

Die,  And  handle  her  Cafe,  Mafter,  that's  a  Law- point ; 
A  Point  would  make  him  ftart,  and  put  on  his  Speftacles  ; 
A  hidden  Point,  were  worth  the  canvafling. 

Lop,  Now,  furely,  furely,  I  Ihou'd  love  him,  Diego, 
And  love  him  heartily  :  Nay,  I  Ihou'd  love  my  felf. 
Or  any  thing  that  had  but  that  good  Fortune, 
For  to  fay  the  Truth,  the  Lawyer  is  a  Dog-bolt, 
An  arrant  Worm  :  And  though  I  call  him  Worlhipful, 
1  wifh  him  a  canoniz'd  Cuckold,  Diego  ; 
Now,  if  my  Youth  do  but  dub  him  — 

Die,  He  is  too  demure.  Sir. 

Lop,  If  he  do  fting  her  home. 

Die,  There's  no  fuch  Matter, 
The  Woman  was  not  born  to  fo  much  Bleflednefs, 
He  has  no  Heat :  Study  confumes  his  Oil,  Mafter. 

Lop.  Leave  it  to  the  Will  of  F'ate,  and  prefently 
Over  a  Cup  of  lufty  Sack,  let*s  prophefy. 
I  am  like  a  Man  that  dream'd  he  was  an  Emperor, 
Come,  Diego^  hope ;  and,  whilft  he  lafts,  we'll  lay  it  on.^ 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IIL 

Enter  Jamie,  Milanes,  and  Arfenio. 

(15)  Jam,  Milanes^  did  you  fee  this  Wonder? 

ML  Yes,  yes.  Jam. 

Jam.  An  G  E  L  o,  Milanes,  did  you  fee  this  Wonder  ? 
Mil.  Yes,  yes.    Jam.  And  you,  Arfenio  ? 
Arf,  Tes,  he  is  gone.  Sir, 

Strange fy  difguis'd,  he'*s  fet  upon  his  Voyage. 

Love  guide  his  Thoughts !  b^r.]  Angelo  makes  his  Appearance 

in 
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Jam.  And  you^  Arfenio  ?    Jrf,  Yes,  he  is  gone,  Sir, 
Strangely  difguis'd,  he's  fet  upon  his  Voyage.  [FelJow. 

Jam.  Love  guide  his  Thoughts !  He's  a  brave  honeft 
Sit  clofe,  Don  Lawyer,  O  that  arrant  Knave  now. 
How  he  will  (link,  will  fmoak  again,  will  burft ! 
He's  the  mod  arrant  Beaft. 

Mil  He  may  be  more  Beaft. 

Jam.  Let  him  bear  fix,  and  fix,  that  all  may  blaze  him  % 
The  Villany  he  has  fowed  into  my  Brother, 
And,  from  his  State,  the  Revenue  he  has  reach'd  at! 
Pay  him,  my  good  Leandro,  take  my  Prayers.    [Heifer  f 
Jrf.  And  all  our  Wiihes  plough  with  his  fine  white 
Jam.  Mark  him,  my  dear  Friend,  for  a  famous  Cuckold, 
Let  it  out- live  his  Books,  his  Pains,  and  hear  mc, 
The  more  he  feeks  to  fmother  it  with  Juftice, 

Ejtt'er  a  Servant, 

Let  it  blaze  out  the  more  :  What  News,  Andrea  ? 

Andr.  News  I  am  loth  to  tell  ye  :  but  I  am  charged,  Sir  5 
Your  Brother  lays  a  ftrift  Command  upon  ye. 
No  more  to  know  his  Houfe,  upon  your  Danger  \ 
I  am  forry,  Sir. 

Jam.  Faith,  never  be  :  I  am  glad  on*t ; 
He  keeps  the  Houfc  of  Pride,  and  Foolery  : 
I  mean  to  fliun  it  j  fo  return  my  Anfwer ; 

in  the  firft  Scene  of  the  firft  Aft,  but  he  fpeaks  but  four  Lines  there  % 
and  nothing  but  what  Arfenio  might  full  as  well  have  faid  :  And  he 
has  nothing  to  do  here,  but  to  fpoil  the  Vcrfe.  As  he  is  quite  art 
unneccfifary  Perfon  in  the  Play,  I  fancy,  he  has  intruded  into  it  by 
fome  Error  of  the  Players.  However,  it  is  neceffary  to  flrike  him 
out  from  this  Paffage.  The  latter  Part  of  Arfenio'%  Speech  ought,  I 
believe,  to  be  given  to  yamie  j  it  is  perfeftly  in  his  Charafter.  X 
would  read  therefore ; 

Jam.  Milanes,  did  you  fee  this  Wander?      Mil.  Tes^yes.  ^ 

Jam.  And  you  i  Arfenio  ?       Arf.  Yes^  he  is  gone  ^  Sir, 
Strangely  difguis'd ;  He''s  fet  upon  his  V oyage. 

Jam.  Lo<ve  guide  his  Thoughts!  Sec.  Mr.  Seaward. 

1  will  only  add  to  Mr.  Se^ard^s  Obfervation,  that  as  Afrge/o  is 
no  where  elfe  fpoke  of,  or  to,  throughout  the  whole  Play  ;  as  he  is 
no  manner  of  a  Charafter,  nor  any  ways  conducive  to  carrying  on 
the  Plot ;  no  ways  afliftant  in  making  Diego's  Will,  nor  compre- 
hended in  Barto/us's  Refentmcnt,  I  have  ventured  to  expunge  him 
quite  out  of  the  Driinia. 

'Twill 
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'Twill  fliortly  fpew  him  out;  Come,  let*s  be  merry, 
And  lay  our  Heads  together  carefully. 
How  we  may  help  our  Friend  *,  and  let's  lodge  near  him. 
Be  ftill  at  hand :  1  wou'd  not  for  my  Patrimony, 
But  he  fhou'd  crown  his  Lawyer,  a  Jearn'd  Monfter ; 
Come,  let's  away,  I  am  ftark  mad  'till  I  fee  him.  [Ext. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Bartolus,  and  Amaranta. 

Ama.  Why  will  ye  bring  Men  in,  and  yet  be  jealous? 
Why  will  ye  lodge  a  young  Man,  a  Man  able. 
And  yet  repine  ? 

Ear,  He  fhall  not  trouble  thee.  Sweet, 
A  modeft  poor  flight  Thing  \  did  I  not  tell  thee 
He  was  only  giv'n  to  his  Book,  and  for  that 
How  royally  he  pays  ?  finds  his  own  Meat  too  ? 

Ama.  I  will  not  have  him  here :  I  know  your  Courfes, 
And  what  Fits  you  will  fall  into  of  Madnefs. 

Bar.  Faith,  I  will  not.  Wife. 

Ama,  1  will  not  try  ye. 

Ear,  He  comes  not  near  thee:  Shall  not  dare  to  tread 
Within  thy  Lodgings :  In  an  old  Out- Room, 
Where  Logs  and  Coals  were  laid  ■ 

Ama,  Now  ye  lay  Fire  ; 
Fire  to  confume  your  Quiet. 

Ear,  Did  ft  thou  know  him 
Thou  wou'dft  think  as  I  do :  He  dilquict  thee  ?  [him. 
Thou  may'ft  wear  him  next  thy  Heart,  and  yet  not  warm 
His  Mind,  poor  Man,  's  o'th'  Law,  how  to  live  after. 
And  not  on  Lewdnefs  :  On  my  Confcience, 
He  knows  not  how  to  look  upon  a  Woman, 
More  than  by  reading  of  what  Sex  fhe  is. 

Ama,  I  do  not  like  it,  Sir. 

Ear,  Doft  thou  not  fee,  Fool, 
What  Prcfents  he  fends  hourly  in  his  Gratefulnefs  I 
What  delicate  Meats  ? 

Ama,  You  had  beft  truft  him  at  your  Table, 
Do,  and  repent  it,  do. 

Bar. 
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Bar,  If  thou  be*fl:  willing. 
By  my  troth,  I  think  he  might  come,  he's  fo  modefl: ; 
He  never  fpeaks :  There's  part  of  that  he  gave  me. 
He'll  eat  but  half  a  dozen  Bits,  and  rife  immediately, 
Ev'n  as  he  eats,  he  ftudies :  He'll  not  difquiet  thee. 
Do  as  thou  pleafeft.  Wife. 

Ama.  What  means  this  Wood-cock  ?     \Knock  within. 
Bar,  Retire,  Sweet,  there's  one  knocks :  Come  in,  your 
Bufinefs. 

Enter  Servant, 

Ser.  My  Lord,  Don  Henrique^  would  entreat  ye,  Sir, 
To  come  immediately,  and  fpeak  with  him  5 
He  has  Bufinefs  of  fomc  Moment. 

Bar,  Pll  attend  him, 
I  muft  be  gone  :  I  prithee,  think  the  beft,  Wife ; 
At  my  Return,  I'll  tell  thee  more,  good  morrow. 
Sir,  keep  ye  clofe,  and  ftudy  hard :  An  Hour  hence 
I'll  read  a  new  Cafe  to  ye.       Exit,       [Lean,  within. 

Lean,  I'll  be  ready, 

jima.  So  many  hundred  Duckets,  to  lie  fcurvily. 
And  learn  the  pelting  Law  ?  This  founds  but  flenderly, 
But  very  poorly  :  I  would  fee  this  Fellow, 
Very  fain  fee  him,  how  he  looks ;  I  will  find 
To  what  End,  and  what  Study  :  There's  the  Place  : 
I'll  go  o'th'  other  Side,  and  take  my  Fortune. 
I  think,  there  is  a  Window.  \_Exit. 

Enter  Leandro. 

Lean,  He's  gone  out 
Now,  if  I  cou'd  but  fee  her :  She  is  not  this  Way  : 
How  naftily  he  keeps  his  Houfe My  Chamber, 
If  I  continue  long,  will  choak  me  up, 
It  is  fo  damp  :  I  fhall  be  mortified 
For  any  Woman,  if  I  ftay  a  Month  here : 
I'll  in,  and  ftrike  my  Lute  s  that  Sound  may  call  her.  [Ex, 

Enter  Amaranta. 

Ama.  He  keeps  very  clofe :  Lord,  how  I  long  to  fee  him ! 
A  Lute  Itrook  handfomely,  a  Voice  too ;  I'll  hear  that  : 

LUTE 
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L  U   T   E         S   O   N  G. 
I. 

Dear  eft  ^  do  not  you  delay  me^ 

Since^  thou  know* ft.,  I  muft  he  gone ; 
Wind  and  Tide^  Uis  thought^  doth  ftay  me^ 
But  'tis  Wind  that  muft  be  blown 

From  that  Breathy  whofe  native  Smell 
Indian  Odours  doth  excell, 

IL 

O  then  fpeak^  thou  faireft  Fair^ 

Kill  not  him  that  vows  to  ferve  thee  \ 
But  perfume  this  neighbouring  Air^ 

Rife  dull  Silence^  fure^  will  ftarve  me : 
'Tis  a  Word  that's  quickly  fpoken^ 
Which  being  reftrain'd^  a  Heart  is  broken. 

Thefe  Verfes  are  no  Law,  they  found  too  fweetly, 
Now  I  am  more  defirous.  [Leandro  peeping. 

,    Lean,  'Tis  llie,  certain. 

y^ma.  What's  that,  that  peeps  f 

Lean.  O  admirable  Face  1 

Ama,  Sure,  'tis  the  Man. 

Lean,  I  will  go  out  a  little. 

Jma,  He  looks  not  like  a  Fool,  his  Face  is  noble : 
How  ftill  he  ftands  1 

Lean.  I  am  ftrucken  dumb  with  Wonder  5 
Sure,  all  the  Excellence  of  Earth  dwells  here.  [Torches, 

Jma,  How  pale  he  looks!  yet,  how  his  Eyes,  like 
Fling  their  Beams  round  1  How  manly  his  Face  fhews  1 
He  comes  on  :  Surely,  he  will  fpeak :  he  is  made  moll  hand- 
This  is  no  Clerk  Behaviour ;  now  I  have  feen  ye,  [fomly : 
ril  take  my  Time  :  Husband,  ye  have  brought  home 
Tinder,  [Exit.  She  drops  her  Glove. 

Lean.  Sure,  fli'as  transformed  me, 
I  had  forgot  my  Tongue  clean, 
I  never  faw  a  Face  yet,  but  this  rare  one. 
But  I  was  able  boldly  to  encounter  it. 
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And  fpeak  my  Mind ;  my  Lips  were  lock'd  up  here. 

This  is  Divine,  and  only  ferv'd  with  Reverence. 

O  moft  fair  Cover  of  a  Hand  far  fairer, 

Thou  bleffed  Innocence,  that  guards  that  Whitenefs, 

Live  next  my  Heart !  I  am  glad,  I  have  got  a  Relick ; 

A  Relick,  when  I  pray  to  it,  may  work  Wonders. 

[_A  Noife  within. 
Hark,  there's  feme  Noife :  I  muft  retire  again. 
This  bleffed  Apparition  makes  me  happy 
I'll  fufFcr,  Til  facrifice  my  Subftance, 
But  ril  enjoy.  Now  foftly  to  my  Kennel.  [Exit, 


A.  C  T    III.     SCENE  1. 

Enter  Henrique,  and  Bartolus. 

Hen,       O  U  know  my  Caufe  fufficiendy  ? 
*     Bar.  I  do.  Sir. 

Hen.  And  though  it  will  impair  my  Honefty, 
And  ftrike  deep  at  my  Credit,  yet,  my  Bartolus, 
There  being  no  other  Evafion  left  to  free  me 
From  the  Vexation  of  my  fpiteful  Brother, 
That  moft  infukingly  reigns  over  me, 
I  muft  and  will  go  forward. 

Bar.  Do,  my  Lord, 
And  look  not  after  Credit,  we  fliall  cure  that ; 
Your  bended  Honefty  we  fhall  fet  right.  Sir  ; 
We  Surgeons  of  the  Law  do  defperate  Cures,  Sir, 
And  you  ftiall  fee  how  heartily  I'll  handle  it: 
Mark,  how  I'll  knock  it  home  :  Be  of  good  Chear,  Sir, 
You  give  good  Fees,  and  thofe  beget  good  Caufes, 
The  Prerogative  of  your  Crowns  will  carry  the  Matter, 
Carry  it  ftieer ;  the  Aftiftant  fits  to  Morrow, 
And  he's  your  Friend  ;  your  monied  Men  love  naturally, 
And  as  your  Loves  are  clear,  fo  are  your  Caufes. 

Hen.  He  fhall  not  want  for  that. 

Bar.  No,  no,  he  muft  not ; 
Line  your  Caufe  warmly.  Sir,  (the  Times  are  aguifh,) 

That 
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That  holds  a  Plea  in  Heart ;  hang  the  Penurious, 
Their  Caufes,  like  their  Purfes,  have  poor  Iffuts. 

Hen,  That  Way,  1  was  ever  bountiful. 

Bar.  'Tis  true,  Sir,  [to  ye, 

(16)  That  makes  ye  fcar*d,  forces  the  Snakes  to  kneel 
Live  full  of  Money,  and  fupply  the  Lawyer, 
And  take  your  Choice  of  what  Man's  Lands  you  pleafe,  Sir, 
What  Pleafures,  or  what  Profits,  what  Revenges, 
They  are  all  your  own.   I  muft  have  Wicneflcs 
Enough,  and  ready. 

Hen,  You  fliall  not  want,  my  Bartolus, 

Bar,  Subftantial  fearlefs  Souls,  that  will  fwear  fuddenly. 
That  will  fwear  any  thing. 

Hen,  They  fhall  fwear  Trudi  too, 

jg^r.  That's  no  great  Matter  :  For  Variety, 
They  may  fwear  Truth ;  elfe  'tis  not  much  look'd  after : 
I  will  ferve  Procefs,  prefently,  and  ftrongly,. 
Upon  your  Brother,  and  05lavi0j 
Jacinthay  and  the  Boy  ;  provide  your  Proofs,  Sir, 
And  fet  'em  fairly  off,  be  fure  of  WitnefTes  j 
Though  they  coft  Money,  want  no  Store  of  Witneffesi 
I  have  feen  a  handfome  Caufe  fo  foully  loft.  Sir, 
So  beaftly  caft  away  for  Want  of  Witnefles— — - 

Hen,  There  (hall  want  nothing. 

Bar,  Then  be  gone,  be  provident, 
Send  to  the  Judge  a  fecret  Way  :  You  have  me,  — 
And  let  him  underftand  the  Heart.  • 

Hen.  I  fhall,  Sir. 

Bar.  And  feel  the  Pulfes  ftrongly  beat  j  Pll  ftudy, 

(16)   'forces  /)^«?  Snakes  to  kneel  to  you.']    Snakes  Teems 

evidently  a  corrupted  Reading.  For  if  by  Snakes  we  might  under- 
ftand the  Petty foggers  of  the  Law,  cr  Don  Henrique'' s  Enemies,  or 
any  other  Set  of  Men,  yet  our  Authors  would  hardly  ufe  fo  ill- 
jointed  a  Metaphor  as  that  of  Snakes  kneeling.  The  Words,  that 
fcem  moft  like  it,  are  Rakes,  Jacks,  and  Kna'ves  j  the  latter  bids 
faireft  to  have  been  the  Original.  Mr.  Seward. 

I  have  not  difturbM  the  Text,  becaufe  our  Authors,  perhaps,  by 
a  bold  Metaphor  may  mean  poor  fervile  Wretches  that  creep  like 
Snakes :  And  when  the  Snake  eredls  its  Creft  a  little,  and  trails  its 
*  hinder  Parts  on  the  Ground,  it  in  lomc  Sort  refembles  the  Pofture  of 
Kneeling;, 
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And  at  my  Hour,  but  mark  me,  go,  be  happy. 
Go  and  believe  i'th'  Law. 
Hen,  I  hope,  'twill  help  me. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Lopez,  Diego,  four  Parijhioners^  and  Singers, 

Lop.  Ne'er  talk  to  me,  I  will  not  flay  amongft  ye. 
Debauch 'd  and  ignorant  lazy  Knaves  1  found  ye, 
And  Fools  I  leave  ye.  I  have  taught  thefe  twenty  Years, 
Preach'd  Spoon-meat  to  ye,  that  a  Child  might  fwallow, 
Yet  ye  are  Blockheads  ftill :  What  fhou'd  I  lay  to  ye 
Ye  have  neither  Faith,  nor  Money,  left  to  fave  ye 
Am  1  a  fit  Companion  for  fuch  Beggars  ?  (Sir— 

1  Par,  If  the  Shepherd  will  fuffer  the  Sheep  to  be  fcab'd. 
Lop.  No,  no,  ye  are  rotten. 

Die,  *  Wou'd,  they  were,  for  my  fake ! 

Lop,  I  have  'nointed  ye,  and  tarr'd  ye  with  my  Doftrine, 
And  yet  the  Murren  flicks  to  ye,  yet  ye  are  mangy  j 
I  will  avoid  ye, 

2  Par,  Pray  ye.  Sir,  be  not  angry. 

In  the  Pride  of  your  new  Caflbck ;  do  not  part  with  us. 

We  do  acknowledge  ye  are  a  careful  Curate, 

And  one  that  feldom  troubles  us  with  Sermons ; 

A  fhort  Slice  of  a  Reading  fcrves  us.  Sir, 

We  do  acknowledge  ye  a  quiet  Teacher  ; 

Before  you'll  vex  your  Audience,  you'll  fleep  v^ith  *em, 

And  that's  a  loving  Thing. 

3  Par,  We  grant  ye,  Sir, 

The  only  Benefador  to  our  Bowling, 
To  all  our  merry  Sports  the  firft  Provoker ; 
And,  at  our  Feafts,  wc  know  there  is  no  Reafon, 
But  you,  that  edify  us  mod,  fhould  eat  moft. 

Lop.  I  will  not  flay  for  all  this,  ye  fliall  know  mc 
A  Man  born  to  a  more  befeeming  Fortune 
Than  ringing  all-in  to  a  Rout  of  Dunces.      [Eggs  too, 

4  Par.  We  will  increafe  your  Tithes,  you  fhall  have 
Though  they  may  prove  moft  dangerous  to  our  Ifllies. 

I  Par,  I  am  a  Smith  i  yet  thus  far  out  of  my  Love, 

You 
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You  fliall  have  the  tenth  Horfe  I  prick,  to  pray  for ; 
I  am  fure,  I  prick  five  hundred  in  a  Year,  Sir. 

2  Par,  I  am  a  Cook,  a  Man  of  a  dry'd  Confcience, 
Yet  thus  far  I  relent :  You  fhalJ  have  tithe  Pottage.  [Biego, 

^  Par.  Your  Stipend  fhaJl  be  rais'd  too,  good  Neighbour 

Die.  Wou'd  ye  have  me  fpeak  for  ye  ?  I  am  more  angry, 
Ten  times  more  vex'd,  not  to  be  pacified  : 
No,  there  be  other  Places  for  poor  Sextons, 
Places  of  Profit,  Friends,  fine  flirring  Places, 
And  People  that  know  how  to  ufe  our  Offices, 
Know  what  they  were  made  for :  I  fpeak  for  fuch  Capons  ? 
Ye  fhall  find  the  Key  o'th'  Church  under  the  Door,  Neigh- 
You  may  go  in,  and  drive  away  the  Daws.  [bours. 

Lop,  My  Surplifs,  with  one  Sleeve,  you  fhall  find  there. 
For  to  that  Dearth  of  Linnen  you  have  driven  me  ; 
And  the  old  Cutwork  Cope,  that  hangs  by  Geometry  : 
'Pray  ye,  turn  'em  carefully,  they  are  very  tender  ; 
The  remnant  of  the  Books  lie  where  they  did,  Neighbours, 
Half  puft  away  with  the  Church-warden's  Pipings, 
Such  fmoaky  Zeals  they  have  againft  hard  Places. 
The  Poor-man's  Box  is  there  too  :  If  ye  find  any  thing 
Befide  the  Pofie,  and  that  half  rub'd  out  too. 
For  fear  it  fliould  awake  your  too  much  Charity, 
Give  it  to  pious  Ufes,  that  is,  Ipend  it. 

Die,  The  Bell- ropes,  they  are  ftrong  enough  to  hang  ye. 
So  wc  bequeath  ye  to  your  Deftiny. 

1  Par.  'Pray  ye,  be  not  fo  hafty. 
Die,  Pll  fpeak  a  proud  Word  to  ye. 

Would  ye  have  us  ftay  ? 

2  Par,  We  do  moft  heartily  pray  ye. 

3  Par,  Pll  draw  as  mighty  Drink,  Sir, 
Lop,  A  ftrong  Motive, 

The  ftronger  ftill,  the  more  ye  come  unto  me. 

3  Par,  And  Pll  fend  for  my  Daughter. 
Lop.  This  may  ftir  too  : 

The  Maiden  is  of  Age,  and  muft  be  edified. 

4  Par,  You  ftiall  have  any  thing.  Lofe  our  learned  Vicar  ? 
And  our  moft  conftant  Friend  ;  honeft,  dear,  Diego  ? 

Die,  Yet  all  this  will  not  do:  Pll  tell  ye,  Neighbours, 
And  tell  ye  true :  If  ye  will  have  us  ftay, 
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If  you  will  have  the  Comforts  of  our  Companief, 
'  You  lhall  be  bound  to  do  us  Right  in  thefe  Points  % 
You  fhall  be  bound,  and  this  is  the  Obligation, 
(17)  Die  when  'tis  fit,  that  we  may  have  fit  Dues, 
And  do  not  feek  to  draw  out  our  Undoings. 
Marry  try'd  Women,  that  are  free,  and  fruitful ; 
Get  Children  in  abundance,  for  your  Chriftnings, 
Or  fufFer  to  be  got,  'tis  equal  Juflice. 

Let  Weddings,  Chriftnings,  Churchings,  Funerals, 
And  merry  Gofiipings,  go  round,  go  round  ftill ; 
Round  as  a  Pig,  that  we  may  find  the  Profit. 

Die.  And  let  your  old  Men  fall  fick  handfomely. 
And  die  immediately,  their  Sons  may  fhoot  up : 
Let  Women  die  o'th'  Sullens  too ;  'tis  natural  : 
But,  be  fure,  their  Daughters  be  of  Age  firft. 
That  they  may  flock  us  ftill :  your  queazy  young  Wives,  : 
That  perifti  undeliver'd,  I  am  vex'd  with. 
And  vex'd  abundandy    it  much  concerns  me ; 
There's  a  Child's  Burial  loft  ;  look,  that  be  mended. 

Lop,  Let  'em  be  brought  to  Bed,  then  die  when  they  pleafe. 
Thefe  Things  confidcr'd.  Country-men,  and  fworn  to — 

zPar.  All  thefe,  and  all  our  Sports  again,  and  Gambols. 

3  Par.  We  muft  die,  and  we  muft  live,  and  we'll  be 
Every  Man  ftiall  be  rich  by  one  another.  [merry  ; 

2  Par.  We  are  here  to  Morrow,and  gone  to  Day  j  for  my 
If  getting  Children  can  befriend  my  Neighbours,  [part 
I'll  labour  hard  but  I  will  fill  your  Font,  Sir. 

I  Par.  I  have  a  Mother  now,  and  an  old  Father, 
They  are  as  fure  your  own,  within  thefe  two  Months — 

4  Par.  My  Sifter  muft  be  pray 'd  for  too,  fhe  is  defperate, 
Defperare  in  Love.  1 

Die.  Keep  defperate  Men  far  from  her. 
Then  'twill  go  hard  :  Do  you  fee  how  melancholy, 
Do  you  mark  the  Man  ?  Do  you  profefs,  ye  love  him  ? 
And  would  do  any  thing  to  ftay  his  Fury  }  ' 
And  are  ye  unprovided  to  refrefh  him, 

{17)  Die  'when  "'tis  fit^  that  nve  may  have  fit  Duties,]  Duties  here 

is  not  abfolute  Nonfenfe  ;  but  Dues  is  the  proper  and  cuftomar/  j|j 

Word  on  the  Occafion,  and,  therefore,  I  very  bejieve,  the  Original  H 

one.  Mr,  Sympfon.  m 
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To  make  him  know  your  Loves  ?  fy,  Neighbours. 

2  Par,  We'JI  do  any  thing. 
We  have  brought  Mufick  to  appeaie  his  Spirit, 
And  the  belt  Song  we'll  give  him. 

Tray  ye,  fit  down.  Sir, 
They  know  their  Duties  now,  and  they  ftand  ready 
To  tender  their  bed  Mirth. 

Lop,  'Tis  well,  proceed.  Neighbours ; 
I  am  glad  I  have  brought  ye  to  underftand  good  Manners, 
Ye  had  Puritan  Hearts  a-while,  fpurn'd  at  all  Paftimes, 
But  I  fee  fome  Hope  now. 

Die,  We  are  fet ;  proceed,  Neighbours, 

SONG. 
I. 

Let  the  Bells  ring^  and  let  the  Boys  Jing^ 

ne  young  La^es  skip  and  play  ; 
Let  the  Cups  go  rounds  *till  round  goes  the  Ground^ 

Our  Learned  old  Vicar  will  ft  ay. 

II. 

Let  the  Pig  turn  merrily^  merrily^  ah^ 

And  let  the  fat  Goofe  fwim  5 
For  verily^  verily^  verily^  ah^ 

Our  Vicar  this  Day  Jhall  be  trim. 

III. 

^he  fteixPd  Cock  Jhall  crow^  Cock-a-loodle-loo^ 

A  loud  Cock-a-loodle  Jhall  he  crow  j 
*The  Duck  and  the  Drake  Jhall  Jwim  in  a  Lake 

Of  Onions  and  Claret  below, 

IV. 

Our  Wives  Jhall  be  neat^  to  bring  in  our  Meat  5 

"To  thee  our  mofi  noble  Advijer\ 
Our  Pains  Jhall  be  greats  and  Bottles  Jhall  Jweat^ 

And  we  our  Jelves  will  be  wifer. 
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V. 

TFe^ll  labour  and  fwink^  we'll  kifs  and  we*ll  drink^ 
And  Tithes  Jhall  come  thicker  and  thicker  ; 

JVe^ll  fall  to  our  Plow^  and  get  Children  enough ^  , 
jlnd  thou  jhalt  be  Learned  old  Vicar. 

Enter  Arfenio  and  Milanes. 

*    Ar[.  W  hat  ails  this  Prieft  ?  how  highly  theThing  takes  it? 

Mil.  Lord,  how  it  looks  ?  has  he  not  bought  Ibme  Pre- 
Leandro's  Money  makes  the  Ralcal  merry,  [bend  ? 

Merry  at  Heart  5  he  fpies  us. 

Lop.  Be  gone,  Neighbours, 
Here  are  fome  Gentlemen  :  be  gone,  good  Neighbours, 
Be  gone,  and  labour  to  redeem  my  Favour 
No  more  Words,  but  be  gone  :  Thefe  two  are  Gentlemen, 
No  (vompany  for  crufty-handed  Fellows. 

Die,  We  will  Itay  for  a  Year  or  two,  and  try  ye. 

Lop  Fill  all  your  Hearts  will  Joy,  we  will  ftay  with  ye. 
Be  gone,  no  more  5  1  take  your  Paftimes  gracioufly. 

{^Exeunt  Parijhioners, 

Would  ye  with  me,  my  Friends? 

Jrf.  We  would  look  upon  ye. 
For,  methinks,  ye  look  lovely. 

Lop  Ye  have  no  Letters? 
Nor  any  kind  Remembrances  ? 

Mil.  Remembrances? 

Lop.  From  Nova  Hifpania^  or  fome  Part  remote,  Sir, 
You  look  like  travePd  Men  :  May  be,  fome  old  Friends, 
That  happily  I  have  forgot ;  fome  Signiors 
In  China  or  Cat  ay  a  ;  fome  Companions  «■  - 

Die.  In  the  Mogul's  Court,  or  elfewhere. 

Arf.  They  are  mad,  furc. 

Lop.  Ye  came  not  from  Peru  ?  Do  they  look,  Diego^ 
As  if  they  had  fome  Myftery  about  *em  ? 
Another  Don  Alonzo  no"^} 

Die.  Ay,  marry. 
And  fo  much  Money,  Sir,  from  one  you  know  not ; 
Let  it  be  who  it  wilL 

Lop,  They  have  gracious  Favours, 

Would 


T!he  Spa?iip  Curate.  2 1 7 

Would  ye  be  private  ? 

Mil,  There's  no  Need  on't,  Sir, 
We  come  to  bring  ye  a  Remembrance  from  a  Merchant, 

Lop,  'Tis  very  well  j  'tis  like,  1  know  him. 

jlrf.  No,  Sir, 
I  do  not  think,  ye  do.- 

Lop,  A  new  Miftake,  Diego ^ 
Let's  carry  it  decently. 

Jrf,  We  come  to  tell  ye. 
You  have  receiv'd  great  Sums  from  a  young  Factor 
They  call  Leandro^  that  has  rob'd  his  M after, 
Rob'd  him,  and  run  away. 

Die.  Let's  keep  clofe,  Mafter  ; 
This  News  comes  from  a  cold  Country. 

Lop,  By  my  Faith,  it  freezes.  [Curate  ? 

Mil,  Is  not  this  true?  do  you  flirink  now,  good- man 
Do  1  not  touch  ye 

Lop,  We  have  a  hundred  Duckets 
Yet  left,  we  do  befeech  ye,  Sir  — — 

Mil,  You'll  hang  Both, 

Lop,  One  may  fuffice. 

Die,  I  will  not  hang  alone,  Mafter, 
I  had  the  leaft  Part,  you  lhall  hang  the  higheft. 
A  Plague  o'  this  Tiveria^  and  the  Letter  I 
The  Devil  fent  it  poft,  to  pepper  us, 
From  Nova  Hifpania  ;  we  ftiall  hang  at  home  now. 

Arf,  I  fee,  ye  are  Penitent,  and  I  have  Compaflion  : 
Ye  are  fecure  Both ;  do  but  what  we  charge  ye. 
Ye  fhall  have  more  Gold  too,  and  he  ftiall  give  it, 
Yet  ne'er  ind anger  ye. 

Lop,  Command  us,  Mafter, 

Command  us  prefendy,  and  fee  how  nimbly-  • 

.  Die,  And  if  we  do  not  handfomely  endeavour—* 

Arf,  Go  home,  and  'till  ye  hear  more,  keep  you  private, 
*Till  we  appear  again,  no  Words,  good  Vicar, 
There's  fomething  added. 

Mil.  For  You  too. 

Lop.  We  are  ready. 

Mil.  Go  and  cxpedt  us  hourly  :  I  fye  falter. 
Though  ye  had  twenty  Lives  — — 

Die. 
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Die.  We  are  fit  to  Jofe  'em. 

hof,  'Tis  moft  expedient,  that  we  fhouJd  hang  Both. 

D/>.  If  we  be  hang'd,  we  cannot  blame  our  Fortune. 

MiL  Farevvel,  and  be  your  own  Friends. 

Lof.  We  cxpeft  ye   {Exeunt. 

SCENE   III.  A  Bar:  A  Table-Book,  two 
Chairs,  Paper,  and  a  Standijh  fet  out. 

Enter  Oftavio,  Jacintha,  and  Afcanio. 

OSt.  We  cited  to  the  Court ! 
'Jac.  It  is  my  Wonder. 

O^,  But  not  our  Fear,  Jacintha :  wealthy  Men, 
That  have  Eftates  to  lofe,  whofe  confcious  Thoughts 
Are  full  of  inward  Guilt,  may  fhake  with  Horror 
To  have  their  Adlions  lifted,  or  appear 
Before  the  Judge.    But  we,  that  know  our  felves 
As  innocent,  as  poor  ;  that  have  no  Fleece 
On  which  the  Talons  of  the  griping  Law 
Can  take  fure  hold    may  fmile  with  Scorn  on  all 
That  can  be  urg'd  againft  us. 

Jac,  I  am  confident. 
There  is  no  Man  fo  covetous,  that  defires 
To  ravifh  our  Wants  from  us ;  and  lefs  Hope 
There  can  be  fo  much  Juftice  left  on  Earth, 
Though  fued,  and  call'd  upon,  to  eafe  us  of 
The  Burthen  of  our  Wrongs. 

OEL  What  thinks  Afcanio  ? 
Shou'd  we  be  call'd  in  Queftion,  or  accus'd 
Unjuftly,  what  would  you  do  to  redeem  us 
From  tyrannous  Oppreffion  ? 

Afc,  I  cou'd  pray 
To  him  that  ever  has  an  open  Ear 
To  hear  the  Innocent,  and  right  their  Wrongs ; 
Nay,  by  my  Troth,  I  think,  I  cou'd  out- plead 
An  Advocate,  and  fweat  as  much  as  he 
Po's  for  a  double  Fee,  e'er  you  (hould  fufFer 
In  an  honeft  Caufe, 
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Enter  Jamie  and  Bartolus. 

05f,  Happy  Simplicity  ! 
Jac,  My  deareft  and  my  beft  one  ;  Don  Jamtef 
O^.  And  the  Advocate,  that  caus'd  us  to  be  fummon'd, 
Jfc.  My  Lord  is  mov'd.  I  fee  it  in  his  Looks, 
And  that  Man,  in  the  Gown,  in  my  Opinion 

(18)  Looks  like  a  progging  Knave. 
Jac.  Peace,  give  them  Leave. 
Jam,  Serve  me  with  Procefs  ? 
Bar,  My  Lord,  you  are  not  lawlefs. 
Jam.  Nor  thou  honeft  ; 

One,  that  not  long  fince  was  the  buckram  Scribe, 

(19)  That  would  run  on  Mens  Errands  for  an  Afperj 
And  from  fuch  Bafenefs,  having  rais'd  a  Stock 

To  bribe  the  covetous  Judge,  call'd  to  the  Bar. 
So  poor  in  Pradice  too,  that  you  wou'd  plead 
A  needy  Client's  Caufe,  for  a  ftarv'd  Hen, 
Or  half  a  little  Loin  of  Veal,  though  fly-blown  ; 
And  thefe,  the  greatefl:  Fees  you  could  arrive  at 
For  juft  Proceedings  ;  but  fince  you  turn'd  Rafcal  * 
£ar.  Good  Words,  my  Lord. 
Jam.  And  grew  my  Brother's  Bawd, 
In  ail  his  vicious  Courfes,  foothing  him 
In  his  difhoncft  Pradices,  you  are  grown 
The  rich  and  eminent  Knave  ,  in  the  Devil's  Name, 
What  am  I  cited  for  ? 

Bar.  You  fhall  know  anon. 
And  then  too  late  repent  this  bitter  Language, 
Or  ril  mifs  of  my  Ends. 

Jam.  Were't  not  in  Court, 
I  would  beat  that  Fat  of  thine,  rais'd  by  the  Food 
S natch 'd  from  poor  Clients'  Mouths,  into  a  Jelly  : 
I  would,  my  Man  of  Law,  but  I  am  patient, 

(18)  Looks  like  a  proguing  Knwve.']  I  never  knew,  nor  am  ac- 
quainted with  this  Word  :  It  muft  certainly  be,  progging;  i.  e.  an 
hCingry,  fcraping,  hoarding- up  Rafcal.    Prog  is  a  cant  Word  for 

Pronjijtons. 

(19)   •  on  Mens  Errands  for  an  Afper.]  An  A/per  is  a  Turkifh 

Coin,  in  Value  about  three  Farthings. 

And 
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And  would  obey  the  Judge. 

Bar.  'Tis  your  belt  Courfe  : 
'Would,  every  Enemy  I  have  wou'd  beat  me, 
I  would  wifh  no  better  Action. 

051.  'Save  your  Lordfhip. 

Afc.  My  humble  Service. 

Jam.  My  good  Boy,  how  doft  thou  ? 
Why  art  thou  calPd  into  the  Court  ? 

Enter  JJfiftanty  Henrique,  Officer^  and  Witnejfes. 

Afc.  I  know  not. 
Bat  *tis  my  Lord  the  AfTiftant's  Pleafure 
I  fliou'd  attend  here. 

Jam.  He  will  foon  refojve  us. 

Ofi.  Make  way  there  for  the  Judge. 

Jam,  How  ^  my  kind  Brother  ? 
Nay,  then,  *tis  rank  :  There  is  fome  Villany  towards. 

Jjfift.  This  SefTions  purchas'd  at  your  Suit,  Don  Hen^ 
Hath  brought  us  hither,  to  hear  and  determine  {rique^ 
Of  what  you  can  prefer. 

Hen.  I  do  befeech 
The  honourable  Court,  I  may  he  heard 
In  my  Advocate. 

Jjfyl.  'Tis  granted. 

Bar.  Humh,  humh^  

Jam.  That  Preface, 
If  left  out  in  a  Lawyer,  fpoils  the  Caufe, 
Though  ne'er  fo  good,  and  honeft. 

Bar.  If  I  flood  here. 
To  plead  in  the  Defence  of  an  ill  Man, 
Moft  equal  Judge,  or  to  accufe  the  Innocent, 
(To  both  which  I  profefs  my  felf  a  Stranger,) 
It  wou'd  be  requifite  I  fhou'd  deck  my  Language 
With  Tropes  and  Figures,  and  all  Flourifhes 
That  grace  a  Rhetorician  ;  'tis  confefs'd. 
Adulterate  Metals  need  the  Gold-fmith's  Art, 
To  fct  'em  off ;  what  in  it  felf  is  perfed 
Contemns  a  borrowed  Glofs :  This  Lord,  my  Client, 
Whofe  honeft  Caufe,  when  'tis  related  truly. 
Will  challenge  Juftice,  finding  in  his  Confcience 
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A  tender  Scruple  of  a  Fault  long  fince 
By  him  committed,  thinks  it  not  fufficient 
To  be  abfolv'd  oft  by  his  Confeflbr, 
If  that  in  open  Court  he  publifh  not 
What  was  fo  long  conceaPd. 
Jam.  To  what  tends  this  ? 

Bar.  In  his  young  years  (it  is  no  Miracle,  [ther) 
(20)  That  Youth,  and  Heat  of  Blood,  Ihould  mix  toge- 
He  look'd  upon  this  Woman,  on  whofe  Face 
The  Ruins  yet  remain  of  excellent  Form, 
He  look'd  -on  her,  and  lov'd  her. 

Jac.  You  good  Angels, 
What  an  Impudence  is  this  ? 

Bar.  And  us'd  all  means 
Of  Service,  Courtfhip,  Prefents,  that  might  win  her 
To  be  at  his  Devotion  !  But  in  vain  ; 
Her  maiden  Fort,  impregnable,  held  our. 
Until  he  promis'd  Marriage  j  and  before 
Thefe  Witnefles  a  folemn  Contraft  pafs'd 
To  take  her  as  his  Wife. 
.  Jjfxfi.  Give  them  their  Oath. 

Jam.  They  are  incompetent  Witneffes,  his  own  Crea- 
And  will  fwear  any  thing  for  half  a  Ryal.  [tures, 
Offi,  Silence. 
JjfiH.  Proceed. 

Bar.  Upon  this  ftrong  Affurance 
He  did  enjoy  his  Wifhes  to  the  full  ; 
Which  fatisfied,  and  then  with  Eyes  of  Judgment, 
Hood-wink'd  with  Luft  before,  confidering  duly 
The  Inequality  of  the  Match,  he  being 
Nobly  defcended,  and  allied,  but  Ihe 
Without  a  Name,  or  Family,  fecretly 
He  purcha^d  a  Divorce,  to  difanull 
His  former  Contraft,  marrying  openly 

(20)   '  '    ( it  is  no  Miracle, 

That  Touthy  and  Head  of  Bloody  Jhould  mix  together )  ]  Head 
of  Blood  is  certainly  far  from  being  an  intelligible  ExprefTion.  A 
Man  is  often  head-ftrong  in  his  youthful  Paffions,  and  then  his  Blood 
is  hot  and  violent.  I  have  reftor'd  Heat  from  the  Authority  of  the 
two  oldeft  Folio*s  in  1647  and  1679  :  And  fo  Mr.  Se'ward  fagacioufly 
conje^ured  that  the  Reading  fhould  be. 

The 
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The  Lady  Vioknte. 

Jac,  As  you  fit  here 
The  Deputy  of  the  great  King,  who  is 
The  Subftitute  of  that  impartial  Judge, 
With  whom,  or  Wealth,  or  Titles  prevail  Nothing, 
Grant  to  a  much-wrong'd  Widow,  or  a  Wife, 
Your  Patience,  with  Liberty  to  fpeak 
]n  her  own  Caufe  \  and  let  me.  Face  to  Face 
To  this  bad  Man,  deliver  what  he  is : 
And  if  my  Wrgngs,  with  his  Ingratitude  balanc'd. 
Move  not  Compaffion,  Jet  me  die  unpitied.  . 
His  Tears,  his  Oaths,  his  Perjuries,  I  pafs  o'er  ; 
To  think  of  them,  is  a  Difeafe  ;  but  Death, 
Should  I  repeat  them.    I  dare  not  deny, 
(For  Innocence  cannot  juftify  what's  falfej 
But  all  the  Advocate  hath  alledg'd  concerning 
His  Falfliood,  and  my  Shame,  in  my  Confenr, 
To  be  mod  true.    But  now  I  turn  to  thee. 
To  thee,  Don  Henrique^  and  if  impious  Adls 
Have  left  thee  Blood  enough  to  make  a  Blufh, 
I'll  paint  it  on  thy  Cheeks.    Was  not  the  Wrong 
Sufficient  to  defeat  me  of  mine  Honour, 
To  leave  me  full  of  Sorrow,  as  of  Want, 
f2i)  The  Witnefs  of  thy  Luft  left  in  my  Womb, 
To  teftify  thy  Falfhood,  and  my  Shame  ? 
Bat  now  fo  many  Years  I  had  conceal'd 
Thy  mod  inhuman  Wickednefs,  and  won 
This  Gentleman  to  hide  it  from  the  World, 
To  father  what  was  thine  (for  yet  by  Heav'n, 
Though  in  the  City  he  pals'd  for  my  Husband, 
He  never  knew  me  as  his  Wife.) 

AJfift,  'Tis  ftrange  : 
Give  him  an  Oath.  • 

O/J?.  I  gladly  fwear,  and  truly. 

(21)  i:he  Witnefs  of  my  Lujl  left  in  my  Womb,]  We  muft  read, 
thy.  As  Jacintha  was  a  modeft  Woman,  and  had  been  contrafted 
in  ?>Iarriage  to  Henrique,  who  afterwards  forfook  her  ;  and  as  (he  is 
here  complaining  of  his  Wickednefs,  the  prefent  Reading  is  evidently 
corrupt.    She  fpeaks  of  his  Luft,  and  not  her  own.       Mr.  Senvard. 

*fhy  is  confirm'd  by  the  Authority  of  the  two  oldeft  Folio's, 

Jac. 
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Jac,  After  all  this,  I  fay,  when  I  had  borne 
Thefe  Wrongs  with  Saint-like  Patience,  faw  another 
Freely  enjoy,  what  was  in  Jaftice  mine. 
Yet  ftill  fo  tendef  of  thy  Reft  and  Quiet, 
I  never  wou'd  divulge  it,  to  difturb 
Thy  Peace  at  home ;  yet  thou  moft  barbarous. 
To  be  fo  carelefs  of  me,  and  my  Fame, 
(For  all  Refped:  of  thine  in  the  firft  Step 
To  thy  bafe  Luft,  was  loft,)  in  open  Court 
To  publifh  my  Dilgrace  ;  and  on  Record, 
To  write  me  up  an  cafy- yielding  Wanton ; 
I  think,  can  iind  no  Precedent :  in  my  Extreams, 
One  comfort  yet  is  left,  that  though  the  Law 
Divorce  me  from  thy  Bed,  and  made  free  Way 
To  the  unjuft  Embraces  of  another. 
It  cannot  yet  deny  that  this  my  Son, 
(Look  up,  Afcanio^  fince  it  is  come  out) 
Is  thy  legitimate  Heir. 

Jam.  Confederacy  ! 
A  Trick,  my  Lord,  to  cheat  me ;  e'er  you  give 
Your  Sentence,  grant  me  Hearing. 

AJfift,  New  Chimera's  ? 

Jam.  I  am,  my  Lord,  fince  he  is  without  Iffue, 
Or  Hope  of  any,  his  undoubted  Heir  ; 
And  this  forg*d  by  the  Advocate,  to  defeat  me 
Of  what  the  Laws  of  Spain  confer  upon  me  ; 
A  meer  Impofture,  and  Confpiracy 
Againft  my  future  Fortunes. 

Jjjift,  You  are  too  bold. 
Speak  to  the  Caufe,  Don  Henrique, 

Hen.  I  confefs. 
Though  the  Acknowledgment  muft  wound  my  Honour, 
That  all  the  Court  hath  heard  touching  this  Caufe, 
Or  with  me,  or  againft  me,  is  moft  true ; 
The  latter  part  my  Brother  urg'd,  excepted. 
For  what  I  now  do,  is  not  put  of  Spleen, 
As  he  pretends,  but  from  Remorfe  of  Confcience, 
And  to  repair  the  Wrong  that  I  have  done 
To  this  poor  Woman  :  And  I  befeech  your  Lordlhip 
To  think,  I  have  not  fo  far  loft  my  Reafon, 
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To  bring  into  my  Family,  to  fucceed  me, 
(22)  Theftranger  Ifllie  of  another*sBed  \ 
By  Proof,  this  is  my  Son,  I  challenge  him, 
Accept  him,  and  acknowledge  him,  and  defire. 
By  a  definitive  Sentence  of  the  Court, 
He  may  be  fo  recorded  ;  and  full  Pow'r 
To  me,  to  take  him  Home. 

Jac,  A  fecond  Rape 
To  the  poor  Remnant  of  Content  that's  left  me. 
If  this  be  granted  :  And  all  my  former  Wrongs 
Were  but  Beginnings  to  my  Miferies, 
But  this  the  Height  of  all :  Rather  than  part 
With  my  Afcanio^  Pll  deny  my  Oath, 
Profefs  my  felf  a  Strumpet,  and  endure 
What  Punifhment  foe'er  the  Court  decrees 
Againft  a  Wretch  that  hath  forfworn  herfelf, 
Or  plaid  the  impudent  Whore. 

Jjfifi,  This  taftes  of  PalTion, 
And  that  muft  not  divert  the  Courfe  of  Juftice  ; 
Don  Henrique^  take  your  Son,  with  this  Condition,. 
You  give  him  Maintenance,  as  becomes  his  Birth  5 
And  'twill  ftand  with  your  Honour  to  do  fomething 
For  this  wrong'd  Woman  :  I  will  compel  nothing. 
But  leave  it  to  your  Will.    Break  up  the  Court : 
It  is  in  vain  to  move  me ;  my  Doom's  pafs'd. 
And  cannot  be  revok'd.  —  \^Exit, 

Hen.  There's  your  Reward. 

Bar,  More  Caufes,  and  fuch  Fees.  Now  to  my  Wife, 
I  have  too  long  been  abfent.  Health  to  your  Lord/hip. 

{Exit. 

Afc.  You  all  look  ftrangely,  and,  I  fear,  believe 
This  unexpected  Fortune  makes  me  proud  ; 
Indeed,  it  do's  not :  I  lhall  ever  pay  you 
The  Duty  of  a  Son,  and  honour  you 
Next  to  my  Father:  Good  my  Lord,  for  yet 

(22)  7he  ftranger  — of  ^another's  Bed','\  It  is  very  fre- 
quent both  with  SjiAKESPEARE  and  our  Poets  to  ufe  the  Sub- 
ftantive  Stranger  adjedively,  prefixM  to  another  Silbftantive  :  In  the 
Acceptation  of,  foreign.  In  Confirmation  of  which  it  would  be 
needlefs  to  amafs  Inftances. 

I 

I 
I 
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I  dare  not  call  you  Uncle,  be  not  fad  ; 
I  never  (hall  forget  thofe  noble  Favours 
You  did  me  being  a  Stranger,  and  if  ever 
I  live  to  be  the  M after  of  a  Fortune, 
You  fhall  command  it. 

Jam.  Since  it  was  determin*d 
I  fhou'd  be  cozen'd,  I  am  glad  the  Profit 
Shall  fall  on  thee  ;  I  am  too  tough  to  melt. 
But  fomething  I  v^ill  do. 

Hen,  'Pray  you,  take  Leave 
O*your  Steward.,  gende  Brother,  the  good  Husband 
That  takes  up  all  for  you. 

Jam.  Very  well,  mock  on. 
It  is  your  Turn :  I  may  have  mine —  [£;v/V. 

0<^.  But  do  not 
Forget  us,  dear  Afcan'to. 

Afc,  Do  not  fear  it, 
I  ev'ry  day  will  fee  you  :  Ev'ry  hour 
Remember  you  in  my  Pray'rs. 

O^.  My  Grief's  too  great  . 
To  be  exprefs'd  in  Words  —  \Edt. 

Hen.  Take  that  and  leave  us,    {Gives  Mony  to  Jacintha. 
Leave  us  without  Reply    nay,  come  back.  Sirrah  ; 
And  ftudy  to  forget  fuch  things  as  thefe 
As  are  not  worth  the  Knowledge.     [  Afc.  offers  to  follow. 

Afr.  O  good  Sir, 
Thefe  are  bad  Principles  — 

Hen.  Such  as  you  muft  learn 
Now  you  are  mine,  for  Wealth  and  Poverty 
Can  hold  no  Friendihip :  And  what  is  my  Will 
You  muft  obferve  and  do,  though  good  or  ill.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Bartolus. 

[Wonders, 

Bar.  Where  is  my  Wife  ?  'Fore  Heav'n,  I  have  done 
Done  mighty  things  to  day  My  Amaranta, — 
My  Heart  rejoices  at  my  wealthy  Gleanings, 
A  rich  litigious  Lord  1  love  to  foLow, 
'    Vol.  11.  A 
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A  Lord  that  builds-  his  Happinefs  on  Brawh'ngs, 

0  'tis  a  blefled  Thing  to  have  rich  Clients. 

Why,  Wife,  I  fay, —  how  fares  my  ftudious  Pupil  ? 
Hard  at  it  ftill  ?  Ye  are  too  violent. 
All  things  muft  have  their  Refts,  they  will  not  laft  elfe ; 
Come  out  and  breathe.  [Leandro  within. 

Lean,  I  do  befeech  you,  pardon  me ; 

1  am  deeply  in  a  fweet  Point,  Sir. 
Bar,  ril  inftruft  ye : 

Enter  Amaranta. 

I  fay,  take  Breath  ;  feek  Health  firft,  then  your  Study. 

0  my  fweet  Soul,  1  have  brought  thee  golden  Birds  home. 
Birds  in  abundance :  I  have  done  ftrange  Wonders : 
There's  more  a  hatching  too. 

("2 3)  Ama,  Have  ye  done  Good,  Husband? 
Then  'tis  a  good  Day  fpent. 
Bar,  Good  enough,  Chicken. 

1  have  fpread  the  Nets  o*th'  Law,  to  catch  rich  Booties, 
And  they  come  fluttering. in.    How  do's  my  Pupil  ? 
My  modeft  Thing,  haft  thou  yet  fpoken  to  him  ? 

Ama.  As  I  pafs'd  by  his  Chamber,  I  might  fee  him  ; 
But  he's  fo  bookifb. 

Bar,  And  fo  balhful,  too; 
Pfaith,  he  is,  before  he'll  fpeak,  he'll  ftarve  there. 

Ama,  I  pity  him  a  little. 

Bar,  So  do  I  too. 

Ama,  And  if  he  pleafe  to  take  the  Air  o'th*  Gardens, 
Or  walk  i'th'  inward  Rooms,  fo  he  moleft  not —  [thee. 
Bar,  He  fliall  not  trouble  thee,  he  dare  not  fpeak  to 

Enter  Moor,  "joitb  a  Chefs-hoard, 

Bring  out  the  Chefs-board, — come,Iet's  have  a  game,  Wife ; 

{23)  ^-^  •  Hanje you  done  good  Husband  ? 

^ben  "'tis  a  good  Day  fpent. '\  The  corrupt  Pointing  of  this 
PafTage,  thro*  all  the  Editions,  has  quite  debafed  it  to  ftark  Nonfenfe. 
When  Bartolus  has  bragg'd  of  the  mighty  Wonders  he  has  done, 
Amaranta^  who  was  fufficiently  acquainted  with  the  Irlquity  of  his 
Heart,  fmartly  replies,  Ayy  but  ha<ve  you  done  Good,  Husband? 
Without  this  Regulation,  it  is  void  of  all  Senfc  and  Meaning. 

ru 
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ril  try  your  Maftery,  you  fay  you*re  cunning.^ 
Ama,  As  learned  as  ye  are.  Sir,  I  fliall  beat  ye. 


Bar.  Here  he  fl:eaIsout,put  him  not  out  of  Countenance, 
Prethee,  look  another  way,  he  will  be  gone  elfe. 
Walk  and  refrefh  your  felf,  Til  be  with  you  prefently. 


Ama,  Will  ye  be  there?  Then,  here,  I'll  fpare  ye  that 

Lean,  Wou'd  I  were  fo  near  too,  and  a  Mate  fitting. 

Ama,  What  think  ye.  Sir,  to  this?  Have  at  your  Knight 
now.  [vice. 

Bar,  'Twas  fubtly  play'd :  Your  Queen  lies  at  my  Ser- 
Prethee,  look  off,  he  is  ready  to  pop  in  again  ; 
Look  off,  I  fay,  doft  not  fee  how  he  blufhes  ? 

Ama,  I  do  not  blaft  him. 

Lean,  But  ye  do,  and  burn  too ; 
What  killing  Looks  fhe  fteals  ? 

Bar,  I  have  you  now  clofe. 
Now  for  a  Mate. 

Lean,  You  are  a  blefled  Man  that  may  fo  have  her. 
Oh,  that  I  might  play  with  her  ■  •  [^Kmtk  within. 

Bar.  Who's  there?  I  come  5  you  cannot  fcapeme  now. 
Wife.  I  come,  I  come.  \Knochl 

Lean,  Moft  bleflcd  Hand,  that  calls  him. 

Bar,  Play  quickly.  Wife. 

Ama.  'Pray  ye,  give  Leave  to  think,  Sir. 


Moor,  An  honeft  Neighbour  that  dwells  hard  by.  Sir, 
Would  fain  fpeak  with  your  Worfliip  about  Bufinefs. 

Lean,  The  Devil  blow  him  off. 

Bar,  Play. 

Ama.  I  will  ftudy  : 
For  if  you  beat  me  thus,  you  will  ftill  laugh  at  me->-. \KnocK 

Bar.  He  knocks  again,  I  cannot  ftay.    Lea  idro^ 
'Pray  thee  come  near. 

Lean.  I  am  well.  Sir,  here. 

Bar,  Come  hither  : 


Enter  Leandro. 


Lean,  I'll  take  the  Air  a  little. 
Bar,  'Twill  be  healthful. 


[  Play  at  Chefs. 
[Man. 


Enter  Moor. 


0.2 
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Be  not  afraid,  but  come. 

Ama.  Here's  none  will  bite,  Sir. 
Lean.  God  forbid.  Lady  ! 
Jma,  'Pray,  come  nearer. 

Lean,  Yes,  forfooth.  [here. 

Bar.  Trethee,  obferve  thefe  Men :  juft  as  they  ftand 
And  fee  this  Lady  do  not  alter  'em. 
And  be  not  partial,  Pupil. 

Lean.  No  indeed.  Sir.  [fently. 

Bar.  Let  her  not  move  a  Pawn,  Pll  come  back  pre- 
Nay^  you  fiiall  know,  I  am  a  Conqueror. 
Have  an  eye.  Pupil  —  [Exit. 

Ama,  Can  ye  play  at  Chefs,  Sir  ? 

Lean,  A  little,  Lady. 

Ama.  But  you  cannot  tell  me 
How  to  avoid  this  Mate,  and  win  the  Game  too  ; 
(H*as  noble  Eyes : )  Ye  dare  not  friend  me  fo  far  ? 

Lean.  I  dare  do  any  thing  that's  in  Man's  Pow'r,  Lady, 
To  be  a  Friend  to  fuch  a  noble  Beauty. 

Ama,  This  is  no  Lawyers  Language :  I  pray  ye  tell  me. 
Whither  may  I  remove,  ye  fee  I  am  fet  round, 
T'avoid  my  Husband  ? 

Lean,  I  ihall  tell  ye  happily. 
But  happily  you  will  not  be  infl:ru<5led. 

Ama,  Yes  and  Pll  thank  ye  too,  fhalll  move  this  Man  ? 

Lean,  Thofe  are  unfeemly :  Move  one  that  can  ferve  ye. 
Can  honour  ye,  can  love  ye. 

Ama,  'Pray  ye  tell  quickly, 
He  will  return,  and  then  — — 

Lean.  Pll  tell  ye  inftantly. 
Move  me,  and  Pll  move  any  way  to  ferve  ye, 
Move  your  Heart  this  way,  Lady. 

Ama,  How.? 

Lean,  'Pray  ye,  hear  me. 
Behold  the  Sport  of  Love,  when  he's  imperious. 
Behold  the  (lave  of  Love. 

Ama,  Move  my  Queen  this  way  } 
(Sure,  he's  fome  worthy  Man  :)  Then  if  he  hedge  me, 
Or  here  to  open  him  — 

Lean,  Do  but  behold  me, 

If 
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If  there  be  Pity  in  you,  do  but  view  me; 
But  view  the  Mifery  1  have  undertaken 
For  you,  the  Poverty. 

^ma.  He  will  come  prefentiy. 
Now  play  your  beft.  Sir,  though  I  lofe  this  Rook  here. 
Yet  I  get  Liberty. 

Lean,  V\\  feize  your  fair  Hand, 
And  warm  it  with  a  Kundred,  hundred  KifTes. 
The  God  of  Love  warm  your  Defires  but  equal. 
That  /hall  play  my  Game  now. 

Ama.  What  do  you  mean,  Sir  ? 
Why  do  you  flop  me  ^ 

Lean.  That  ye  may  intend  me. 
The  Time  has  bleft  us  Both  :  Love  bids  us  ufe  it, 
I  am  a  Gendeman  nobly  defcended, 
Young  to  invite  your  Love,  rich  to  maintain  it. 
I  bring  a  whole  Heart  to  ye,  thus  I  give  it. 
And  ^to  thofe  burning  Altars  thus  I  offer. 
And  thus,  divine  Lips,  where  perpetual  Spring  grows— 

Ana,  Take  that,  ye  are  too  faucy. 

Lean,  How,  proud  Lady  ? 
Strike  my  Deferts  ? 

Ama,  I  was  to  blame. 

Enter  Bartolus.] 

Bar,  What,  Wife,  there  ? 
Heav'n  keep  my  Houfe  from  Thieves. 

Lean.  I  am  wretched  : 
Open'd,  difcover'd,  loft  to  all  my  Wiflies, 
I  fhall  be  hooted  at. 

Bar,  What  Noife  was  this,  Wife  ? 
Why  doft  thou  fmile  ^ 

Lean,  This  proud  Thing  will  betray  me, 

Bar,  Why  thefe  lie  here  ?  What  angry.  Dear  ? 

Ama,  No,  Sir, 
Only  a  Chance,  your  Pupil  faid  he  plaid  well, 
And  fo,  indeed,  he  do's :  He  undertook  for  ye, 
Becaufe  I  would  not  fit  fo  long  time  idle  ; 
I  made  my  Liberty,  avoided  your  Mate, 
And  he  again  as  cunningly  endangered  nic, 

3  Indeed 
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Indeed,  he  put  me  ftrangely  to*t.    When  prefently 
Hearing  you  come,  and  having  broke  his  Ambufh  too, 
Having  the  fecond  time  brought  off  my  Queen  fair, 
I  rofe  o'di'  fudden  fmihngly  to  fliew  ye  ; 
My  Apron  caught  the  Chefs- board,  and  the  Men, 
And  there  the  Noife  was. 

Bar,  Thou  art  grown  a  Mafter, 
For  all  this  I  lhall  beat  ye.  ' 

Lean,  Or  I  you.  Lawyer  ; 
For  now  I  love  her  more ;  'twas  a  neat  Anfwer, 
And  by  it  hangs  a  mighty  Hope,  I  thank  her  ; 
She  gave  my  Pate  a  found  Knock,  that  it  rings  yet. 
But  you  fhall  have  a  founder  if  I  live,  Lawyer  ; 
My  Heart  akes  yet,  I  would  not  be  in  that  fear— 

Bar.  I  am  glad  ye  are  a  Gamefter,  Sir,  fometimes 
For  Recreation  we  two  fhall  fight  hard  at  it. 

Jma,  He  will  prove  too  hard  for  me. 

Lean,  I  hope,  he  fliall  do,  [good  Lady. 

But  your  Chefs-board  is  too  hard  for  my  Head  ;  line  that. 

Bar.  I  have  been  attoning  two  moft  wrangling  Neigh- 
They  had  no  Mony,  therefore  I  made  even.  [bours, 
Come,  let's  go  in  and  eat ;  truly,  l*m  hungry. 

Lean,  I  have  eat'n  already,  I  mull  intreat  your  Pardon. 

Bar,  Do  as  ye  pleafe,  we  fhall  expeft  y'at  Supper. 
He  has  got  a  little  Heart  j  now  it  feems  handfomely. 

Jma,  You'll  get  no  little  Head,  if  I  don't  look  to  ye. 

Lean.  If  ever  I  do  catch  thee  again,  thou  Vanity  — 

Ama,  I  was  to  blame  to  be  fo  ralh,  I'm  forry — 

[Exeunt. 


ACT    IV.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Bon  Henrique,  Violante,  and  Afcanlo. 

Hen,  TT  EAR  but  my  Reafons. 

-TJ.     yio,  O  my  Patience,  hear  'em ! 
Can  cunning  Falfhood  colour  an  Excufe 
With  any  feeming  Shape  of  borrow'd  Truth 

T*extenuatc 
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(24)  T'  extenuate  this  wilfull  Wrong,  not  Error  ? 

Hen.  You  gave  confent,  that,  to  defeat  my  Brother, 
I  fhould  take  any  Courfe. 

Vio.  But  not  to  make 
The  Cure  more  loathfom  than  the  foul  Difeafe : 
Was't  not  enough  you  took  me  to  your  Bed, 
Tir'd  with  loofe  DaHiance,  and  with  empty  Veins^ 
All  thofe  Abilities  fpent  before  and  wafted. 
That  cou'd  confer  the  Name  of  Mother  on  me  j 
But  that  (to  perfed:  my  Account  of  Sorrow 
For  my  long  Barrennefs)  you  muft  heighten  it 
By  fhewing  to  my  Face,  that  you  were  Fruitful 
Hug'd  in  the  bafe  Embraces  of  another  ? 
If  Solitude,  that  dwelt  beneath  my  Roof, 
And  Want  of  Children  was  a  Torment  to  me,  . 
What  End  of  my  Vexation  to  behold 
A  Baftard  to  upbraid  me  with  my  Wants  ? 
And  hear  the  Name  of  Father  paid  to  ye, 
(25^  Yet  know  my  felf  no  Mother,  What  can  you  fay  ? 

Hen.  Shall  I  confefs  my  Fault,  and  ask  your  Pardon  ? 
Will  that  content  ye  ? 

Vio,  If  it  cou'd  make  void. 
What  is  confirm'd  in  Court ;  No,  no,  Don  Henrique^ 
You  fhall  know,  that  I  find  my  felf  abus'd ; 
And  add  to  that,  I  have  a  Woman's  Anger, 
And  while  1  look  upon  this  Bafilisk, 

(24)  Extenuate  this  wofull  Wrongs  not  Error?]  The  Poets  are 
robbM,  I  dare  lay,  of  the  Antithefis  here  required  to  fupport  the  Vi- 
vacity of  their  Meaning.  Henrique  has  moft  plainly  been  excufing 
his  Condudl,  and  calling  the  Steps  he  has  taken  erroneous  :  Upon 
which  Violante  would  fay,  Do  you  think  to  colour  out  an  Excufe  'with 
cunning  Faljhood,  and  extenuate  the  Guilt  of  your  F roc ee dings  by  cal- 
ling That  Error,  nvhich  is  a  willfull  Wrong  ?  And  to  this  Tenour  1 
have  ventured  to  amend  the  Text. 

This  is  the  laft  Note  of  the  lafi:  Sheet  in  this  Volume  which 
poor  Mr.  Theobald  had  prepared  for  the  Prefs.  From  hence  we  have, 
only  his  Marginal  Corredlions  of  the  Text,  without  any  Reafons  af- 
fign*d ;  as  far  as  I  propofe  to  proceed  in  this  Work,  I  fhall  endea- 
vour to  do  his  Memory  all  the  Jullice  lam  able.  T.  Seaward, 

(25)  What  can  I  faji?']  The  Anfwer  plaijily  Ihews  that  it  (hould 
be  jfou,  Senvard, 

Q  4  Whofe 
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(26)  Whofe  venomous  Eyes  have  blafted  all  my  Comforts, 
Reft  confident,  I'll  ftudy  my  dark  Ends, 
And  not  your  Pleafures. 

Afc,  Noble  Lady,  hear  me. 
Not  as  my  Father's  Son,  but  as  your  Servant, 
Vouchfafe  to  hear  me,  for  fuch  in  my  Duty 
I  ever  will  appear:  And  far  be  it  from 
My  poor  Ambition,  ever  to  look  on  you. 
But  with  that  Reverence,  which  a  Slave  ftands  bound 
To  pay  a  worthy  Miftrefs.   I  have  heard 
That  Dames  of  higheft  place,  nay  Queens  themfelves,' 
Difdain  not  to  be  ferv'd  by  fuch  as  are 
Of  meaneft  Birth :  And  I  fhall  be  moft  happy, 
To  be  employed  when  you  pleafe  to  command  me. 
Even  in  the  courfeft  Office  ?  As  your  Page 
I  can  wait  on  your  Trencher,  fill  you  Wine, 
Carry  your  Pantofles,  and  be  fometimes  blefs'd 
In  all  Humility  to  touch  your  Feet: 
Or  if  that  you  efteem  that  too  much  Grace, 
I  can  run  by  your  Coach,  obferve  your  Looks, 
And  hope  to  gain  a  Fortune  by  my  Service, 
With  your  good  favour  ;  which  now,  as  a  Son, 
I  dare  not  challenge. 

Vio.  As  a  Son? 

Jfc,  Forgive  me, 
I  will  forget  the  Name,  let  it  be  Death 
For  me  to  call  you  Mother.    Fio.  Still  upbraided  ? 

Hen,  Is  no  way  left  t'  appeafe  you  ? 

Vio,  None  :  Now  hear  me : 
Hear  what  I  vow  before  the  face  of  Heav'n, 
And  if  I  break  it,  all  plagues  in  this  Life, 
And  thofe  that  after  Death  are  fear'd,  fall  on  me. 
While  that  this  Baftard  ftays  under  my  Roof, 
Look  for  no  Peace  at  home,  for  I  renounce 
All  Offices  of  a  Wife. 

Hen,  What  am  I  fain  to  ? 

(26)  Who/e  envious  Eyes]  Envious  feems  neither  proper  to  the 
Baiilisk  nor  to  Afcanio  j  Venomous  is  fo  near  the  trace  of  ihe  Letters, 
that  1  hope  the  Reader  will  aflent  to  its  Infertion  in  the  Text. 

Seiuard. 

Vie. 
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Vio,  I  will  not  eat,  nor  fleep  with  you,  and  thofe  hours. 
Which  I  fhou'd  fpend  in  Prayers  for  your  Health, 
Shall  be  employ'd  in  Curfes. 

Hen,  Terrible. 

Vio,  All  the  day  long,  I'll  be  as  tedious  to  you 
As  lingring  Feavers,  and  Til  watch  the  Nights, 

.To  ring  aloud  your  Shame,  and  break  your  Sleeps. 
Or  if  you  do  but  flumber,  I'll  appear 
Tthe  fhape  of  all  my  Wrongs,  and  like  a  Fury 
Fright  you  to  Madnefs ;  and  if  all  this  fail 
To  work  out  my  Revenge,  I've  Friends  and  Kinfmen, 
That  will  not  fit  down  tame  with  the  Di(grace 
That's  ofFer'd  to  our  noble  Family 
In  what  1  fuffer. 

Hen,  How  am  I  divided 
Between  the  Duties  I  owe  as  a  Husband, 
And  Piety  of  a  Parent  ? 

Afc,  I  am  taught,  Sir, 
By  the  inftindl  of  Nature,  that  Obedience 
Which  bids  me  to  prefer  your  Peace  of  Mind 
Before  thofe  Pleafures  that  are  deareft  to  me  ; 
Be  wholly  hers  my  Lord,  I  quit  ail  parts. 
That  I  may  challenge.  May  you  grow  old  together. 
And  no  diftafte  e'er  find  you,  and  before 
The  Charadlers  of  Age  are  printed  on  you. 
May  you  fee  many  Images  of  your  felvcs. 
Though  I,  like  fome  falfe  Glafs,  that's  never  look'd  in. 
Am  caft  afide,  and  broken.    From  this  hour, 
Unlefs  invited,  which  I  dare  not  hope  for, 
I  never  will  fet  my  forbidden  Feet 
Over  your  Threfhold  ;  only  give  me  leave. 
Though  caft  off  to  the  World,  to  mention  you 
In  my  Devotions,  it  is  all  I  fue  for, 
And  fo  I  take  my  laft  leave. 
Hen.  Though  I  am 

.  Devoted  to  a  Wife,  nay  almoft  fold 
A  Slave  to  ferve  her  Pleafures,  yet  I  cannot 
So  part  with  all  Humanity,  but  I  muft 
Shew  fomcthing  of  a  Father  \  thou  flialt  not  go 
Unfurnifli'd  and  unfriended  too ;  take  that 

To 
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To  guard  thee  from  Neceflities ;  may  thy  Goodnefs 
(27)  Meet  many  Favours,  for  thine  Innocence 
iDeferves  to  be  the  Heir  of  greater  Fortunes, 
Than  thou  wert  Born  to.  Scorn  me  not,  Violante^ 
This  Banifhment  is  a  kind  of  civil  Death, 
And  now,  as  it  were  at  his  Funeral, 
To  flied  a  Tear  or  two,  is  not  unmanly. 
And  fo  farewel  for  ever.  One  word  more. 
Though  I  muft  never  fee  thee,  my  Afcanio^ 
When  this  is  fpent,  for  fo  the  Judge  decreed, 

\kxit  Afcanio, 
Send  to  me  for  fupply.  Are  you  pleas'd  now  ? 

Vio,  Yes ;  I  have  caufc,  to  fee  you  Howl  and  Blubber 
At  th'  parting  of  my  Torment,  and  your  Shame. 
'Tis  well :  proceed  :  fupply  his  wants  :  do  do  : 
Let  the  great  Dower  I  brought,  ferve  to  maintain 
Your  Baftard's  Riots:  Send  my  Clothes  and  Jewels 
T'  your  old  acquaintance,  your  dear  Dame  his  Mother. 
Now  you  begin  to  melt,  I  know  'twill  follow. 

Hen.  Is  all  I  do  mifconftru'd  ? 
•  Vio.  I  will  take 
A  Courfe  to  right  my  felf,  a  Ipeeding  one  : 
By  the  blefs'd  Saints,  I  will ;  if  I  prove  cruel. 
The  fhame  to  fee  thy  foolifh  Pity,  taught  me 
To  lofe  my  natural  Softnefs ;  keep  off  from  me. 
Thy  Flatteries  are  infedtious,  and  Til  flee  thee 
As  I  would  do  a  Leaper. 

Hen,  Let  not  Fury 
Tranfport  you  fo ;  You  know  I  am  your  Creature, 
All  Love,  but  to  your  felf,  with  him,  hath  left  me. 
ril  join  with  you  in  any  thing. 

Vio,  In  vain, 

ril  take  mine  own  Ways,  and  will  have  no  Partners. 
Hen,  I  will  not  crols  you. 

(27)  — and  thine  Innocence 

Defewe  to  he  the  Heir."]  J/canio  has  IhewM  fo  many  In- 
ftances  of  Innocence,  that  the  Occa£on  here  feems  only  to  require  a 
Prayer  that  his  Innocence  may  be  rewarded.  It  fhould  feem  there- 
fore that  either  the  word  dc/erve  Ihould  be  chang'd  to  arri've,  or  the 
whole  be  turn'd  into  an  Aihrmation,  as  I  have  ventured  to  make  it. 

Seavard. 

Vio. 


That  to  a  Woman  of  her  hopes  beguil'd 
A  Viper  trod  on,  or  an  Afpick's,  mild. 
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Vio.  Do  not,  they  fliall  find 


SCENE  II. 


Enter  Lopez,  Milanes,  and  Arfenio. 

Lop.  (zS)  Sits  the  Game  there:  1  have  you-,  by 
mine  Order 
I  love  Leandro  for't. 

Mil.  But  you  muft  fhew  it 
In  lending  him  your  help,  to  gain  him  means 
And  opportunity. 

Lop,  He  fliall  want  nothing, 
I  know  my  Advocate  to  a  hair,  and  what 
Will  fetch  him  from  his  Pray'rs,  if  he  ufe  any,  - 
I  am  honyed  with  the  Projedt :  I  wou'd  have  him  horn*d 
For  a  moft  precious  Beaft. 

jlrf.  But  you  lofe  ^time. 

Lop.  Pm  gone,  inftrudt  Diego^  you  will  find  him 
A  fliarp  and  fubtle  Knave,  give  him  but  Hints 
And  he  will  amplifie.    See  all  things  ready, 
Pll  fetch  him  with  a  Vengeance—  [Exit. 

Arf.  If  he  fail  now. 
We'll  give  him  over  too. 

Mil.  Tufli,  he  is  flefli'd. 
And  knows  what  vein  to  ftrike  for  his  own  credit. 

Arf,  All  things  are  ready. 

MiL  Then  we  fliall  have  a  merry  Scene,  ne'er  fear  it. 


Enter  Amaranta,  with  a  Note^  and  Moor. 

Ama.  Is  thy  Mafter  gone  out  ? 
Moor.  Ev'n  now,  the  Curate  fetch'd  him. 
About  a  ferious  bufinefs  as  it  feem'd, 

(28)  /  ha've  you  by  mine  Order  i 

I  love  Leandro  fort.']  MvJ  Sympfoa  has  very  juftly  regula- 
ted the  Stops  here. 


[Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 


For 
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For  hefnatch'dup  his  Cloak,  and  brufh'd  his  Hatftraight, 
Set  his  Band  handfomely,  and  out  he  gallop'd. 

Jfm.  'Tis  well,  *cis  very  well,  he  went  out,  E^Ia^ 
As  luckily,  as  one  would  lay,  go  Husband  ; 
He  was  call'd  by  Providence  !  FJing  this  fliort  Paper 
Into  Leandro's  Cell,  and  waken  him. 
He  is  monftrous  vex'd,  and  mufty,  at  my  Che(s-play ; 
But  this  fhall  fupple  him,  when  he  has  read  it  : 
Take  your  own  Recreation  for  two  hours. 
And  hinder  nothing. 

Moor.  If  I  do,  Pll  hang  for't.  [Exeuni. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  0£tavIo,  and  Jacintha. 

O^.  If  that  you  lov'd  Afcanio  for  himfelf. 
And  not  your  private  Ends,  you  rather  fliou'd 
Blefs  the  fair  Opportunity,  that  reftores  him 
T'  his  Birth-right,  and  the  Honours  he  was  born  to. 
Than  grieve  at  his  good  Fortune. 

Jac.  Grieve,  05lavio? 
I  would  refign  my  Eflence,  that  he  were 
As  happy  as  my  Love  cou'd  fafhion  him, 
Though  every  BlefTing  that  fliou*d  fall  on  him. 
Might  prove  a  Curfe  to  me  :  My  forrow  fprings 
Out  of  my  fear  and  doubt  he  is  not  fafe. 
I  am  acquainted  with  Don  Henrique'^  Nature, 
AkI  I  have  heard  too  much  the  fiery  Temper 
Of  Madam  Violante :  Can  you  think 
That  /he,  that  almoft  is  at  War  with  Hcav'n 
For  being  barren,  will  with  equal  Eyes 
Behold  a  Son  of  mine  ? 

O^.  His  Father's  Care, 
That  for  the  wantof  IfiTue,  took  him  home. 
Though  with  the  forfeiture  of  his  own  Fame^ 
Will  look  unto  his  Safety. 

Jac.  Step-mothers 
Have  many  Eyes,  to  find  a  way  to  mifchief. 
Though  blind  to  Goodncfs. 


Enter 
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Enter  Jamie  and  Afcanio. 

0£f,  Here  comes  Don  Jamie^ 
And  with  him  our  jJfcanio, 

Jam,  Good  Youth  leave  me, 
I  know  thou  art  forbid  my  Company, 
And  only  to  be  feen  with  me,  will  call  on 
Thy  Father's  anger. 

AJc.  Sir,  if  that  to  fervc  you 
Cou'd  lofe  me  any  thing,  as  indeed  it  cannot, 
I  (till  wou'd  follow  you.    Alas  1  was  born 
To  do  you  hurt,  but  not  to  help  my  felf, 
I  was,  for  fome  particular  end,  took  home. 
But  am  caft  off  again. 

Jam.  Is't  pofTible  } 

Afc,  The  Lady,  whom  my  Father  calls  his  Wife, 
Abhors  my  fight,  is  fick  of  me,  and  forc'd  him 
To  turn  me  out  of  Doors. 

Jac,  By  my  beft  hopes 
I  thank  her  Cruelty,  for  it  comes  near 
A  faving  Charity. 

AJc.  I  am  only  happy 
That  yet  I  can  relieve  you,  'pray  you  fhare  : 
My  Father's  wondrous  kind,  and  promifes 
That  I  (hou*d  be  fupplied :  But  fure  the  Lady 
Is  a  malicious  Woman,  and  I  fear 
Means  me  no  good. 

Enter  Servant, 

Jam.  I  am  turn'd  a  Stone  with  wonder, 
And  know  not  what  to  think. 

&er.  From  my  Lady, 
Your  private  Ear,  and  this 

Jam,  New  Miracles? 

Ser,  She  fays,  if  you  dare  make  your  felf  a  Fortune, 
She  will  propofe  the  Means  ;  my  Lord  Don  Henriqiie 
Is  now  from  home,  and  fhe  alone  expeds  you  j 
If  you  dare  truft  her,  fo  5  if  not,  defpair  of 
A  fecond  Offer.  \Eiiit. 

Jam,  Though  there  were  an  Ambufh 

Laid 
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Laid  for  my  Life,  TJl  on  and  found  this  Secret. 
Retire  thee,  my  Jfcanioy  with  thy  Mother  : 
But  ftir  not  forth,  fome  great  Dcfign's  on  Foot, 
Fall  what  can  fall,  if  e'er  the  Sun  be  fet 
I  fee  you  not,  give  me  for  dead. 

Jfc.  We  will  expe(fl  you, 
And  thofe  blefs'd  Angels,  that  love  Goodnefs,  guard  you. 

[Exeunt » 

S     C     E     N     E  V, 

Enter  Lopez  and  Bartolus. 

Bar,  Is't  poflfible  he  Ihou'd  be  rich  ? 

Lop,  Mod  poffible. 
He  hath  been  long,  though  he'd  but  little  gettings. 
Drawing  together.  Sir. 

Bar,  Accounted  a  poor  Sexton, 
Honeft  poor  Biego, 

Lop.  I  affure  ye,  a  clofe  Fellow, 
Both  clofe,  and  fcraping,  and  that  fills  the  Bags,  Sir. 

Bar.  A  notable  good  Fellow  too  ? 

Lop.  Sometimes,  Sir. 
When  he  hop'd  to  drink  a  Man  into  a  Surfeit, 
That  he  might  gain  by  his  Grave. 

Bar.  So  many  thoufands? 

Lop,  Heav'n  knows  what. 

Bar,  'Tis  ftrange, 
'Tis  very  ftrange  5  but  we  fee  by  endeavour, 
And  honeft  labour  «— 

Lop,  Miloy  by  continuance 
Grew  from  a  filly  Calf,  with  your  Worfliips  Reverence, 
To  carry  a  Bull ;  from  a  penny,  to  a  pound.  Sir, 
And  from  a  pound  to  many :  'Tis  the  Progrefe. 

Bar.  Ye  fay  true,  but  he  lov'd  to  feed  well  alfo. 
And  that  methinks— - 

Lop.  From  another  Man's  Trencher,  Sir, 
(29^  And  there  he  found  it  feafon'd  with  fmall  charge  : 

(29)  Mr.  Theobald  has  in  the  Margin  alter'd  the  firft  there  to 
ivherey  joining  the  fecond  Line  to  the  third  and  not  to  the  firft. 
But  as  the  prefent  reading  and  pointing  feem  to  giye  a  jull  Senfe^ 
I  have  not  changed  them. 

There 
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There  he  would  play  the  Tyrant,  and  would  devour  ye 
More  than  the  Graves  he  made;  at  home  he  liv'd 
Like  a  Camelion,  fuckt  the  Air  of  Mifery, 

\T^aUe  fet  out^  Standijhy  Paper ^  and  Stools, 
And  grew  fat  by  the  Brewis  of  an  Egg-fhell. 
Wou'd  fmell  a  Cooks-fliop,  and  go  home  and  Surfeit, 
And  be  a  Month  in  falling  out  that  Feaver.       [fay  ye? 

Bar,  Thefe  are  good  Symptoms.    Do*s  he  lye  fo  fick. 

Lop,  Oh,  very  fick. 

Bar,  And  chofen  me  Executor  ? 

Lop,  Only  your  Worlhip. 

Bar,  No  hope  of  his  Amendment  ? 

Lop,  None,  that  we  find. 

Bari  Hath  he  no  Kinfmen  neither  ? 

Lof.  *Truth,  very  few. 

Bar.  His  Mind  will  be  the  quieter. 
What  Doctors  has  he  ? 

Lop,  There's  none.  Sir,  he  believes  in.' 

Bar,  They  are  but  needlefs  things,  in  fuch  Extremities. 
Who  draws  the  good  Man*s  Wiil  > 

Lop,  Marry  that  do  I,  Sir, 
And  to  my  Grief. 

Bar,  Grief  will  do  little  now.  Sir, 
Draw  it  to  your  comfort.  Friend,  and  as  I  counfel  yc. 
An  honeft  Man,  but  fuch  Men  live  not  always : 
Who  are  about  him? 

Lop,  Many,  now  he  is  pafling. 
That  wou'd  pretend  t'his  love,  yes,  and  fome  Gentlemen 
That  would  fain  counfel  him,  and  be  of  his  Kindred ; 
Rich  Men  can  want  no  Heirs,  Sir. 

Bar,  They  do  ill. 
Indeed  they  do,  to  trouble  him ;  very  ill.  Sir. 
But  we  fliall  take  care. 

Enter^  with  Diego  in  a  Bed^  Milanes,  Arfenio, 

and  Parijhioners, 

Lop,  Will  ye  come  near.  Sir  ? 
'Pray  ye  bring  him  out  \  now  ye  may  fee  in  what  State  : 
Give  him-  frefh  Air. 

Bar,  I  am  forry.  Neighbour  Diego^ 

To 
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To  find  ye  in  fo  weak  a  ftate. 

Die.  Y'are  welcome, 
But  I  am  fleeting.  Sir. 

Bar,  Methinks  he  looks  well, 
His  Colour  frefh,  and  ftrong,  his  Eyes  are  chearful. 

a  glimmering  before  Death,  *tis  nothing  elfe,  Sir^ 
Do  you  fee  how  he  fumbles  with  the  Sheet?  do  ye 
note  that  ?  [for  ye. 

Die,  My  Learned  Sir,  'pray  ye  fit :  I  am  bold  to  fend 
To  take  a  care  of  what  I  leave. 
Loy,  Do  ye  hear  that  ? 
Arf,  Play  the  Knave  finely. 
Die,  So  I  will,  I  warrant  ye. 
And  carefully. 

Bar.  'Pray  ye  do  not  trouble  him. 
You  fee  he's  weak,  and  has  a  wandring  Fancy. 

Die,  My  honed  Neighbours,  weep  not,  I  muft  leave  yc, 
I  cannot  always  bear  ye  Company. 
We  muft  drop  ftill,  there  is  no  remedy. 
'  'Pray  ye  Mafter  Curate,  will  ye  write  my  Teftament, 
And  write  it  largely  it  may  be  remembred. 
And  be  Witnefs  to  my  Legacies,  good  Gentlemen ; 
Your  Worfhip  I  do  make  my  full  Executor, 
You  are  a  Man  of  Wit  and  Underftanding. 
Give  me  a  Cup  of  Wine  to  raife  my  Spirits, 
For  I  fpeak  low  :  I  wou'd,  before  thefe  Neighbours, 
Have  yc  to  fwear,  Sir,  that  you'll  fee  it  executed, 
And  what  I  give  let  equally  be  rendred 
For  my  Soul's  health. 

Bar.  I  vow  it  truly.  Neighbours, 
Let  not  that  trouble  ye,  before  all  thefe, 
Once  more  I  give  my  Oath. 

Die.  Then  fet  me  higher. 
And  pray  come  near  me  all. 
Lop.  We're  ready  for  ye. 

Mil'  Now  fpur  the  Afs,  and  get  our  Friend  time. 

Die.  Firft  then. 
After  I  have  given  my  Body  to  the  Worms, 
For  they  muft  be  ferv'd  firft,  the /'re  feldom  cozen*d. 

Lop.  Remember  your  Parilh,  Neighbour. 
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Bie,  You  fpeak  truly, 
I  do  remember  it,  a  lewd  vile  Parifli, 
And  pray  it  may  be  mended  :  To  the  Poor  of  ir. 
Which  is  to  all  the 'Parifli,  I  give  nothing. 
For  nothing,  unto  nothing  is  moft  natural. 
Yet  leave  as  much  fpace,  as  will  build  an  Hofpital, 
Their  Children  may  pray  for  me. 
B(^r,  What  do  you  give  to  it? 
Die,  Set  down  two  thoufand  Duckets, 
Bar.  *Tis  a  good  gift. 
And  wiJl  be  long  remembred. 

Die.  To  your  Worfhip, 
Becaufe  you  mud  take  pains  to  fee  all  finifli'd, 
I  give  two  thoufand  more,  it  may  be  three,  Sir, 
A  poor  Gratuity  for  your  pains-taking. 
Bar,  Thefe  are  large  Sums. 
Lop.  Nothing  to  him  that  has  'em. 
Die.  To  my  old  Mafter  Vicar,  I  give  five  hundred  \ 
Five  hundred  and  five  hundred  are  too  few,  Sir, 
But  there  be  more  to  ferve. 

Bar.  This  fellow  coins  fure.  [Books, 
Die.  Give  me  more  drink.   Pray  ye  buy  Books,  buy 
You  have  a  learned  Head,  ftufF  it, with  Libraries, 
And  underftand  'em,  when  ye  have  done,  'tis  Juftice. 
Run  not  the  Parifli  mad  with  Con  trover  fies, 
Nor  preach  up  Abftinence  to  longing  Women, 
'TwilJ  purge  the  bottoms  of  their  Confciences  : 
I'd  give  the  Church  new  Organs,  but  I  prophefie  [rifli. 
The  Church  wardens  wou'd  quickly  pipe 'em  out  o'th'  Pa- 
Two  hundred  Duckets  more  to  mend  the  Cancel, 
And  to  paint  true  Orthography,  as  many. 
They  write  Sunt  with  a  C,  which  is  abominable, 
'Pray  you  fet  that  down.  To  poor  Maidens  Marriages. 

Lop,  Ay  that's  well  thought  of,  what's  your  will  in  that 
A  meritorious  thing.  *  [point 

Bar,  No  end  of  this  will  ? 

Die.  I  give  per  annum  two  hundred  Ells  of  Lock  ram. 
That  there  be  no  ftrait  dealings  in  their  Linnens, 
But  the  Sails  cut  according  to  their  Burthens. 
To  all  Bell-ringers  I  bequeath  uew  Ropes, 

Vol.11.  R  And 
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And  let  them  ufe  'em  at  their  own  difcretions. 

jirf.  You  may  remember  us. 

Die.  I  do,  good  Gentlemen, 
And  I  bequeath  you  both  good  careful  Surgeons, 
A  Legacy  you  have  need  of,  more  than  Mony, 
]  know  you  want  good  Diets,  and  good  Lotions, 
And  in  your  pleafures,  good  take-hecd. 

Lop:  He  raves  now, 
But  'twill  be  quickly  off. 

Die  I  do  bequeath  ye 
Commodities  of  Pins,  Brown-papers,  Pack-threads, 
Roft  Pork,  and  Puddings,  Ginger-bread,  and  Jews-trumps, 
Of  penny  Pipes,  and  mouldy  Pepper,  take  'em. 
Take  'em  even  where  you  pleafe  and  be  cozen'd  with  'em, 
I  lliould  bequeath  ye  Executions  alfo. 
But  thofe  I'll  leave  to  th'  Law. 

Lop,  Now  he  grows  Temperate. 

Bar,  You'll  give  no  more  ^ 

Die.  I  am  loth  to  give  more  from  ye, 
Becaufe  I  know  you'll  have  a  care  to  execute. 
Only,  to  pious  ufes.  Sir,  a  little. 

Bar,  If  he  be  worth  all  thefe,  Pm  made  for  ever. 

Die.  I  give  to  fatal  Dames,  that  fpin  Mens  Threads  out. 
And  poor  diftrefled  Damfels,  that  are  Militant 
As  Members  of  our  own  Affliftions, 
A  hundred  Crowns  to  buy  warm  Tubs  to  work  in  ; 
I  give  five  hundred  pounds  to  buy  a  Church-yard, 
A  fpacious  Church-yard,  to  lay  Thieves  and  Knaves  in. 
Rich  Men  and  honeft  Men  take  all  the  room  up. 

Lop,  Are  ye  not  weary  ? 

Die,  Never  of  well  doing. 

Bar,  Thefe  are  mad  Legacies. 

Die.  They  were  got  as  madly  ; 
My  Sheep,  and  Oxen,  and  my  Moveables, 
My  Plate,  and  Jewels,  and  live  hundred  Acres  > 
I  have  no  Heirs. 

Bar.  This  cannot  be,  'tis  monftrous. 

Die,  Three  Ships  at  Sea  too. 

Bar,  You  have  made  me  full  Executor  ? 

Die.  Full,  full,  and  total,  wou'd  I  had  more  to  give  ye. 

But 
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But  thefe  may  ferve  an  honeft  Mind. 

Bar,  Ye  fay  true, 
A  very  honeft:  Mind,  and  make  it  rich  too ; 
Rich,  wondrous  rich  \  but  where  fliall  1  raife  thefe  Monies, 

(30)  About  your  Houfe  ?  I  fee  no  fuch  great  Promifes  \ 
Where  fhall  I  find  thefe  Sums  ? 

Die.  Ev'n  where  you  pleafe,  Sir, 
You're  wife  and  provident,  and  know  bufinefs, 
Ev'n  raife 'em  where  you  fhall  think  good,  I'm  reafonable. 

Bar,  Think  good  ?  will  that  raife  thoufands? 
What  do  you  make  me  ?  [fort. 

T>ie,  You  have  fworn  to  fee  it  done,  that's  all  my  com- 

Bar,  Where  I  pleafe?  this  is  pack'd  fure  to  difgrace  me, 

D/V.  Ye're  juft,  and  honeft,  and  I  know  you'll  do  it, 
Ev'n  where  you  pleafe,  for  you  know  where  the  wealth  is. 

Bar.  I  am  abus'd,  betray'd,  Pm  laugh'd  ar,  fcorn'd, 
Baffl'd,  and  boar'd,  it  feems. 

Arf.  No,  no,  ye  are  fool'd. 

Lop.  Moft  finely  fool'd,  and  handfomely,  and  neatly. 
Such  cunning  Mafters  muft  be  fooPd  fometimes.  Sir, 
And  have  their  Worfhips  Nofes  wip'd,  'tis  healthful. 
We  are  but  quit :  You  fool  us  of  our  Monies 
In  every  Caufe,  in  every  Quiddit  wipe  us.  [Gentlemen. 

Die.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  fome  more  drink,  for  my  Heart, 
This  merry  Lawyer  —  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  this  Scholar  — 
I  think  this  fit  will  cure  me;  This  Executor  — - 
I  fhall  laugh  out  my  Lungs. 

Bar.  This  is  Derifion  above  Suff'rance,  Villany 
Plotted  and  fet  againft  me. 

Die.  Faith  'tis  Knavery, 
In  troth  I  muft  confefs,  thou  art  fool'd  indeed.  Lawyer. 

MiL  Did  you  think,  had  this  Man  been  rich'  ' 

Bar.  'Tis  well,  Sir. 

Mil.  Hewou'd  havechofen  fuch  a  Wolf,  a  Canker, 

(31)  A  Maggot,  Rat,  to  be  his  whole  Executor } 

Lop, 

(30)  ^uch  great  Fromifes  ;]    Mr.  Sympfon  conjectures  that  the 

Lawyer  would  naturally  ufe  the  YjoxdiPremifes  bat  feems  unwilling  to 
dilturb  the  Text. 

ill)  A  Maggot-pate,  to  he  his  nvhole  Executor  ?']  Whimfical  idle 
lhacter-brain'd  People  are  frequently  call'd  Maggot  -  pat  ed :  but  this 
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Lop,  A  Lawyer,  that  entangles  all  Mens  Honefties, 
Lives  like  a  Spider  in  a  Cobweb  lurking. 
And  catching  at  all  Flies,  that  pafs  his  Pit-falls  ? 
Puts  Powder  to  all  States,  to  make  'em  caper  ? 
Wou'd  he  truft  you  ?  Do  you  deferve  ? 

'Die.  I  find,  Gentlemen,  * 
This  Cataplafm  of  a  well  cozen'd  Lawyer 
Laid  to  my  Stomach,  lenifies  my  Feaver, 
Methinks  1  could  eat  now,  and- walk  a  little. 

Bar,  I  am  afham'd  to  feel  how  flat  I'm  cheated. 
How  grofsly,  and  malicioufly  made  a  May- game, 
A  damn'd  trick  5  my  Wife,  my  Wife,  feme  Rafcal  : 
My  Credit  and  my  Wife;  fome  luftful  Villain, 
Some  Bawd,  fome  Rogue. 

Arf.  (32)  Some  Craftfman,  Fool,  has  found  ye : 
This  'tis,  Sir,  to  teach  ye  to  be  too  bufie, 
To  covet  all  the  gains,  and  all  the  rumours. 
To  have  a  flirring  Oare  in  all  Mens  Adlions. 

Lop.  We  did  this,  but  to  vex  your  fine  Officioufnefs. 

Bar.  Good  yield  ye,  and  good  thank  ye :  I  am  fool'd. 
The  Lawyer  is  an  Afs,  I  do  confefs  it,       •  [Gentlemen  ; 
A  weak,  dull,  fliallow  Afs :  Good  Even  to  your  Worlhips, 
Vicar,  remember.  Vicar  \  —  Rafcal,  remember, 
Thou  notable  rich  Rafcal. 

Die.  I  do  remember.  Sir, 
^Pray  ye  flay  a  little,  I  have  ev'n  two  Legacies, 
To  make  your  Mouth  up.  Sir. 

Bar,  Remember  Varlets, 
Quake  and  remember.  Rogues ; 

I've  brine  for  ail  your  Buttocks.  [Exit, 
Lop,  Oh  how  he  frets,  and  fumes  now  like  a  Dunghil ! 
Die,  His  Gall  contains  fine  fluff  now  to  make  Poylons, 

is  by  no  means  the  Lawyer's  Charaftcr,  nor  does  it  fuit  with  the  two 
former  Titles,  which  both  imply  villany  and  eating  into  other  Mens 
Eftates.  My  Conjefture  is  near  the  trace  of  the  Letters,  and  will,  I 
hope,  be  allow'd.  Se-ward. 

(32)  So?ne  crafty  Fool  has  found  ye  :']  It  Cannot  be  fuppofed  that 
Arfenio  woald  call  Leandro  a  Fool,  and  the  Reading  therefore  is  pro- 
bably corrupt ;  mine  is  very  near  it,  and  is  not  liable  to  the  lame 
Objedion  j  and  tho'  I  do  not  remember  the  Word  Craftfman  in  our 
Authors,  yet  it  is  ufed  in  the  fame  Senfe  by  Fairfax  in  his  excellent 


Tranflation  of  ^affo. 


Senvard. 

Rare 
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Rare  damned  Stuff. 

Arf,  Let's  after,  and  ftill  vex  him. 
And  take  my  Friend  off;  By  this  time  he's  profper'd. 
He  cannot  lofe  this  dear  time  :  'Tis  impofTible. 

Mil.  Diego^  thou'fl  done  well. 

Lop.  Haft  done  it  daintily. 

Mil.  And  fhalt  be  as  well  paid,  Boy— 

Jrf.  Go,  let's  crucifie  him.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Amaranta,  and  Leandro. 

Lean,  I've  told  ye  all  my  Story,  and  how  defperately, 

jlma,  I  do  believe :  Let's  walk  on,  time  is  precious. 
Not  to  be  fpent  in  Words,  here  no  more  wooing, 
The  open  Air*s  an  Enemy  to  Lovers, 
Do  as  I  tell  ye. 

Lean,  I'll  do  any  thing. 
I  am  fo  over-joy'd,  I'll  fly  to  ferve  ye. 

Ama,  Take  your  Joy  moderately,  as  'tis  miniftred. 
And  as  the  Caufe  invites :  The  Man's  a  Fool 
That  at  the  fight  o'th'  Bond,  dances  and  leaps. 
Then  is  the  true  Joy,  when  the  Mony  comes. 

Lean,  You  cannot  now  deny  me. 

jima.  Nay,  you  know  not. 
Women  have  Crotchets,  and  ftrange  Fits. 

Lean,  You  fhall  not. 

Ama,  Hold  ye  to  that  and  fwear  it  confidently. 
Then  I  fliall  make  a  fcruple  to  deny  ye : 
'Pray  ye  let's  ftep  in,  and  fee  a  Friend  of  mine. 
The  weather's  fiiarp  :  We'll  ftay  but  half  an  hour. 
We  may  be  mifs'd  elfe :  A  private  fine  Houfe  'tis,  Sir, 
And  we  may  find  many  good  welcomes. 

Lean.  Do  Lady, 
Do  happy  Lady. 

Ama.  All  your  Mind's  of  doing. 
You  muft  be  modefter. 

Lean,  I  will  be  any  thing.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Bartolus. 

Bar,  Open  the  Doors,  and  give  me  room  to  chafe  in. 
Mine  own  Room,  and  my  Liberty  :  Why  Maid  there. 
Open  I  fay,  and  do  not  anger  me, 
Tm  fubjeit  to  much  fury :  When,  ye  Difh-clout  ? 
When  do  you  come  ?  afleep,  ye  lazy  Hell-hound  ? 
Nothing  intended,  but  your  eafe,  and  eating  ? 
No  Body  here  ?  why  Wife,  why  Wife?  why  Jewel? 
No  Tongue  to  anfwer  me !  pre'thee,  good  Pupil, 
Difpenfe  a  little  with  thy  careful  Study, 
And  ftep  to  th'  door,  and  let  me  in  ;  nor  he  neither? 
Ha !  not  at's  Study  ?  nor  afleep  ?  nor  no  Body  ? 
I'll  make  ye  hear :  The  Houfe  of  Ignorance, 
No  Sound  inhabits  here :  I  have  a  Key  yet 
That  commands  all :  I  fear  I'm  Metamorphiz'd. 

Enter  Lopez,  Arfenio,  Milanes,  and  Diego. 

hop^  He  keeps  his  fury  ftill,  and  may  do  mifchief. 

jS/iil.  He  (hall  behang'd  firft,  we'll  be  fticklers  there,Boys. 

Die.  The  hundred  thoufand  Dreams  now,  that  pofTefs 
Ofjealoufie,  and  Frailty,  of  Revenge,  [him 
OF  drawing  Bills  againft  us,  and  Petitions. 

Lop.  And  calling  what  his  Credit  fhall  recover. 

Mil,  Let  him  caft  'till  his  Maw  come  up,  we  care  not. 
You  fhall  be  ftill  fecur'd.  \_A great  noife  within. 

Die.  We'll  pay  him  home  then; 
Hark  what  a  noife  he  keeps  within  ! 

Lop.  Certain 

H'as  let  his  Chimneys  o'fire,  or  the  Devil  roars  there. 
Die.  The  Codixes  o'th'  Law  are  broke  loofe,  Gentlemen. 
Arf.  He's  fighting  fure. 

Die,  I'll  tell  ye  that  immediately   [Exit. 

Mil.  Or  doing  fome  ftrange  Outrage  on  himfelf. 
Arf.  Hang  him,  he  dares  not  be  fo  valiant. 

Enter  Diego. 

D/>.  There's  no  Body  at  home,  and  he  chafes  like  a  Lyon, 

And 
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Lop.  No  Body  ? 

Z)/<?.  Not  a  Creature, 
Nothing  within,  but  he  and  his  Law- tern pefl. 
The  Ladles,  Difiies,  Kettles,  how  they  flie  all ! 
And  how  the  Glafles  through  the  Rooms  ! 


Arf,  My  Friend  fure 
Has  got  her  out,  and  now  he's  made  an  end  on't. 

Lop,  (33)  See  where  the  Sea  comes  ?  how  it  foams, 
and  buftles? 

The  great  Leviathan  o'th'  Law,  how  it  tumbles  ? 

Bar,  Made  ev'ry  way  an  Als  ?  abus'd  on  all  fides  ? 
And  from  all  Quarters  People  come  to  laugh  at  me  ? 
Rife  like  a  Comet,  to  be  wonder'd  at  ? 
A  horrid  Comet,  for  Boys  Tongues,  and  Ballads  ? 
I  will  run  from  my  Wits. 


Arf,  Do,  do,  good  Lawyer, 
And  frftm  thy  Mony  too,  then  thou  wilt  be  quiet. 

Mil.  Here  fhe  comes  home :  Now  mark  the  Salutations  ; 
How  like  an  Afs  my  Friend  goes? 

Arf.  She  has  puU'd  his  Ears  down. 

^^r.  Now,-  what  fweet  Voyage  ?  to  what  Garden,  Lady  ? 
Or  to  what  Coufin's  Houfe? 

Ama.  Is  this  my  welcome? 
I  cannot  go  to  Church,  but  thus  I  am  fcandal'd, 
Ufe  no  Devotion  for  my  Soul,  but  Gentlemen  •  

Bar,  To  Church  ? 

Ama,  Yes,  and  ye  keep  Sweet  Youths  to  wait  upon  me. 
Sweet  bred-up  Youths,  to  be  a  credit  to  me. 
There's  your  delight  again,  pray  take  him  to  ye, 
He  never  comes  near  me  more  to  debafe  me. 

Bar,  How's  this?  how's  this  ?  good  Wife, -how,  has 
he  wrong'd  ye  ? 

(33)  — hrujlles  ?  ]  Not  knowing  this  Word  I  have  ventured  to  ftrike 
out  the  r,  BriJIles  would  muke  an  inconfiilent  Metaphor  with  th6 
Sea. 


Enter  Bartolus. 


Enter  Amaranta,  and  Leandro. 
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Ama.  I  was  fain  to  drive  him  like  a  Sheep  before  me, 
I  blufii  to  think  how  People  fleer'd,  and  fcorn'd  me. 
Others  have  handfome  Men,  that  know  Behaviour, 
Place,  and  Obfervance  :  This  filly  thing  knows  nothing, 
Cannot  tell  ten  ;  let  every  Rafcal  juftle  me, 
(34)  And  ftill  I  pufh'd  him  on  as  he'd  been  the  Woman. 

Bar.  Ha  !  did  ye  pufh  him  on  !  is  he  fo  ftupid  ? 

Ama.  When  others  were  attentive  to  the  Prieft, 
Good  devout  Gentleman,  then  fell  he  faft. 
Fall,  found  adeep :  Then  firft  began  the  Bag* pipes, 
The  feveral  flops  on's  Nofe  made  a  rare  Mufick, 
A  rare  and  loud,  and  thbfe  plaid  many  an  Anthem. 
Put  out  of  that,  he  fell  ftraight  into  dreaming. 

Arf,  As  cunning,  as  fhe's  fweet  ?  I  like  this  Carriage, 

Bar,  What  did  he  then 

Ama.  Why  then  he  talk'd  in's  Sleep  too, 
Nay,  I'll  divulge  your  moral  Virtues,  Sheeps-face, 
And  talk'd  aloud,  that  every  Ear  was  fixt  to  him : 
Did  not  I  fuSer,  do  you  think,  in  this  Time  ? 
Talk  of  your  bawling  Law,  of  Appellations, 
Of  Declarations,  and  Excommunications ; 
Warrants,  and  Executions  ;  and  fucn  Devils 
That  drove  all  th'  Gentlemen  out  o'th'  Church,  by  hurryes, 
With  execrable  Oaths,  they'd  ne'er  come  there  ag^in. 
Thus  am  I  ferv'd  and  Man'd. 

hean,  1  pray  forgive  nKe, 
1  mud  confefs  I  am  not  fit  to  wait  on  ye : 
Alas,  I  was  brought  up  — - 

(34)  ■  j^i  he  had  been  coming.]  As  neither  Mr.  Synrpfon  nor  I 

can  afRx  any  Idea  to  this  Reading,  I  have  been  forc'd  to  take  an 
unufuai  Liberty,  rather  than  leave  Nonfenfe  in  the  Text.  I  have 
however  known  feveral  corrupt  Readings  that  have  departed  more 
from  what  was  demonfirably  the  Original,  than  my  Correction  fup- 
pofes  this  to  have  done ;  and  as  the  Senfe  I  give  feems  perfefUy  na- 
tural, it  is  probable  it  might  have  been  the  Author's.  It  muft  be 
obferved  that  in  moll  Countries  abroad,  it  is  the  Cuftom  for  Servants 
to  walk  before  not  after  their  Miftreffes ;  it  is,  I  know,  in  Italy,  and 
i  fuppofe  our  Authors  knew  it  to  befo  in  Spain.  She  fays  therefore, 
jnflead  of  clearing  the  V^ay  for  me,  I  was  forc'd  to  pufh  him  for- 
wards, or  he  would  have  lagM  behind  me,  as  if  he  had  been  the 
Woman.  Since  I  wrote  this  Note,  a  Friend  to  whom  I  fhew'd  ic, 
hit  off  another  Reading  which  I  think  full  as  probable  as  my  own. 
He  woul  read —  And  Jlill  Ipujh'd  him  on.  Was  that  becoming  P 

Ama. 
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Ama,  To  be  an  Afs, 
A  Lawyers  Afs,  to  carry  Books,  and  Buckrams. 

Bar,  But  what  did  you  at  Church  ? 

Lop,  At  Church,  did  you  ask  her  ? 
Do  you  hear.  Gentlemen,  do  y'  mark  that  queftion  ? 
Becaufe  you're  half  an  Heretick  your  felf,  Sir, 
Wou*d  ye  breed  her  too  ?  this  fhall  to  th*  Inquifition  ? 
A  pious  Gentlewoman  reprov'd  for  praying? 
ril  fee  this  fil'd,  and  you  fhall  hear  further,  Sir. 

Jrf,  Ye  have  an  ill  Heart. 

Lop,  It  fliall  be  found  out.  Gentlemen, 
There  be  thofe  Youths  will  fearch  it. 

Bie,  You  are  warm,  Signior, 
But  a  Faggot  will  warm  ye  better :  We  are  Witnefles. 

Lop,  Enough  to  hang  him,  do  not  doubt. 

A^//.  Nay  certain, 
I  do  believe  h'as  rather  no  Religion. 

Lop.  That  muft  be  known  too,  becaufe  flie  goes  to 
Church,  Sir? 

0  monjlrum  informe  ingens ! 
Die.  Let  him  go  on.  Sir, 

His  Wealth  will  build  a  Nunnery,  a  fair  one. 
And  this  good  Lady,  when  he's  hang'd  and  rotten. 
May  there  be  Abbefs. 

Bar,  You  are  cozen'd,  honeft  Gentlemen, 

1  do  not  forbid  the  Ufe  but  the  Form,  mark  me. 

Lop,  Form  ?  what  do  you  make  of  Form  ? 

Bar.  They  will  undo  me. 
Swear,  as  1  oft  have  done,  and  fo  betray  me  ; 

(35)  1  mull  make  fair  way,  and  hereafter  .  Wife, 

You're  welcome  home,  and  henceforth  take  your  pleafure. 
Go  when  ye  fhall  think  fit,  I  will  not  hinder  ye. 
My  Eyes  are  open  now,  and  I  fee  my  Error, 
My  Shame,  as  great  as  that,  but  I  muft  hide  it. 
The  whole  conveyance  now  I  fmell,  but  Bqfia^ 
Another  time  muft  ferve;  you  fee  us  Friends,  now 

(35)  hereafier^  Wife, 

Teu're  welcome  home,^  The  falfe  Pointings  made  this  a  little 
obfcure,  he  means  that  he  would  carry  things  fairly  at  prefent  and 
revenge  himfelf  hereafter.  Seuuard. 

Heartily 
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Heartily  Friends,  and  no  more  chiding.  Gentlemen, 
1  have  been  too  fooliili,  1  confefs,  no  more  Words, 
No  more,  fweet  Wife. 

Ama,  Yoa  know  my  eafie  Nature. 

Bar,  Go  get  ye  in  :  You  fee  Ihe  has  been  angry : 
Forbear  her  Sight  a  while,  and  Time  will  pacify  5 
And  Jearn  to  be  more  bold. 

Lean.  I  would  I  could, 
I  will  do  all  I  am' able,*  {Exit, 

Bar.  Do  Leandro^ 
We  will  not  part,  but  Friends  of  all  hands. 

Lop.  Well  faid. 
Now  ye  are  reafonable,  we  can  look  on  ye. 

Bar.  Ye  have  jerkt  me  :  But  for  all  that  I  forgive  yc. 
Forgive  ye  heartily,  and  do  invite  ye 
To  morrow  to  a  Breakfaft,  I  make  but  feldom. 
But  now  we  will  be  merry. 

Arf.  Now  ye  are  friendly. 
Your  Doggednefs  and  Niggardize  flung  from  ye. 
And  now  we  will  come  to  ye. 

Bar.  Give  me  your  Hands,  all : 
You  fhall  be  welcome  heartily. 

Lop.  We  will  be. 
For  we'll  eat  hard. 

Bar.  The  harder,  the  more  welcome. 
And  till  the  Morning  farewef ;  I  have  bufmefs.  [^Exit, 

Mil  Farewel  good  bountiful  Bartolus^'tis  a  brave  Wench, 
A  fudden  v/itty  Thief,  and  worth  all  fervice. 
Go,  we'll  all  go,  and  crucifie  the  Lawyer. 

Die.  ril  clap  four  tire  of  Teeth  into  my  Mouth  mor?. 
But  I  will  grind  his  fubftance. 

Arf.  Well  Leandro^ 
Thou  haft  had  a  ftrange  Voyage,  but  I  hope 
Thou  rid'ft  now  in  fafe  Harbour. 

MiL  Let's  go  drink,  Friends, 
And  laugh  aloud  at  all  our  merry  May-games. 

Lop.  A  match,  a  match,  'twill  whet  our  Stomachs 
better.  {Exeunt. 
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ACT    V.    SCENE  I.' 

Enter  Violante,  and  Servant, 

Ser,  *]%  yfAdam,  he's  come.  [Chair  and  Stools  out. 

iVl    yioi  'Tis  well,  how  did  he  look 
When  he  knew  from  whom  yoa  were  fent  \  was  he  not  " 
Or  confident  ?  or  fearful  ?  [ftartled  ? 

Ser.  As  appear'd 
Like  one  that  knew  his  Fortune  at  the  worfl-. 
And  car'd  not  what  cou'd  follow. 

VioL  'Tis  the  better, 
Reach  me  a  Chair:  So  bring  him  in,  be  careful 
That  none  difturbus:  I  will  try  his  Temper, 
And  if  I  find  him  apt  for  my  Employments, 
I'll  work  him  to  my  ends  s  if  not  I  fhail 
Find  other  Engines, 

Enter  Jamie,  and  Servant. 

Ser.  There's  my  Lady. 

Viol.  Leave  us. 

Jam.  You  fent  for  me  ? 

VioL  I  did,  and  do's  the  favour. 
Your  prefent  State  confider'd  and  my  Power, 
Deferve  no  greater  Ceremony  ? 

Jam.  Ceremony? 
I  ufe  to  pay  that  where  I  owe  a  Duty, 
Not  to  my  Brother's  Wife:  I  cannot  fawn, 
If  you  expcd:  it  from  me,  you  are  cozened. 
And  fo  fapewel. 

Viol.  He  bears  up  ftill ;  I  like  it. 
Pray  you  a  word. 

Jam.  Yes,  I  will  give  you  hearing 
On  equal  terms,  and  fit  by  you  as  a  Friend, 
But  not  ftand  as, a  Suitor:  Now  your  pleafure 

Viol.  You  are  very  bold. 

Jam.  'Tis  fir,  fince  you  are  proud  ; 
I  was  not  made  to  feed  that  foolilh  humour. 
With  flattery  and  obfervance. 

VioL 
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Viol.  Yet,  with  your  favour, 
A  little  Form  join*d  with  Refped  to  her. 
That  can  add  to  your  Wants,  or  free  you  from  'em, 
Nay  raife  you  to  a  Fate,  beyond  your  hopes. 
Might  well  become  your  Wifdom. 

*Jam.  It  would  rather 
Write  me  a  Fool,  fhou'd  I  but  only  think 
That  any  good  to  me  could  flow  from  you, 
Whom  for  fo  many  Years  iVe  found  and  prov'd 
My  greateft  Enemy:  I  am  ftill  the  fame. 
My  Wants  have  not  transform'd  me  :  I  dare  tell  you, 
To  your  new  cerus*d  Face,  what  I  have  Ipoken 
Freely  behind  your  Back,  what  I  think  of  you ; 
You  are  the  proudeft  thing,  and  have  the  lead 
Reafon  to  be  fo  that  I  ever  read  of. 
In  Stature  you're  a  Giantefs  >  and  your  Tailor 
Takes  meafure  of  you  with  a  Jacob's  Staff, 
Or  he  can  never  reach  you,  this  by  the  way 
For  your  large  fize.    Now,  in  a  word  or  two, 
(36)  To  treat  of  your  Complexion  with  decorum : 
You  are  fo  far  from  fair,  I  doubt  your  Mother 
Was  too  familiar  with  the  Moor  t\i2ii  ferv'd  her. 
Your  Limbs  and  Features  I  pafs  briefly  over, 
As  things  not  worth  defcription ;  and  come  roundly 
To  your  Soul,  if  you  have  any;  for  *tis  doubtful. 

VioL  I  laugh  at  this,  proceed. 

Jam,  This  Soul  I  fpeak  of. 
Or  rather  Salt  to  keep  this  heap  of  flclli 
From  being  a  walking  flench,  like  a  large  Inn, 
Stands  open  for  the  entertainment  of 
All  impious  Pradices :  But  there's  no  Corner. 
An  honed  thought  can  take  up  :  And  as  it  were  not 
Sufficient  in  your  felf  to  comprehend 
All  wicked  Plots,  youVe  taught  the  Fool,  my  Brother, 
By  your  Contagion  almoft  to  put  off 

(36)  To  treat  of  your  Complexion  v/ctc  decorum  :]  What  decorum 
was  there  in  treating  of  her  Complexion  ?  the  words  ixjere  decorum 
are  a  mecr  redundancy  without  adding  any  thing  to  the  Senfe  or 
Satyr,  but  the  flight  alteration  which  1  have  made  greatly  heightens 
both,  for  it  prefaces  the  feverc  things  that  follow  with  an  affertion 
that  he  fpeaks  without  exaggeration.  Mr.  Sympfon, 
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The  Nature  of  the  Man,  and  turn'd  him  Devil, 
Becaufe  he  fhould  be  like  you,  and  I  hope  * 
You'Jl  march  to  Hell  together.    I  have  fpoken, 
And  if  the  Limning  you  in  your  true  Colours 
Can  make  the  Painter  gracious,  I  ftand  ready 
For  my  Reward,'  or  if  my  Words  diftafte  you, 
I  weigh  it  not,  for  though  your  Grooms  were  ready 
To  cut  my  Throat  for't,  be  affur'd  I  cannot 
Ufe  other  Language. 

VioL  You  think  you  have  faid  now. 
Like  a  brave  Fellow  :  In  this  Woman's  War 
You  ever  have  been  trained :  Spoke  big,  but  fufFer'd 
Like  a  tame  Afs ;  and  when  moft  fpur'd  and  gall'd 
Were  never  Mafter  of  the  Spleen  or  Spirit, 
That  could  raife  up  the  anger  of  a  Man, 
And  force  it  into  aftion. 

Jam,  Yes,  vile  Creature, 
Wer'c  thou  a  Subjed  worthy  of  my  Sword, 
Or  that  thy  Death,  this  moment,  could  call  home 
My  banifh'd  hopes,  thou  now  wer't  dead  5  dead.  Woman ; 
But  "being  as  thou  art,  it  is  fufficient 
I  fcorn  thee,  and  contemn  thee. 

VtoL  This  fliews  nobly, 
I  muft  confefs  it :  I  am  taken  with  it. 
For  had  you  kneel'd,  and  whin*d,  and  fliew'd  a  bafe 
And  low  dejected  Mind,  I  had  defpis'd  you. 
This  Bravery,  in  your  adverfe  Fortune,  conquers 
And  does  command  me,  and  upon  the  fudden 
I  feel  a  kind  of  Pity,  growing  in  me, 
For  your  Misfortunes ;  Pity  fome  fay's  the  Parent 
Of  future  Love,  and  I  repent  my  part 
So  far  in  what  you've  fufFer'd,  that  I  cou'd, 
(But  you  are  cold)  do  fomething  to  repair 
What  your  bafe  Brother  (fuch,  Jamie^  I  think  him) 
Hath  brought  to  ruin. 

Jam,  Ha? 

Viol,  Be  not  amaz'd. 
Our  Injuries  are  equal  in  his  Baftard  ; 
You  are  familiar  with  what  I  groan  for. 
And  though  the  Name  of  Husband  hoids  a  tye 
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Beyond  a  Brother,  I,  a  poor  weak  Woman, 
Am  fenfible,  'and  tender  of  a  wrong, 
And  to  revenge  it  wou'd  break  through  all  lets. 
That  durft  oppofe  me. 
Jam,  Is  it  pofTible  ? 

Viol  By  this  kifs  :  ftart  not :  thus  much,  as  a  Stranger 
You  may  take  from  me ;  but,  if  you  were  pleas'd, 
I  fhould  fele6l  you  as  a  bofom  Friend, 
I  would  print  'em  thus,  and  thus. 

Jam.  Keep  off. 

Viol  Come  near, 
(37)  Nearer,  into  the  Cabinet  of  my  Counfels : 
Simplicity  and  Patience  dwell  with  Fools, 
And  let  them  bear  thofe  burthens,  which  wife  Men 
Boldly  fhake  off ;  be  mine  and  join  with  me. 
And  when  that  I  have  rais'd  you  to  a  Fortune, 
Do  not  deny  your  felf  the  happy  means. 
You'll  look  on  me  with  more  judicious  Eyes, 
And  fwear  I  am  moft  fair. 

Jam.  What  wou'd  this  Woman  ? 
The  purpofe  of  thefe  words  ?  fpeak  not  in  riddles,  • 
And  when  I  underftand  what  you  wou'd  counfel. 
My  anfwer  fhall  be  fudden. 

Viol  Thus  then  Jamie^ 
The  objeds  of  our  fury  are  the  fame, 
For  young  Afcanio^  whom  you  Snake-like  hug'd. 
Frozen  with  wants  to  Death,  in  your  warm  Bofom, 
Lives  to  flipplant  you  in  your  certain  hopes, 
And  kills  in  me  all  comfort. 

Ja7n.  Now  'tis  plain, 
I  apprehend  you  :  And  were  he  remov'd  

Viol.  You,  once  again,  were  the  undoubted  Heir. 

Jam.  'Tis  not  to  be  deny'd  j  I  was  Ice  before. 
But  now  ye've  fir'd  me.  

Viol.  I'll  add  Fuel  to  it ; 
And  by  a  nearer  cut,  do  you  but  fleer 
As  I  direcl,  we'll  bring  our  Bark  into 

(37)  Near  into]  This  is  one  of  Mr.  Theobald's  marginal  Cor- 
reftions  which  both  reltores  the  Verfe  and  heightens  the  Senti- 
ment. 
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The  Port  of  Happinefs. 
Jam.  How  ? 

VioL  By  Henrique*^  Death  : 
But  you'll  fay  he's  your  Brother  ;  in  great  Fortunes, 
Which  are  Epitomes  of  States  and  Kingdoms, 
The  Politick  brook  no  Rivals. 

Jam.  Excellent! 
For  fure  I  think  out  of  a  fcrupuloiis  fear. 
To  feed  in  expedation,  when  I  may, 
Difpenfing  but  a  little  with  my  Confcience, 
Come  into  full  PoffefTion,  would  not  argue 
One  that  defir'd  to  thrive. 

VioL  Now  you  fpeak  like 
A  Man  that  knows  the  World. 

Jam,  I  needs  muft  learn 
That  have  fogood  a  Tutrefs.  And  what  think  you, 
Don  Henrique  and  Jfcanio  cut  off 
That  none  may  live,  that  fhall  defire  to  trace  us 
In  our  black  Paths,  if  that  05lavio 
His  fofter  Father,  and  the  fad  Jacintha^ 
(Faith  pity  her,  and  free  her  from  her  Sorrows,) 
Should  fall  Companions  with  'em  ?  When  we're  red 
With  Murther,  let  us  often  bath  in  Blood, 
The  colour  will  be  Scarier. 

Viol,  And  that's  glorious. 
And  will  proted  the  fa£t. 

Jam,  Suppofe  this  done : 
If  undifcovered,  we  may  get  for  Mony, 
As  that  you  know  buys  any  thing  in  Rome^ 
.  A  Difpenfation. 

Viol,  And  be  married  ? 

Jam,  True. 

Or  if  it  be  known,  trufs  up  our  Gold  and  Jewels, 
And  fly  to  fome  free  State,  and  there  with  fcorn  ■  ■ 

Viol.  Laugh  at  the  Laws  of  S-pain, 
'Twere  admirable. 

Jam,  We  fliall  beget  rare  Children.  I  am  rapt  with 
*  The  meer  Imagination  ■ 

Viol  Shall  it  be  done? 

Jam,  Shall  ^,  'tis  too  tedious :  Furnini  me  with  means 
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To  hire  the  Inftruments,  and  to  your  fclf 

Say  it  is  done  already :  I  will  (hew  you, 

E*er  the  Sun  fet,  how  much  you've  wrought  upon  mc, 

Your  Province  is  only  to  ufe  Tome  means, 

To  fend  my  Brother  to  the  Grove  that's  neighbour 

To  the  weft  Port  of  th'  City  ;  leave  the  reft 

To  my  own  pradlice ;  I  have  talk'd  too  long, 

(38)  But  now  will  do:  This  Kifs,  with  my  Confeflion, 
To  work  a  fell  Revenge  a  Man's  a  fool, 

Unlefs  inftrucled  in  a  Woman's  School.  \Extunt. 

S    C    E    N    E  II. 

Enter  Bartolus,  Algazeirs,  and  a  Paratour. 
"The  Table  fet  out  and  Stools, 

Bar,  You  are  well  enough  difguis'd,  furnifh  the  Table, 
Make  no  (hew  what  ye  are,  till  I  difcovcr  ; 
Not  a  Soul  knows  ye  here  :  Be  quick  and  diligent. 
Thefe  Youths  I  have  invited  to  a  Breakfaft, 
But  what  the  Sawce  will  be,  I  am  of  opinion 
I  fhall  takeoff  the  edges  of  their  Appetites, 
And  greafe  their  Gums  for  eating  heartily 
This  Month  or  two ;  they  have  plaid  their  prizes  with  me, 

(39)  And  with  their  feveral  flurts  they  Ve  lighted  dangers. 
But  fure  I  fhall  be  quit.    I  hear  'em  coming. 

Go  off  and  wait  the  bringing  in  your  fervice. 

And  do  it  handfomely :  You  know  where  to  have  it. 

(38)  —  ^his  Kifs,  'with  my  ConfcJ/ion, 

To  <voork  a  fell  Revenge  :  A  Mart  s  a  fool 

Unlefs  inJiruSied  in  a  lVcman''s  School.']  The  falfe  Pointings  . 
renderM  this  Paffage  fo  obfcure,  that  not  only  myfelf  for  fome  time, 
bat  every  Friend  I  have  Ihewed  it  to,  mifunderrtood  it.  I  at  firft 
thought  that  bis  Confejion  meant  a  Confcfiion  of  his  Fault  in  having* 
abufed  her  fo  much.  One  Friend  propofed  to  read  ivith  my  Conclw 
Jion,  or  Rcfolution  to  work  a  fell  Revenge :  But  how  caify  is  the 
whole  when  the  Pointings  are  reftify'd?  His  Confeffion  is  an  ac- 
knowledgment of  the  truth  of  the  common  Obfervation,  that  aban- 
doned Women  are  more  bloody  than  Men.  Seixard. 

(39)  And  nvith  their  fenjeral flurts  they  ve  lighted  ^2X\gtvon^yy']  I 
can  fcarce  affix  any  Idea  to  ^he  old  Reading,  nor  am  I  iatisfied  with  * 
my  own  Conjefture  ;  it  only  feems  the  beft  of  four  that  occur- 
red,        thef'i/e  flighted  me,  or  thefi-e  flighted  dangers,  or  lighted 
anger, .  Seward. 
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Enter  Milanes,  Arfenio,  Lopez,  and  Diego. 

Welcome  i'Faith. 

Arf.  That's  well  faid,  honeft  Lawyer. 

Lop.  Said  like  a  Neighbour. 

(40)  Bar.  Welcome  all :  All's  over. 
And  let's  be  merry. 

Mil  To  that  end  we  came,  Sir, 
An  hour  of  Freedom's  worth  an  Age  of  Juglings. 

Die,  I  am  come  too,  Sir,  to  fpecifie  my  Stomach 
A  poor  Retainer  to  your  Worfhip's  Bounty. 

Bar.  And  thou  flialt  have  it  fill'd,  my  merry  DiegOj 
My  liberal,  and  my  bonny  bounteous  Diego^ 
Fill'd  till  it  groan  again. 

Die.  Let  it  have  fair  play, 
And  if  it.  founder,  then  - 

Bar.  I'll  tell  ye.  Neighbours, 
Though  I  were  angry  .yefterday  with  ye  all. 
And  very  angry,  for  methought  ye  bob'd  me. 

Lop.  No,  no,  by  no  means. 

Bar.  No,  when  I  confider'd 
It  was  a  jeft,  and  carried  off  fo  quaintly. 
It  made  me  merry,  very  merry,  Gendemen. 
I.  do  confefs  I  could  not  fleep  to  think  on't. 
The  Mirth  fo  tickled  me,  I  could  not  (lumber. 

Lop.  Good  Mirth  does  always  work  fo :  Honeft  Mirth, 
Now,  fliould  we've  meant  in  earned  — — * 

Bar,  You  fay  true.  Neighbour. 

Lop.  It  might  have  bred  fuch  a  diftaft  and  fowrnefs. 
Such  fond  imaginations  in  your  Brains,  Sir, 
For  things  thruft  home  in  earneft.  > 

Bar.  Very  certain. 
But  I  know  y'  all  for  merry  Wags,  and  ere  long 
You  (hall  know  me  too  in  another  fafhion. 
Though  you  are  pamper*d,y*  fhall  bear  part  o'th*  burthen, 

(40)  Welcome  all :  all  over^ 

And  let's  be  merry. '\  The  pointing  of  the  firll  Line  muft  be 
wrong,  if  he  only  reiterates  their  Welcome ;  but  by  the  Infertion  I 
have  made,  the  Senfe  is  quite  different,  and  1  think  much  bet- 
ter ;  "viz.  All  Affronts  are  forgot,  and  let's  be  merry.    Mr.  Sympfen, 
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Enter  Amaranta,  Leandro, 

Come  Wife ;  come,  bid  *em  welcome ;  come,  my  Jewel : 
And  Pupil,  you  fliall  come  too ;  ne'er  hang  backward. 
Come,  come,  the  Woman's  pleased,  her  Anger's  over. 
Come,  be  not  bafhful. 

Ama,  What  does  he  prepare  here  ? 
Sure  there's  no  Meat  i'th*  Houfe,  at  lead  not  dreft. 
Does  he  mean  to  mock  'em  ?  Or  fome  new  bred  crotchet 
Come  o'er  his  Brains;  I  do  not  like  his  Kindnefs ; 
But  Silence  beft  becomes  me:  If  he  mean  foul  play. 
Sure  they're  enough  to  right  themfelves,  and  let  'em, 
I'll  fit  by,  fo  they  beat  him  not  to  Powder. 

Bar.  Bring  in  the  Meat  there,  ha  ?  Sit  down,  dear 
A  little  Meat  needs  litde  Compliment;  [Neighbour, 
Sit  down,  I  fay. 

jlma.  What  do  you  mean  by  this,  Sir? 

Bar,  Convey  away  their  Weapons  handlbmly. 

Ama.  You  know  there's  none  i'th'  Houfe  toanfwer  ye. 
But  the  poor  Girl ;  you  know  there's  no  Meat  neither. 

Bar,  Peace  and  be  quiet ;  I  lliall  make  you  fmoak  elfe : 
There's  Men  and  Meat  enough,  fet  it  down  formally. 

Enter  Algazeirs,  with  Dijhes. 

Ama,  I  fear  fome  lewd  trick,  yet  I  dare  not  fpeak  on't. 

Bar,  I  have  no  dainties  for  ye.  Gentlemen, 
Nor  loads  of  Meat,  to  make  the  Room  fmell  of  *em. 
Only  a  Difli  to  every  Man  I've  dedicated. 
And  if  I've  pleas'd  his  Appetite. 

Lop.  O,  a  Capon, 
A  Bird  of  Grace,  and  be  thy  Will,  I  honour  it. 

Die.  For  me  fome  forty  Pound  of  lovely  Beef, 
Plac'd  in  a  Mediterranean  Sea  of  Brewis. 

Bar,  Fall  to,  fall  to,  that  we  may  drink  and  laugh  aften 
Wait  diligently.  Knaves. 

Mil.  What  rare  bit's  this? 
An  Execution !  blefs  me ! 

Bar.  Nay,  take  it  to  ye. 
There's  no  avoiding  it,  'tis  fomewhat  tough,  Sir, 
But  a  good  Stomach  will  endure  it  eafily, 
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The  fum  is  but  a  thoufand  Duckets,  Sir, 

Arf.  A  Capias  from  my  Surgeon,  and  my  Silk-man! 
(41)  Bar.  Your  careful  Makers,  but  they've  mar'd 
your  Diet. 

Stir  not,  your  Swords  are  gone:  There*s  no  avoiding  me. 
And  thefe  are  Algazeirs,  do  you  hear  that  pafiing  Bell  ? 

Lop,  A  ftrong  Citation,  blefs  me  ! 

Bar,  Out  with  your  Beads,  Curate, 
The  Devil's  in  your  Difh :  BelJ,  Book,  and  Candle. 

hop,  A  Warrant  to  appear  before  the  Judges  ! 
I  muft  needs  rife,  and  turn  to  th'  Wall. 

Bar.  Ye  need  not. 
Your  fear  I  hope  will  make  ye  find  your  Breeches. 

AIL  We  are  betray'd. 

Bar,  Invited,  do  not  wrong  me, 
Fall  to,  good  Guefts,  you  have  diligent  Men  about  ye, 
Ye  (hall  want  nothing  that  may  perfecute  ye, 
Thefe  will  not  fee  ye  ftart  5  Have  I  now  found  ye  ? 
Have  I  requited  ye  ?  You  fool'd  the  Lawyer, 
And  thought  it  Meritorious  to  abufe  him, 
A  thick  ram-headed  Knave ;  you  rid,  you  fpur'd  him. 
And  glorified  your  Wits,  the  more  ye  wronged  him  \ 
Within  this  hour  ye  fliall  have  all  your  Creditors^ 
A  fecond  Difh  of  new  Debts,  come  upon  ye. 
And  new  invitements  to  the  Whip,  Don  Diego^ 
And  Excommunications  for  the  learned  Curate, 
A  Mafque  of  all  your  Furies  fhall  dance  to  ye. 

Arf,  You  dare  not  ufe  us  thus  ? 

Bar.  You  fliall  be  bob'd.  Gentlemen  : 
Stir,  and  as  I  have  a  Life,  ye  go  to  Prifon, 

(41)  Bar.  Tour  careful  Makers^']  As  Mr.  Syntpfon  thinks  this  ob- 
fcurc,  it  may  probably  need  Explanation.  The  Debauchees,  who,  in 
the  next  Play,  are  faid  to  be  daily  mending  like  Dutch  Ifatches, 

And  f  laifiering  like  old  Walls —  may  properly  call  their  Sur- 
geon  their  Maker  ;  their  Bodies  are  made  up  by  him,  and  to  him 
they  owe  their  prefent  Being.  I  have  myfelf  heard  one  boaft,  that 
his  laft  Salivation  nenxj  made  hi7n.  It  is  likewife  very  common  both 
in  Shakefpear  and  our  Authors  to  call  Taylors  and  Silk-men  the 
Makers  of  Fops.  Thus  Kent  in  King  Lear  tells  the  foppifa  Steward, 
that  a  Taylor  made  him.  *Tis  a  nervous  Expreffion  that  feems  to  an- 
nihilate both  the  Soul  and  Body  and  to  4II0W  no  worth  or  ev*n 
c;ciftcnce  to  the  Fop  but  in  his  Cloaths.  Seivard. 

S  2  To 
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To  Pfifon,  without  pity  inftantly. 
Before  ye  fpeak  another  word  to  Prifon; 
I  have  a  better  Guard  without,  that  waits  5 
Do  you  fee  this  Man,  Bon  Curate?  »tis  a  Paratour 
That  comes  to  teJl  ye  a  deh'ghtful  Story 
OF  an  old  Whore  ye  have,  and  then  to  teach  ye 
What  is  the  Penalty;  Laugh  at  me  now.  Sir, 
What  Legacy  wou'd  ye  bequeath  me  now, 
(And  pay  it  on  the  Nail  ?)  to  fly  my  Fury  ? 
Lop,  O  gentle  Sir. 

Ear.  Do'ft  thou  hope  I  will  be  gentle. 
Thou  foolifh  unconfiderate  Curate  ? 

Lop,  Let  me  go.  Sir.  •  >^ 

jB^zr.  ril  fee  thee  hang  firft. 

Lop,  And  as  I  am  a  true  Vicar, 
Hark  in  your  Ear,  hark  foftly  — • 

Bar,  No,  no  Bribery. 
rU  have  my  fwinge  upon  thee.   Sirrah?  Rafcal? 
You  Lenten  Chaps,  you  that  lay  fick,  and  mockt  me, 
Mockt  me  abominably,  abusM  me  lewdly, 
I'll  make  thee  fick  at  Heart,  before  I  leave  thee. 
And  groan,  and  die  indeed,  and  be  worth  nothing. 
Not  worth  a  blelTing,  nor  a  Bell  to  knell  for  thee, 
A  Iheet  to  cover  thee,  but  that  thou  (tearfl:,  [with 
Steai*ft  from  the  Merchant,  and  the  Ring  he  was  buried 
Steal'ft  from  his  Grave  5  do  you  fmell  me  now  ? 

Die,  Have  mercy  on  me ! 

Bar.  No  Pfalm  of  Mercy  fhall  hold  me  from  hanging 
thee.  [men. 
How  do  you  like  your  Breakfafl:  ?  'tis  but  fliort,  Gentle- 
But  fweet  and  healthful ;  Your  Punifhment,  and  yours. 
For  fome  near  Reafons  that  concern  my  Credit,  [Sir, 
I  will  take  to  my  felf. 

Ama.  Do  Sir,  and  fpare  not : 
I  have  been  too  good  a  Wife,  and  too  obedient. 
But  fmce  ye  dare  provoke  me  to  be  foolifli  — 

(42)  Lean.  She  has,  yes,  and  too  worthy  for  your  UlagCi 
Before  the  World  I  juftifie  her  Goodne  Is, 
And  turn  that  Man,  that  dares  but  taint  her  Virtues, 

(42)  —  Worthy  of  ^Qur  Ufage 'i\  Former  Editions. 
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To  my  Sword's  point ;  that  lying  Man,  that  bafe  Man, 
Turn  him,  but  Face  to  Face,  that  I  may  know  him. 

Bar.  What  have  I  here  ? 

Lean,  A  Gentleman,  a  free  Man, 
One  that  made  trial  of  this  Lady's  Conftancy, 
.  And  found  it  ftrong  as  Fate  ;  leave  off  your  fooling. 
For  if  you  follow  this  Courfe,  you'll  be  Chronicled 
For  a  Devil,  whilft  a  Saint  flie's  mention'd. 
You  know  my  name  indeed  5  I'm  now  no  Lawyer. 

Enter  Jamie  and  AJfifiant. 

"Die,  Some  comfort  now,  I  hope,  or  elfe  wou'd  I  were 
hang'd  up. 
And  yet  the  Judge,  he  makes  me  fweat. 

Bar,  What  News  now  ? 

^am.  I'll  juftifie,  upon  my  Life  and  Credit, 
"What  you  have  heard  for  Truth,  and  will  make  Proof  of, 

4!f^,  I  will  be  ready  at  the  appointed  hour  there^ 
And  fo  I  leave  ye. 

Bar.  Stay  I  befeech  your  Worlliip, 
And  do  but  hear  me. 

'Jam.  Good  Sir,  intend  this  bufinefs. 
And  leave  this  bawling  Fool ;  no  more  words,  Lawyer, 
And  no  more  angers,  for  I  guefs  your  Reafons : 
This  Gentleman  I'll  juftifie  in  all  Places, 
And  that  fair  Lady's  worth  j  let  who  dare  crofs  it. 
The  Plot  was  caft  by  me,  to  make  thee  jealous, 
-  But  not  to  wrong  your  Wife,  flic's  fair  and  virtuous. 

Die.  Take  us  to  mercy  too,  we  befeech  your  Honoor, 
We  fiiall  be  juftified  the  way  of  all  Fleih  elfe. 

Jam.  No  more  Talk,  nor  no  more  Diflenfion,  Lawyer, 
I  know  your  Anger,  *tis  a  vain  and  flight  one. 
For  if  you  do,  I'll  lay  your  whole  Life  open, 
A  Life  that  all  the  World  fliall —  I'll  bring  Witnefs, 
And  rip  before  a  Judge  the  ulcerous  Villanies, 
You  know  I  know  ye,  and  I  can  bring  witnefs. 

Bar.  Nay  good  Sir,  noble  Sir. 

Jam.  Be  at  peace  then  prefently. 
Immediately  take  honeft  and  fair  Truce  [tleman  ; 

With  your  good  Wife,  arid  fliake  hands  with  tiat  Gen- 

S  3  H'^as 
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H*as  honoured  ye  too  much,  and  do  it  chearfully. 
L(yp.  Take  us  along,  for  Heav'n  fake  too. 
Bar.  I  am  Friends, 
(There  is  no  Remedy,  I  muft  put  up  all, 
And  like  my  Neighbours  rub  it  out  by  th'  Shoulders,) 
And  perfed  Friends  ;  Leandro^  now  I  thank  ye, 
And  there's  my  Hand,  I  have  no  more  grudge  to  ye. 
But  Fm  too  mean  henceforward  for  your  Company. 
Lean,  I  fhall  not  trouble  ye. 
Arf.  We  will  be  Friends  too. 
MiL  Nay  Lawyer,  you  fhall  not  fright  us  farther. 
For  all  your  Devils  we  will  bolt. 

Ear,  I  grant  ye. 
The  Gentleman's  your  Bail,  and  thank  his  coming. 
Did  not  he  know  me  too  well,  you  fliou*d  fmart  for*t ; 
Go  all  in  peace,  but  when  ye  fool  next,  Gentlemen, 
Come  not  to  me  to  Breakfaft. 
Die,  I'll  be  bakM'firft. 

Bar,  And  pray  ye  remember,when  y*are  bold  and  merry. 
The  Lawyer's  Banquet,  and  the  Sawce  he  gave  ye. 

Jam,  Come,  go  along  ;  I  have  Employment  for  ye. 
Employment  for  your  lewd  Brains  too,  to  cool  ye. 
For  all,  for  every  one. 

All,  We're  all  your  Servants. 

Die,  All,  all  for  any  thing,  from  this  day  forward 
I'll  hate  all  Breakfafts,  and  depend  on  Dinners. 

Jam.  I'm  glad  you  come  off  fair. 

Lean.  The  Fair  has  bleft  me.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  OSravio,  Jacintha,  and  Afcanlo. 

051.  This  is  the  place,  but  why  we  are  appointed 
By  Bon  Jamie  to  ftay  here,  is  a  depth 
I  cannot  found. 

Afc.  Beiievc't  he  is  too  noble 
To  purpofe  any  thing  but  for  our  good. 
Had  I  aflurance  of  a  thoufand  Lives, 
And  with  them  perpetuity  of  Pleafure, 

And 
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And  ftiould  lofe  all,  if  he  prov'd  only  falfe. 

Yet  I  durft  run  the  hazard. 

Jac.  *Tis  our  comfort, 
Wc  cannot  be  more  wretched  than  we  are. 
And  Death  concludes  all  Mifery. 

0^1.  Undifcover'd, 
We  muft  attend  him. 

Enter  Henrique,  and  Jamie. 

Afc.  Our  ftay  is  not  long. 
With  him  Don  Henrique? 

Jac.  Now  I  fear ;  be  filent.  ' 

Hen.  Why  doll  thou  follow  me  ? 

Jam.  To  fave  your  Life, 
A  Plot  is  laid  for't,  all  my  wrongs  forgot, 
I  have  a  Brother's  Lx)ve. 

Hen.  But  thy  falfe  felf, 
I  fear  no  Enemy. 

Jam.  You  have  no  Friend, 
But  what  breathes  in  me:  If  you  move  a  Itep 
Beyond  this  Ground  you  tread  on,  you  are  loit. 

Hen.  'Tis  by  thy  praftice  then :  I  am  fent  hither 
To  meet  her,  that  prefers  my  Life  and  Safety 
Before  her  own. 

Jam.  That  you  fliould  be  abusM  thus 
With  weak  Credulity  !  She  for  whofe  fake 
You  have  forgot  we  had  one  noble  Father, 
Or  that  one  Mother  bare  us,  for  whofe  Love 
You  brake  a  Contraft  to  which  Heav'n  was  Witnefs, 
To  fatisfie  whofe  Pride  and  wilful  Humour 
You  have  expos'd  a  fweet  and  hopeful  Son 
To  all  the  miferies  that  Want  can  bring  him, 
And  fuch  a  Son,  though  you  are  moft  obdurate, 
To  sive  whom  entertainment  Savages  r  ^ 

Would  quit  their  Caves  themfelves,  and  keep  him  from 
Bleak  cold  and  hunger!  This  diffembling  Woman, 
This  Idol,  whom  you  worlhip,  all  your  Love 
And  Service  trod  under  her  Feet,  defigns  you 
To  fill  a  Grave,  or  dead  to  lye  a  Prey 
For  Wolves  and  Vukurs. 

S  4 
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Hen.  'Tis  falfe  ;  I  defie  thee. 
And  ftand  upon  my  Guard. 

Enter  Leandro,  Milanes,  Arfenio,  Bartolus,  Lopez  Die- 
go, Oclavio,  Jacintha,  Afcanio,  and  Servants. 

Jam.  Alas  'tis  weak  : 
Come  on,  fince  you  will  teach  me  to  be  cruel. 
By  having  no  Faith  in  me,  take  your  Fortunes 
Bring  the  reft  forth,  and  bind  them  faft. 

O^.  My  Lord. 

^fi.  In  what  have  we  offended? 

Jam.  I  am  deaf. 
And  following  my  will,  I  do  not  ftand 
Accountable  to  Reafon  ;  See  her  Ring, 
The  firft  pledge  of  your  Love  and  Service  to  her, 
Dehver'd  as  a  Warrant  for  your  Death  : 
Thefe  Bags  of  Gold  you  gave  up  to  her  truft. 
The  ule  of  which  you  did  deny  your  felf, 
Beftow'd  on  me,  and  with  a  prodigal  Hand, 
Whom  fhe  pick'd  forth  to  be  the  Architeft 
Of  her  moft  blood/  Building;  and  to  fee 
Thefe  Inftruments,  to  bring  Materials 
To  raife  it  up,  fhe  bad  me  fpare  no  coft. 
And  as  a  furplufage,  offered  her  felf 
To  be  at  my  Devotion. 

Hen,  O  accurs*d  J 

J^m,  But  be  incredulous  ftill;  think  this  my  Ploti 
Fafhion  Excufes  to  your  felf,  and  fwear 
That  fhe  is  Innocent,  that  fhe  doats  on  ye  j 
Believe  this,  as  a  fearful  Dream,  and  that 
You  he  not  at  my  Mercy,  which  in  this 
I  will  fhew  only :  She  her  felf  fhall  give 
The  dreadful  Sentence,  to  remove  all  fcruple 
Who  'tis  that  fends  you  to  the  other  World, 

Enter  Violante. 

Appears  my  Violante?  Speak,  my  deareft. 
Do's  not  the  O.bjeft  plcafe  you? 

Viol.  More  than  if 
All  Trcafure  that's  above  the  Earth,  with  that 

That 


T'he  Spanijh  Curate.  2 

That  lies  conceal'd  in  both  the  Indian  Mines, 
Were  laid  down  at  my  Feet :  O  bold  JamiCy 
Thou  only  canft  deferve  me. 

Jam,  I  am  forward. 
And,  as  you  eafily  may  perceive,  I  fleep  not 
On  your  Commands. 

Enter  AfTiftant,  and  Ojfficers. 

Viol  But  yet  they  live :  I  look*d 
To  find  them  dead. 

Jam.  That  was  deferred,  that  you 
Might  triumph  in  their  Mifery,  and  have  the  power 
To  fay  they  are  not. 

Viol.  'Twas  well  thought  upon : 
This  Kifs,  and  all  the  pleafures  of  my  Bed 
This  Night,  lliall  thank  thee. 

Hen,  Monfter! 

Viol.  You  Sir,  that 
Would  have  me  Mother  Baftards,  being  unable 
To  honour  me  with  one  Child  of  mine  own. 
That  underneath  my  Roof  kept  your  caft-Strumpet, 
And  out  of  my  Revenues  wou'd  maintain 
Her  riotous  Iffue ;  now  you  find  what  'tis 
To  tempt  a  Woman  :  With  as  litde  feeling 
As  I  turn  off  a  Slave,  that  is  unfit 
To  do  me  fervice  ;  or  a  Horfe,  or  Dog, 
That  have  out-liv'd  their  ufe,  I  fhake  thee  off, 
To  make  thy  Peace  with  Heav'n. 

Hen,  I  do  deferve  this. 
And  never  truly  felt  before,  what  Sorrow 
Attends  on  wilful  Dotage. 

VioL  For  you,  Miftrefs, 
That  had  the  pleafure  of  his  Youth  before  me. 
And  triumphed  in  the  Fruit  that  you  had  by  him. 
But  that  I  think,  to  have  the  Baftard  ftrangled 
Before  thy  face,  and  thou  with  fpeed  to  follow 
The  way  he  leads  thee,  is  fuificient  Torture, 
I  would  cut  off  thy  Nofe,  put  out  thine  Eyes, 
And  fet  my  Foot  on  thofe  bewitching  Lips, 
That  had  the  flartofmine:  But  as  thou  art. 
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Go  to  the  Grave  unpitied. 

Jjfiji,  Who  would  believe 
Such  rage  could  be  in  Woman  ? 

VioL  For  this  Fellow, 
He  is  not  worth  my  Knowledge. 

Jam.  Let  him  live  then, 
Since  you  eftcem  him  innocent. 

VioL  No,  Jamiey 
He  (hall  make  up  the  Mefs :  Now  ftrlke  together. 
And  let  them  fall. 

Jjift.  Unheard  of  Cruelty  ! 
I  can  endure  no  longer  :  Seize  on  her. 

Viol.  Am  I  betray'd  ? 
Is  this  thy  Faith,  Jamie? 

Jam.  Cou'd  your  defires 
Challenge  performance  of  a  deed  fo  horrid  ? 
Or,  though  that  you  had  fold  your  felf  to  Hell, 
I  fhould  make  up' the  bargain?  Live,  dear  Brother, 
Live  long,  and  happy  :  I  forgive  you  freely 
To  have  done  you  this  fervice,  is  to  me 
A  fair  Inheritance  ;  and  howe'er  harfh  Language, 
Caird  on  by  your  rough  ufage,  pafs*d  my  Lips, 
r  m'  Heart  I  ever  lov'd  you  :  all  my  labours 
Were  but  to  fhew,  how  much  your  Love  was  cozen*d, 
When  it  beheld  it  felf  in  this  falfe  Glafs, 
That  did  abufe  you ;  and  I  am  fo  far 
From  envying  young  Afcanio  his  good  Fortune, 
That  if  your  State  were  mine,  I  wou'd  adopt  him. 
Thefe  are  the  Murthercrs  my  noble  Friends, 
Which,  to  make  trial  of  her  bloody  purpofc, 
I  won,  to  come  difguis'd  thus. 

Hen.  I  am  too  full 
Of  Grief  and  Shame  to  fpeak  :  But  what  I'll  do, 
Shall  to  the  World  proclaim  my  Penitence, 
And  howfoever  I  have  liv  d,  I'll  die 
A  much  chang'd  Man, 

Jam.  Were  it  but  pofTible 
You  could  make  fatisfadtion  to  this  Woman, 
Our  Joys  were  perfed. 

Hen,  That's  my  only  Comfort, 

That 
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That  it  is  in  my  pow'r  :  I  ne'er  was  Married 
To  this  bad  Woman,  though  I  doted  on  her. 
But  daily  did  defer  it,  ftill  expeding 
^When  Grief  would  kill  Jacintha. 

JJfift,  All's  come  out, 
And  finds  a  fair  fuccefs :  Take  her,  Bon  Henrique  j 
And  once  again  embrace  your  Son. 

Hen.  Moft  gladly. 

Jffili.  Your  Brother  hath  deferv'd  all. 

Hen.  And  lhall  fliare 
The  Moiety  of  my  State. 

4[lift,  I  have  heard.  Advocate, 
What  an  ill  Inftrument  you  have  been  to  him, 
From  this  time  ftrengthen  him.with  honeft  Counlels, 
As  you'll  deferve  my  Pardon. 

Bar,  ril  change  my  Copy  : 
But  I  am  punifh'd,  for  I  fear  I  have  had  * 
A  fmart  blow,  though  unfeen. 

AJJiJl,  Curate,  and  Sexton, 
I  have  heard  of  you  too,  let  me  hear  no  more. 
And  what's  paft,  is  forgotten.  For  this  Woman, 
Though  her  Intent  were  bloody,  yet  our  Law 
Calls  it  not  Death  i  yet  that  her  Punifhment 
May  deter  others  from  fuch  bad  attempts. 
The  Dowry  that  (he  brought  with  her,  fhall  be  employed 
To  build  a  Nunnery,  where  fhe  lhall  fpend 
The  remnant  of  her  Life. 

Viol,  Since  I  have  mifs'd  my  ends, 
I  fcorn  what  can  fall  on  me. 

Jffift.  The  ftrid  Difcipline  [niors, 
O'  th*  Church,  will  teach  you  better  Thoughts.  And  Sig- 
You  that  are  Batchelors,  if  you  ever  marry. 
In  Bartolus  you  may  behold  the  Iffue 
Of  Covetoufnefs  and  Jealoufie.    And  of  Dotage, 
And  Falfhood  in  Don  Henrique.    Keep  a  Mean  then  ; 
For  be  aflur'd,  that  weak  Man  meets  all  III, 
That  gives  himfelf  up  to  a  Woman's  Will.  [Exeunt, 


THE 


THE 


EPILOGUE. 


THE  Play  is  dm,  yet  our  Suit  never  ends. 
Still  when  you  part  ^  you  would ft  ill  part  our  Friends^ 
Our  nohleft  Friends ;  //  ought  have  fain  amifs, 
O  let  it  be  fufficient^  that  it  is, 
(42)  And  you  have  pardoned  it.  (In  Buildings  great 
All  the  whole  Body  cannot  be  fo  neat. 
But  Jomething  may  be  mended)  Thofe  are  fair. 
And  worthy  Love,  that  may  deftroy,  but  fpare. 

(42)  But  Jomething  may  he  mended \  Tho/e  are  fair,"]  As  tRc  Text 
flood  before,  it  had  great  obfcuri ty ;  Buildings  feeming  the  ante- 
cedent Co  fho/e  ;  it  means  thofe  Perfons  are  fair  or  candid  Judges, 
who  fpare  what  they  might  deftroy.  Seuuard. 


P.  S.  There  is  an  Emendation  accidentally  omitted  in  thi  Part  of 
this  Play  njjhicb  Mr.  Theobald  publijhed. 

P.  196.  All  F'ue  to  lofe^  Diego,  is  my  Learning, 

And  ^ujken  he''s  gotten  that  he  may  put  it  in  a  l^uijhell. 
It  does  not  feem  in  Charadlcr  to  make  Lofez  in  this  place  joke  upon 
himfelf,  but  the  fecond  Line  exactly  fuits  Diego's  Humour,  and  I 
believe  a  meer  accidental  OmifTion  deprivM  him  of  it.  I  read. 

Lop.  All  Vnje  to  lofe,  Diego,  is  my  Learning. 

Die.  And  "when  he's  gotten  that  he  may  put  it  in  a  NutJhtlL 
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M  E  N. 

Valentine,  a  Gallant  that  'will  net  be  perfwad^d  to  hep  his 
EJlate, 

Fmncifco,  bis  younger  Brother, 
Maftcr  Lovegood,  their  Unck. 
A  Merchant,  Friend  to  Mafter  Lovegood. 

Fountain,  ^  Companions  ^/ Valentine,  and  Suitors  to  the 
Bellamore,  ^       ^         ^  ' 


^*  ^  Companions  cf\ 

C  \Yidow. 
.in,  J 


Hairbrain. 

Lance,  a  Falkner^  and  an  ancient  Servant  to  Valentine*/ 
Father, 

Shorthofe,  the  Qo^n^  and  Servant  to  the  Widow. 
Roger,  Ralph,  and  Humphry,  three  Servants  to  the 

Widow. 
^Three  Servants. 
Muficians, 

W  O  M  E  N. 

Lady  Hartwel,  a  JVidow, 
Ifabella,  her  Sifter. 

Luce,  a  waiting  Centlcuioman  to  the  ff^tJcw. 


W  I  T 
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ACT    I.    SCENE  L 
Enter  Uncle  and  Merchant, 

Merch  ant. 

HEN  faw  you  Valentine  ? 

Vnc,  Not  fince  the  Horfe-race,  [dov^. 
He's  taken  up  with  thofe  that  woo  the  Wi- 
Mer,  How  can  he  live  by  fnatches  from  fuch 
People? 

He  bore  a  worthy  Mind.  Unc,  Alas,  he's  funk. 
His  Means  are  gone,  he  wants,  and  which  is  worfe. 
Takes  a  delight  in  doing  fo.    Mer,  That's  ftrange. 

(1)  Vnc.  Runs  Lunatick,  if  you  but  talk  of  States, 
He  can't  be  brought,  now  he  has  fpent  his  own. 

To  think  there  is  Inheritance  or  Means. 

But  all  a  common  Riches,  all  Men  bound 

To  be  his  Bailiffs.  Mer,  This  is  fomething  dangerous.^ 

(2)  Vnc,  No  Gentleman  that  has  Eftate  *s  to  ufe  it. 

In 

( 1 )  —  States']  State  and  EJiate  arc  generally  ufed  in  the  fame 
Senfc  throughout  this  Play. 

(i)  No  Gentleman  that  has  Eftate  to  ufe  //,]  The  Verb  which 
confiils  here  of  a  ^Bgle  Letter,  leems  a  very  material  OmifTion  ;  I 
could  make  no  Senfe  of  the  Paflage  before  I  added  it.  This  Flay  was 
almofl  all  printed  as  Profe,  tho'  the  Reader  will,  I  doubt  not,  be 
convincM,  that  the  Authors  wrote  it  in  as  true  Metre  as  almoft 
any  of  their  other  Plays,  They  always  mull  be  allowed  the  Liberty 
of  Alexandrina,  HemiiUcks,  and  a  mixture  of  Profs  in  fome  Paffages 
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In  keeping  Houfe,  or  Followers,  for  thofe  ways 
He  cries  againft,  for  Eating  Sins,  dull  Surfeits, 
Cramming  of  Serving-men,  muftering  of  Beggars,"" 
Maintaining  Hofpitals  for  Kites,  and  Curs, 
Grounding  their  fat  Faiths  on  old  Country  Proverbs, 
( j)  God  blefs  the  Founders ;  thefe  he  would  have  vented 
(4)  Into  more  manly  ufes,  Wit,  and  Carriage, 
And  never  thinks  of  State,  or  Means,  the  Ground-works : 
Holding  it  monftrous.  Men  Ihould  feed  their  Bodies, 
And  {larve  their  Underftandings.  Mer.  That's  moft  certain- 

Unc.  Yes,  if  he  could  ftay  there,  A/i?r.  Why  let  him  marry. 
And  that  way  rife  again.  Unc,  It's  moft  impoflible. 
He  will  not  look  with  any  handfomenefs 
Upon  a  Woman.  Mer,  Is  H'  fo  ftrange  to  Women  ? 

Unc,  I  know  not  what  it  is,  a  foolifh  glory 
He's  got,  I  know  not  where,  to  balk  thofe  Benefits, 
And  yet  he  v/ill  converfe  and  flatter  *em, 
Make 'em,  or  fair,  or  foul,  rugged,  or  fmooth, 
As  his  imprelTion  ferves,  for  he  affirms. 
They're  only  lumps,  and  undigefted  pieces, 
Lickt  over  to  a  Form  by  our  AfFedions, 
And  then  they  fhow.   The  Lovers  let  'eni  pafe. 

of  low  Humour  or  familiar  Dialogue.  Mr.  Theobald  had  made  fome 
Progrefs  in  reftoring  the  Metre  of  this  Play,  but  he  ftopt  very  fhort. 
By  a  more  exa6l  Obfervance  of  it,  I  fometimes  find  great  helps  in  re- 
ftoring the  Senfe.  Senvard. 

(3)   ^^^/^       ixjould  ha've  'ventured']  Mr.  Sympfon  has  rellored 

the  true  Reading  from  the  old  Quarto.  By  fomc  accident  the  Quarto*, 
of  this  Play  were  fent  to  him  inftead  of  me,  but  both  Mr.  Theobald 
and  he  collated  them  with  accuracy,  and  this  is  the  only  one  of  Con- 
fequence  that  the  latter  omitted. 

(4)  Into  more  manly  ufes.  Wit,  and  Carriage,"]  Mr.  Sympfon  would 
read  Wit  and  Courage ;  taking,  I  believe,  manly  to  fignify  couragi- 
ous ;  but  manly  both  here  and  in  the  next  Scene  is  the  fame  as  hu- 
mane, or  what  is  proper  to  the  Nature  of  Man.  Valentine  fays  that 
he  teaches  The  luay  of  "Nature ^  a  manly  Lo've,  &c.  The  ingenious 
Author  of  the  Mifcellaneous  Obfervations  on  Macbeth,  has  made  the 
like  Miftake,  Aft  2.  Sc.  5.  Their  Daggers  unmannerly  breach'' d 
nxjith  gore.  He  reads,  —  Unmanly  drenched,  interpreting  unmannerly 
as  impolitely,  and  unmanly  as  con,vardly.  But  who  would  talk  of  the 
Cowardice  of  the  King's  Murderers,  more  than  their  Unpolitenefs  ? 
Were  Felton  or  Ranjilliack  Cowards  ?  Unmannerly,  according  to  its 
ftri6t  and  genuine  Senfe,  fignifies  immorally  and  unmanly  —  inhumanly 
or  barbaroufly.    Either  of  them  very  proper  Ideas  in  the  Place, 

Enter 
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Enter  Fountain,  Bellamore,  Hairbrain. 

Mer,  He  might  be  one,  he  carries  as  much  Promift  % 
They  are  wondrous  merry.  Unc,  O  their  hopes  are  high,Sin 
Fount,  h  Valentine  come  to.Town^        Laft  night,  I 
heard. 

Fount.  We  mifs  him  monftroufly  in  our  diredlions. 
This  Widow  is  as  ftately,  and  as  crafty. 
And  ftands  I  warrant  you  —  Hair.  Let  her  (land  fure. 
She  falls  before  us  elfe.  Come  let's  go  feek  Valentine. 

Mer.  This  Widow  feems  a  Gallant —    Unc,  Goodly 
Woman, 

(5)  And  to  her  Handfomnefs  fhe  bears  her  State 
Rcferv*d  and  great;  Fortune  has  made  her  Miftrefs 
Of  a  full  means,  and  well  fhe  knows  to  ufe  it. 

Mer.  I  would  Valentine  had  her.  Unc.  There's  no  hope 
of  that,  Sir. 

Mer.  O'that  condition,  he  had  his  Mortgage  in  again. 
Unc.  I  would  he  had.  Mer.  Seek  means,  and  fee  what 

rii  do, 

(5  )  And  to  her  Handfomnefs  fhe  hears  her  State  refer'v'dy  and  great 
fortune  has  made  her  Mifirefs  of  a  full  means .'\  The  want  of  Atten- 
tion to  the  Metre  here  caufed  the  former  Editors  to  fpoil  the  Senfe 
by  giving  an  unmeaning  Epithet  to  Fortune.  It  may  perhaps  be 
asked,  how  the  removal  of  a  Stop  from  one  Word  to  another  can 
afFeft  the  Meafure  ;  let  it  be  placed  with  its  former  Stop  in  its  Sta- 
tion as  a  Verfe,  and  every  Reader  that  has  an  Ear  will  perceive  its 
harflmefs. 

'       ■  fhe  hears  her  State 

Refer^^d,  and  great  Fortune  has  made  her  Mifirefs 

Of  a  full  means  

Remove  the  Stop  to  its  right  place,  and  the  Verfe  recovers  its  Har- 
mony. They  who  would  fearch  the  Reafon  of  this,  mull  firft  know 
that  the  principal  Rule  by  which  the  EngUfh  Heroick  Verfe  is  go- 
vern'd,  is,  that  the  e'ven  Syllables,  viz.  the  fecond,  fourth,  Jixth, 
eighth,  and  tenth  muji  ha^e  the  Accents  upon  them ;  and  fecondly, 
that  there  is  one  only  Exception  to  this  Rule,  njiz.  That  njohere  a 
Faufe  precedes  an  odd  Syllable,  there  the  odd  Syllable  may  have  the 
Accent.  Thus  in  the  Cafe  above,  the  firft  Syllable  of  Fortune  is  the 
fifth  in  the  Verfe,  and  unlefs  the  Paufe  immediately  precedes,  it 
fpoils  the  Metre.  All  the  Writers  upon  the  Englifh  'Meafure  that  I 
have  feen,  have  not  only  been  very  deficient  for  want  of  knowing 
this  Exception  to  the  general  Rub  above,  but  have  fall'n  into  great 
Errors  and  condemned  Verfes  that  were  remarkably  harmonious. 

Voi.  II.  T  How- 


278 


Wit  without  Mony. 


However,  let  the  Mony  be  paid  in, 
*I  never  fought  a  Gentlentian's  undoing. 
Nor  eat  the  Bread  of  other  Mens  vexations. 
The  Mortgage  fhall  be  rendered  back    take  time  for't. 
You  told  me  of  another  Brother.   Unc.  Yes  Sir, 
More  mifcrable  than  he,  for  he  has  eat  him. 
And  drunk  him  up,  a  handfome  Gentleman, 
And  a  fine  Scholar. 


Mer.  What  are  thefe  ?  Unc,  The  Tenants, 
They'll  do  what  they  can.  Msr,  It  is  well  prepared. 
Be  earneft,  honeft  Friends^  and  loud  upon  him, 
He*s  deaf  to  his  own  good.  Lance.  We  mean  to  tell  him 
part  of  our  Minds,  an't  pleafe  you. 

Mcr.  Do,  and  do't  home. 
And  what  my  care  may  help,  or  my  Perfwafions, 
When  we  meet  next.  Unc.  Do  but  perfwade  him  fairly; 
And  for  your  Mony,  mine,  and  thefe  Mens  Thanks  too. 
And  what  we  can  be  able.  Mer.  You*re  mod  honeft. 
You  (hall  find  me  no  lefs,  and  fo  1  leave  you, 
Profper  your  bufinefs.  Friends.  [Ex,  Mer. 

Unc,  Pray  Heav'n  it  may.  Sir. 

Lance,  Nay  if  he  will  be  mad,  I'll  be  mad  with  him. 
And  tell  him  that  I'll  not  fpare  him. 
His  Father  kept  good  Meat,  good  Drink,  good  Fellows, 
Good  Hawks,  good  Hounds,  and  bid  his  Neighbours 
welcome ; 

Kept  him  too,  and  fupplied  his  Prodigality, 
Yet  kept  his  State  ftill  ; 
Muft  we  turn  Tenants  now,  after  weVe  lived 
Under  the  Race  of  Gentry,  and  maintained 
Good  Yeomanry,  to  fome  one  of  the  City, 
To  a  great  Shoulder  of  Mutton  and  a  Cuftard, 
And  have  our  State  turn'd  into  Cabbage  Gardens, 
Mufl:  it  be  fo?  Unc,  You  muft  be  milder  to  him. 

Lance,  That's  as  he  makes  his  Game.    Unc,  IntreaS 
him  lovingly. 

And  make  him  feel.  Lance,  Pll  pinch  him  to  the  Bones  elfe. 
Val,  within,']  And  tell  the  Gentleman,  I'll  be  wi'  him 


Enter  three  tenants. 


prefendy. 


Say 
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Say  I  want  Mony  too,  I  mufl  not  fail,  Boy. 
Lance.  You  will  want  Cloaths,  I  hope. 

Enter  Valentine. 

Val,  Bid  the  young  Courtier 
Repair  to  me  anon,  I'll  read  to  him. 

IJnc,  He  comes,  be  diligent,  but  not  too  rugged, 
Start  him,  but  not  affright  him.  VaL  Phew,  are  you  there? 

Unc.  We  come  to  fee  you,  Nephew,  be  not  angry. 

VaL  Why  do  you  dog  me  thus,  with  thefe  ftrange 
People  ? 

Why,  all  tl"u;  World  fliall  never  make  me  rich  more. 
Nor  Mafter  of  thefe  Troubles,   ^en.  We  befeech  you 
For  our  poor  Childrens  fake.  Val  Who  bid  you  get 'em 
Have  you  not  threfning  work  enough,  but  Children 
Muft  be  bang'd  out  o'th*  Sheaf  too?  Other  Men 
With  all  their  Delicates,  and  healthful  Diets, 
Can  get  but  wind  Eggs ;  You  wi'  a  Clove  of  Garlick, 
A  piece  of  Cheefe  would  break  a  Saw,  and  fowr  Milk, 
Can  mount  like  Stallions  ;  and  muft  I  maintain 
Thefe  Tumblers  I  Lance,  You  ought  to  maintain  us,  we 
Have  maintained  you,  and  when  you  Qept  provided  for  you  3 
Who  bought  the  Silk  you  wear.?  I  think  our  Labours  ; 
(6)  Reckon  you'll  find  it  fo :  Who  found  you  Horfes  ? 
Perpetual  pots  of  Ale,  maintain'd  your  Taverns, 
And  who  extol'd  you  in  the  Half-crown  Boxes, 
Where  you  might  fit  and  mufter  all  the  Beauties  ? 
We  had  no  hand  in  thefe  \  no,  we're  all  Puppies? 
Your  Tenants  bafe  vexations.    VaL  Very  well,  Sir. 

Lance.  Had  you  Land,  Sir, 
And  honeft  Men  to  ferve  your  purpofes, 
Honeft  and  faithful,  and  will  you  run  away  from  'em. 
Betray  your  felf,  and  your  poor  Tribe  to  mifery  ; 
Mortgage  all  us,  like  old  Cloaks  \  where  will  you  hunt 
You  had  a  thoufand  Acres,  fair  and  open :  [next  ? 

(6)  — •  Who  found  your  Horfes  perpetual  pot  5  of  Alt,"]  This  is  evi- 
dently corrupt.  Mr.  Sympfon  conjedures.  Who  found  your  Horfe^ 
perpetual  Oats  and  Hay  ?  But  as  my  Correflion  feems  more  eafy,  and 
is  confirm'd  by  Mr.  Theobald^  concurrence,  I  have  ventured  to  in- 
fert  it  in  the  Text. 

T  2  The 
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The  Kings-bench  is  enclosM,  there's  no  good  riding, 
The  Counter's  full  of  Thorns  and  Brakes,  take  heed,  Sir, 
(7)  And  Bogs,  you'll  quickly  find  what  both  they're  made 
FaL  You're  Ihort  and  pithy.  [of. 
Lance.  They  fay  you're  a  fine  Gentleman,  and  of 
Excellent  Judgm.ent,  they  report  you've  Wit  j  [you. 
Keep  your  felf  out  o'th'  Rain,  and  take  your  Cloak  with 
Which  by  interpretation  is  your  State,  Sir, 
Or  I  fhall  think  your  Fame  belied  you  :  you  [pratin.g. 
Have  Mony,  and  may  have  Means.   Val.  Prithee  leave 
Does  my  good  lye  within  thy  Brain  to  further. 
Or  my  undoing  in  thy  Pity  ?  Go, 
Go,  get  you  home,  there  whiftle  to  your  Horfes, 
And  let  them  edifie ;  away,  fow  Hemp 
To  hang  your  felves  withal :  what  am  I  to  you. 
Or  you  to  me  ?  am  I  your  Landlord,  Puppies  ? 

Unc.  This  is  uncivil.  FaL  More  unmerciful  you. 
To  vex  me  with  thefe  Bacon  Broth  and  Puddings, 
They  are  the  walking  fliapes  of  all  my  forrows. 

g  T ?«.  Your  Father's  Worfhip  would  have  us'd  us  better, 

VaL  My  Father's  Worfhip  was  a  Fool.    Lance.  Hey, 
Old  Valentine  i'faith,  the  old  Boy  ftill.  [hey  boys> 

Unc,  Fie,  Coufin. 

fal.  I  mean  befotted  to  his  State,  he'd  never 
Left  me  the  mifery  of  fo  much  Means  elfe. 
Which  till  I  fold,  was  a  meer  meagrim  to  me : 
If  you  will  talk,  turn  out  thefe  Tenants,  for 
They  are  as  killing  to  my  Nature,  Uncle, 
As  Water  to  a  Feaver.    Lance,  We  will  go, 
But  'tis  like  Rams,  to  come  again  the  ftronger, 
And  you  (hall  keep  your  State.  VaL  Thou  lyeft,  I  will  not. 

{7)  —  ^hat  Broth  theylre  made  of.'\  I  am  no  Sportfman  and 
don't  know  but  Broth  may  be  right,  tho'  I  own  to  call  the  King's- 
Bench  and  Compter  fo,  founds  odd  to  me.    I  would  read  both, 

Mr.  Symp/on. 

Id  Confirmation  of  this,  I  fliall  add,  that  the  Word  Brakes  in 
the  Line  above  (when  both  Lines  were  wroLe  as  they  fhould  be  in 
Verfe)  would  ftand  directly  over  the  Word  in  difpute.  And  in  fuch 
Cafes  *tis  very  commoa  for  the  Pi'inter  Co  put  Letters  belonging  to 
one  word  into  another. 


Lance, 
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Lance,  Sweet  Sir,  thou  lyefl:,  thou  flialt,  and  fo  good 
morrow.  [Exeunt  Tenants, 

Val.  This  was  my  Man,  and  of  a  noble  breeding  : 
Now  to  your  bufinefs,  Uncle.  Unc.  To  your  State  then. 

Fal.  'Tis  gone,  and  I'm  glad  on't,  name  it  no  more, 
•Tis  that  I  pray  againft,  and  Heav'n  has  heard  me : 
I  tell  you,  Sir,  I  am  more  fearful  of  it, 
I  mean  of  thinking  of  more  Lands,  or  Livings, 
Than  fickly  Men  are  travelling  o'  Sundays^ 
For  being  quell'd  with  Carriers;  out  upon't, 
(8)  Caveat  emptor^  let  the  Fool  out-fweat  it, 
That  thinks  h'as  got  a  catch  on't. .  Unc.  This  is  Madnefs 
To  be  a  wilful  Beggar.  VaL  I  am  mad  then. 
And  fo  I  mean  to  be,  will  that  content  you  ? 
How  bravely  now  I  live,  how  jocundly. 
How  near  the  firfl:  Inheritance,  without  fears, 
How  free  from  title- troubles!  Unc,  And  from  Means too.^ 

VaL  Means  ^  Why  all  good  Men  are  my  Means ;  my 
Wit's  my  Plow, 
The  Town's  my  Stock,  Tavern's  my  Standing-houfe, 
And  all  the  World  knows  there's  no  want ;  all  Gentlemen 
That  love  Society,  love  me    all  Purfes 
That  Wit  and  Pieafure  opens,  ar^  my  Tenants ; 
Every  Man's  Cloaths  fit  me,  the  next  fair  Lodging 
Is  but  my  next  Remove,  and  when  I  pleafe 
To  be  more  eminent,  and  take  the  Air, 
A  Piece  is  levied,  and  a  Coach  prepared. 
And  I  go  I  care  not  where,  what  need  ftate  here  ? 

Unc,  But  fay  thefe  means  were  honeft,  will  they  lad.  Sir  ? 

Val.  Far  longer  than  your  Jerkin,  and  wear  fairer, 
Should  I  take  ought  of  you,  'tis  true,  I  beg'd  now. 
Or  which  is  worfe  than  that,  I  ftole  a  kindnefs. 
And  which  is  wtirft  of  all,  I  loft  my  way  in'c ; 
Your  Mind's  enclos'd,  nothing  lies  open  nobly, 
Your  very  Thoughts  are  Hinds  that  work  for  nothing 

(8)   Tool  out-fnveat  it,"]  I  happily  found  my  Conjedure  here 

confirm'd'by  the  £ril  Quarto.  Mr.  Sympfon. 

Mr.  Theobald  did  the  fame ;  I  therefore  admit  it,  tho'  I  am  far 
from  condemning  the  late  Reading.  Valentihe  who  thinks  Eftates 
only  pompous  Troubles,  may  properly  call  thcfe  who  pollefs  them 
4he  SUyes  and  TqqU  of  their  Wealth. 

T  3  Buc 
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But  daily  fweat  and  trouble  :  Were  my  way 
So  full  of  Dirt  as  this,  'tis  true  I'd  fhift  it 
Are  my  Acquaintance  Grafiers  ?  But,  Sir,  know. 
No  Man  that  I'm  allied  to,  in  my  living, 
But  makes  it  equal,  whether  his  own  ufe. 
Or  my  necefTity  pull  firftj  nor  is  this  forc'd. 
But  the  meer  qual'ty  and  poifure  of  Goodnefi, 
And  do  you  think  I  venture  nothing  equal? 

Unc.  You  pofe  me,  Coufin. 

VaL  What's  my  Knowledge,  Uncle, 
Is't  not  worth  Mony  ?  What's  my  Underftanding, 
(9)  My  Travel,  Reading,  Wit,  all  thefe  digefted. 
My  daily  making  Men,  fome  to  fpeak  well. 
That  too  much  flegm  had  frozen  up  ;  fome  other 
That  fpoke  too  much,  to  hold  their  Peace,  and  put 
Their  Tongues  to  Penfions  \  fome  to  wear  their  Cloaths, 
And  fome  to  keep  'em    thefe  are  nothing  Uncle  \ 
Befidcs  thefe  v/ays,  to  teach  the  way  of  Nature, 
A  manFy  love,  Community  to  all 
That  are  defervers,  not  examining 
How  much,  or  what's  done  for  them,  it  is  wicked. 
And  fuch  a  one  like  you,  chews  his  Thoughts  double. 
Making  'em  only  Food  for  his  Repentance. 

Enter  two  Servants, 

I  Ser,  This  Cloak  and  Hat,  Sir,  and  my  Maker's  Love. 

VaL  Commend  us  to  thy  Mafter,  and  take  that. 
And  leave  'em  at  my  Lodging,  i  Ser,  I  fhall  do't,  Sir. 

VaL  I  do  not  think  of  thefe  things.  2  Ser,  Pleafe  you  Sir, 
I've  Gold  here  for  you.  VaL  Give't  me,  drink  that  and 
Commend  me  to  thy  Mafter  j  look  you.  Uncle, 
Do  I  beg  thefe 

Unc.  No  fure,  it  is  your  worth,  Sir. 

VaL  'Tis  like  enough,  but  pray  now  fatisfie  me, 

(9)  My  Tra'vel,']  My  is  inferted  in  Mr.  TheohaliTs  Margin  from 
the  firft  Quarto,  as  is  the  word  other  three  Lines  below  ;  which  Ihews 
what  little  Omifilons  fpoil  the  Metre ;  I  often  take  Liberties  of  fup- 
plying  fuch  Deficiencies  by  Conjedure,  but  will  never  willingly  ei- 
ther add  or  drop  any  thing  for  the  fake  of  the  Metre  that  fhall  in- 
jure the  Senfe. 

Are 
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Are  not  thefe  ways  as  honeft's  perfecuting 
The  ftarv*d  Inheritance,  with  mufly  Corn, 
The  very  Rats  v/ere  fain  to  run  away  from, 
.  Or  felling  rotten  Wood  by  the  Pound,  like  Spices, 
Which  Gentlemen  do  after  burn  by  th'  Ounces  ? 
Do  not  I  know  your  way  of  feeding  Beafts 
With  Grains,  and  windy  ftufF,  to  blow  up  Butchers  ? 
Your  racking  Paftures,  that  have  eaten  up 
As  many  finging  Shepherds,  and  their  I  flues. 
As  Arideluzia  breeds  ?  Thefe  are  authentick  ; 
I  tell*  you,  Sir,  I  wou'd  not  change  ways  with  you, 
Unlefs  it  were  to  fell  your  State  that  hour. 
And  if  *twere  poflible  to  fpend  it  then  too, 
(10)  For  all  your  Beafts  in  Rummy  \  now  you  know  me. 

Vnc.  I  wou'd  you  knew  your  felf,  but  fince  you're 
Such  a  ftrange  Enemy  to  all  that  fits  you,  [grown 
Give  me  but  leave  to  make  your  Brother's  Fortune. 

Fal  How  ? 

JJnc.  From  your  Mortgage,  which  you  may  recover, 
?11  find  the  means.   Val.  Pray  five  your  labour.  Sir, 
My  Brother  and  my  felf  will  run  one  Fortune, 
And  I  think  what  I  hold  a  meer  vexation. 
Cannot  be  fafe  for  him  ;  I  love  him  better, 
He's  Wit  at  will,  the  World  has  Means,  he'll  live. 
Without  this  trick  of  State,  we  are  Heirs  both, 
And  all  the  World  before  us.  Unc.  My  laft  Offer, 
And  then  Pm  gone.    VaL  What  is't,  and  then  Pll 
anfwer. 

Unc,  What  think  you  of  a  Wife  yet  to  reftore  you, 
And  tell  me  ferioufly  without  thefe  trifles. 

Val.  And  you  can  find  one,  that  can  pleafe  my  Fancy, 
You  fliall  not  find  me  itubborn.  JJnc.  Speak  your  W oman. 

(10)  For  all  your  Beans  in  Rumnillo  nouo  you  knonu  me.']  I  would 
not  conclade  that  there  is  no  fuch  Place  in  England  as  Rumnillo 
merely  becaufe  I  never  heard  of  it ;  but  it  does  not  found  like  an 
Englijh  name,  and  what  weighs  more  with  me,  it  gives  a  redun- 
dant Syllable  to  the  Verfe.  The  Uncle  is  before  defcribed  as  a 
great  Grafier  ;  his  Beafts  therefore  are  more  likely  to  be  mentioned, 
as  the  chief  of  his  Wealth  than  his  Beans.  Rumney  Marfh,  in  Kent, 
is  remarkably  famous  for  fatting  CattFe;  I  think  therefore  my 
Conjc6lure  was  probably  the  true  reading, 

T  4  Val 
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Vol.  One  without  Eyes,  that  is,  Self-commendations, 
For  when  they  find  they're  handfome,  they're  unwhol- 
fomc ; 

One  without  Ears,  not  giving  time  to  Flatterers, 
For  fhe  that  hears  her  felf  commended,  wavers. 
And  points  Men  out  a  way  to  make  'em  wicked ; 
(11)  One  v^ithout  Subftance  of  her  felf;  that  Woman 
Without  the  pleafure  of  her  Life,  that's  wanton; 
Though  flie  be  young,  forgetting  it,  though  fair. 
Making  her  Glafs  the  Eyes  of  honeft  Men, 
Not  her  own  Admiration,  all  her  ends 
Obedience,  all  her  hours  new  Bleflings,  if 
There  may  be  fuch  a  Woman.  JJnc,  Yes  there  may  be. 
Vol.  And  without  State  too.  Vnc.  You're  difpos'd  to 
trifle  ; 

Well,  fare  you  well.  Sir,  when  you  want  me  next. 
You'll  feek  me  out  a  better  fenfe.  Val.  Farewel,  Uncle, 
And  as  you  love  your  State,  let  me  not  hear  on't. 

Unc.  It  fiiall  not  trouble  you.  I'll  watch  him  ftill, 
And  when  his  Friends  fall  off,  then  bend  his  Will.  [Exit, 

(u)  One  (Without  Suhjiance  of  her  felf.']  I  have  not  difturbM  the 
Text  <sf  this  and  the  next  Line,  tho'  I  can't  affix  any  Senfe  to  them. 
The  only  Conje6lure  I  could  hit  upon  is. 

One  ^without  furfeiting  on  felf  thai^s  Woman  ; 
One  nvithout  pleafure  in  her  Life^  that's  ivanton  ; 
One  ingenious  Friend  would  read  as  I  do,  only  retaining  the  words, 
[Suhfance  of  her  felf]  and  thinks  he  can  fix  a  pretty  clear  Idea  to 
them,  but  'tis  more  than  I  am  able  to  do.  Mr.  Sympfon  would  read. 
[One  ^without  Suhjlance^  Ore,  or  Pelf  that  Woman  thais  ^Mtthout 
the  pleafure  of  high  Life  ;  that's  not  canton,  t ho*  young  ;  ]  But  Sub- 
ilance  taken  in  this  Senfe  foreftals  what  is  defigned  as  an  arch 
Conclufion  of  the  whole,  totally  to  difappoint  the  Uncle.  [  And^jith- 
out  State  too.']  The  changes  of  the  next  Line  fpoil  the  Meafure,  which 
I  can  by  no  means  affent  to,  were  there  nothing  more  to  be  urged 
againft  them.  I  would  not  deprive  the  Reader  of  any  of  thefe 
Conjedures,  tho'  all  very  unfatisfaftory,  they  perhaps  may  lead  to 
fome  more  fortunate  one.  Since  this  Play  was  prepared  for  the 
Prefs,  Mr.  Sfmpfon  has  much  improved  his  own  Conjedture  j  tho*  I 
believe  it  will  not  ev'n  now  fatisfy. 

One  nvithout  Science  of  her  felfi  that  Woman 
Who  nvith  the  pleafure  of  high  Life's  not  ^jcanton. 
At  the  fame  time  he  informed  me,  that  he  had  difcovered  the  In- 
jury done  to  our  Poets,  by  turning  their  whole  PJay  from  Verfc 
iRtp  Profe. 

Enter 
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Enter  Ifabella,  and  Luce. 
• 

iMce,  I  know  the  caufe  of  all  this  fadnefs  now, 
Your  Sifter  has  ingroft  all  the  brave  Lovers.  [thee 

Ifah,  She's  wherewithal,  much  good  may*t  do  her,  pri- 
Speak  foftly,  we  are  open  to  Mens  Ears. 

Luce.' Fe^r  not,  we're  fafe,  we  may  fee  all  that  pafs. 
Hear  all,  and  make  our  felyes  merry  with  their  Language, 
And  yet  ftand  undifcover'd  ;  be  not  melancholy. 
You  are  as  fair  as  fhe.  Jfak  Who      I  thank  you, 
I  am  as  hade  ordain'd  mc,  a  thing  flubber'd. 
My  Sifter  is  a  goodly  pordy  Lady, 
A  Woman  of  a  Prefence,  Ihe  fpreads  Satdns, 
As  the  King's  Ships  do  Canvas,  every  where. 
She  may  fpare  me  her  Mifen,  and  her  Bonnets, 
Strike  her  main  Petticoat,  and  yet  out-fail  me, 
I  am  a  Carvel  to  her.  Ltice,  But  a  tight  one. 

Jfab.  She's  excellent,  well  built  too.  Luce.  Yet  file's  old. 

Ifab.  She  never  faw  above  one  Voyage,  Luce^ 
And  credit  me,  after  another 

Her  Hull  will  ferve  again,  a  right  good  Merchant  ; 
She  plays,  and  fings  too,  dances  and  difcourfes. 
Comes  very  near  Eftays,  a  pretty  Poet, 
Begins  to  piddle  with  Philofophy, 
A  fubtil  Chymick  Wench,  and  can  extract 
The  Spirit  of  Mens  Eftates,  fiie  has  the  Light 
Before  her,  and  can*t  mifs  her  choice ;  for  me, 
'Tis  reafon  I  wait  my  mean  Fortune.  Luce.  You're  fo 
baftifuL 

IfaL  'Tis  not  at  firft  word  up  and  ride,  thou'rt  cozen'd, 
That  wou'd  fliew  mad  i'faith  ?  Befides,  we  lofe 
The  main  part  of  our  politick  Government, 
If  we  become  provokers ;  then  we're  fair. 
And  fit  for  Mens  Embraces,  when  like  Towns, 
They  lie  before  us  Ages,  yet  not  carried. 
Hold  out  their  ftrongeft  Batteries,  then  compound  too 
Without  the  lofs  of  Honour,  and  march  off 
With  our  fair  Wedding-Colours  flying.  Who  are  thefe? 


Enter 
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Enter  Francifco  and  Lance. 

[then, 

Luce,  I  know  nor,  nor  I  care  not.  Ifab,  Prithee  peace 
A  well  built  Gentleman.    Ifab,  But  poorly  thatcht. 

Lance,  Has  he  devoured  you  too  ?    Fran,  H'as  gulp'd 
me  down,  Lance,  .[thing: 

Lance.  Left  you  no  means  to  ftudy  ?  Fran,  Not  a  Far- 
Difpatcht  my  poor  Annuity,  I  thank  him, 
Here*s  all  the  hope  I  have  left,  one  bare  ten  Shillings. 

Lance.  You're  fit  for  great  Mens  fervices.  Fran.  Pm  fir. 
But  who  will  take  mc  thus  ?  Mens  miferies 
Are  now  accounted 

Stains  in  their  Natures.  I  have  travelled. 

And  I  have  ftudied  long,  obferv'd  all  Kingdoms, 

(12)  Know  all  the  Provinces  of  Art  and  Manners, 

Yet  that  I  am  not  bold,  nor  cannot  flatter, 

I  lhall  not  thrive,  all  thefe  are  but  vain  Studies; 

Art  thou  fo  rich  as  to  get  me  a  Lodging,  Lance  ? 

Lance.  (13)  I'll  fell  the  Tiles  o*  my  Houfe,  my  Horfe, 
my  Hawk  elfe, 
Nay  s'death  Pll  pawn  my  Wife :  Oh  Mr.  Francis^ 
That  I  fhould  fee  your  Father's  Houfe  fall  thus ! 

Ifah.  An  honed  Fellow. 

Lance,  Your  Father's  Houfe,  that  fed  me. 
That  bred  up  all  my  Name,?  Ifab.  A  grateful  Fellow. 

Lance,  And  fall  by  

Fran.  Peace,  I  know  you're  angry,  Lance^ 
But  muft  not  hear  with  whom,  he  is  my  Brother, 
And  though  you  hold  him  flight,  my  mofl:  dear  Brother : 

(12)           ^11  the  Promifes  of  Jrt]   Pro'vinces  in  this  Place  is 

Mr.  TheobaliTi  Reading,  and  as  it  feems  a  more  proper  Word  I  havt 
inferted  it,  the'  the  old  Reading  is  certainly  Senfe. 

(13)  77/  fell  the  Titles  of  my  Houfe  elfe^  tny  Horfe,  my  Haijulc] 
Mr.  Theobald  made  a  Query  in  his  Margin,  whether  this  fhould 
be  Title  or  Tiles.  I  make  no  doubt  of  determining  for  the  laft,  not 
becaufe  it  was  my  own  and  Mr.  Sympfon\  Conjedure  long  fmce, 
but  tHat  the  very  fame  Expreffion,  [77/  fell  the  Tiles  of  my  Houfe^ 
occurs  in  another  Play  of  our  Authors.  The  Argument  from  the 
Measure  has  not  very  great  weight  here,  tho'  it  ought  to  have  fome, 
the  flight  Tranfpofitions  of  the  Particle  [elfe']  being  all  that  is  ne- 
cefTary  to  make  the  Verfe,  and  I  fcldom  have  occafion  to  take  greater 
Liberties  in  reiloring  the  Metre  thro'  the- whole  Play, 
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A  Gentleman,  excepting  fome  few  rubs. 
He  were  too  excellent  to  live  here  elfe, 
Fraughted  as  deep  with  noble  and  brave  Parts, 
The  iflues  of  a  noble  and  manly  Spirit, 
As  any  he  alive.   I  mud  not  hear  you ; 
Though  1  am  miferable,  and  he  made  me  fo. 
Yet  ftill  be  is  my  Brother,  ftill  I  love  him. 
And  to  that  tye  of  Blood  link  my  AfFe6i:ions. 

Ifab,  A  noble  Nature !  doft  thou  know  him,  Luce  ? 

Luce.  No,  Miftrefs. 

Ifah,  Thou  fhou'dfl:  ever  know  fuch  good  Men  > 
"What  a  fair  Body  and  a  Mind  are  married  ! 
Did  he  not  fay  he*  wanted  ?  Luce,  What's  that  t'you  ? 

Ifab.  'Tis  true,  but  *tis  great  pity.   Luce,  How  Ihe 
changes ! 

Ten  thoutand  more  than  he,  as  handfome  Men  too. 

Ifah,  'Tis  like  enough,  but  as  I  live,  this  Gendeman 
Among  ten  thoufand  thoufand !  Is  there  no  knowing  him? 
Why  fhou'd  he  want  ?  Let  Fellows  of  no  merit, 

(14)  Slight  and  puft  Souls,  that  walk  like  Shadows  by, 

(15)  Leaving  no  print  of  what  they  are,  or  poife, 

Let  them  complain.  Luce,  Her  Colour  changes  ftrangely. 
Jfah.  This  Man  was  made,  to  mark  his  wants  to  wa- 
ken us  ; 

Alas  poor  Gentleman,  but  will  that  fledge  him, 
Keep  him  from  cold  ?  believe  me  he's  well-bred. 
And  cannot  be  but  of  a  noble  Lineage, 

(14)  Puft  Souls  that  ^alk  like  Shadouos^  hy  lea'ving  no  print  of 
nvhat  they  are,']  The  negled  of  Metre  has  here  again  caufed  a  ma- 
terial Error  in  the  Senfe ;  had  it  been  attended  to,  it  would  almoll 
have  forced  the  Comma  into  its  proper  place,  yiv ,  Sympfon  too  {^w 
the  Error  in  the  Senfe,  and  corrected  it. 

(15)   Or  poife,]  The  Conftruftion  of  this  is  a  little  difficult, 

leaving  no  print  (5f  what  they  are,  or  of  what  poife  or  weight  they 
were.  Mr.  Sympfon  not  admitting  this,  would  put  'voice  for  poife^ 
it  being  the  property  of  Shadows  neither  to  leave  print  or  njoice  be- 
hind them.  And  Voice,  he  fays,  is  ufed  by  our  Authors  for  Fame. 
If  this  be  not  admitted  he  would  read,  —/or  thofe,  let  them  com- 
plain. But  I  cannot  fee  fufficient  reafon  .for  any  Change.  Little 
Difficulties  of  Conftru6lion  and  IncorredlnefTes  of  Language  too  fre- 
quently occur  to  fuppofe  our  Authors  not  fometimes  really  guilty 
of  them. 
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Mark  him,  and  mark  him  well.  Luce,  'Is  a  handfom  Man. 

Ifab.  The  fweetnefs  of  his  fufferance  fets  him  off", 
O  huce^  but  where  go  I  ?  Luce.  You  can't  hide  it. 

JJah.  I  wou'd  he  had  what  I  can  fpare. 

lAice  'Tis  charitable.  [Tongue  faft. 

Lance.  Come  Sir,  J '11  fee  you  lodg'd,  youVe  tied  my 
I'll  ileal  before  you  want,  'tis  but  a  hanging. 

Ifab.  That's  a  good  Fellow  too,  an  honeft  Fellow, 
Why,  this. would  move  a  Stone;  I  muft  needs  know; 
But  that  fome  other  time.  {_Exeunt  Lance,  and  Francifco; 

Luce.  Is  the  wind  there  ? 
That  makes  for  me.  Ifab,  Come,  I  forgot  a  bufinefs. 

{Exeunt, 


ACT    II.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Widow,  and  Luce. 

iVid,  Tiyr  Y  Sifter,  and  a  Woman  of  fo  bafe  a  pity! 

IVJL  What  was  the  Fellow  ?  Luce.  Why,  an  or- 
dinary Man,  Madam. 

Wid,  Poor?  .  [neither. 

Luc.  Poor  enough,  and  no  Man  knows  from  whence 

Wid.  What  cou'd  fhe  fee  ?  Luce.  Only  his  mifery. 
For  elfe  llie  might  behold  a  hundred  handfomer. 

Wid.  Did  ihe  change  much  ?  Luce.  Extreamly,  when 
he  fpoke. 
And  then  her  Pity,  like  an  Orator, 
(I  fear  her  love)  fram*d  fuch  a  commendation. 
And  followed  it  fo  far,  as  made  me  wonder. 

Wid,  Is  fhe  fo  hot,  or  fuch  a  want  of  Lovers, 
That  fhe  muft  doat  upon  Afflidions  ? 
Why  does  flie  not  go  romage  all  the  Prifbns, 
And  there  beftow  her  Youth,  bewray  her  Wantonnefs, 
And  flie  her  Honour,  common  both  to  Beggary. 
Did  fhe  fpeak  to  him  ?  .  Luce.  No,  he  faw  us  not, 
But  ever  fince  Ihe  hath  been  mainly  troubled. 

Wid.  Was  h'  young  ?  Luce.  Yes,  young  enough. 

Wid.  And  look'd  he  like 

A 
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A  Gentleman  ?  Luce,  Like  fuch  a  Gentleman, 

(16)  That  wou'd  pawn  ten  Oaths  for  twelve  Pence. 
JVid,  My  Sifter,  and  fink  bafely  1     mud  not  be  ; 

Does  flie  ufe  means  to  know  him  ?  [Shorthofe, 
Luce,  Yes  Ma'm,  and  has  employed  a  Squire  caird 
TVid.  O  that's  a  precious  Knave  :  Keep  all  this  private. 

But  ftill  be  near  her  Lodging:  what  you  can 

Gather  by  any  means,  let  m'  underftand  : 

ril  ftop  her  heat. 

And  turn  her  Charity  another  way. 
To  blefs  her  felf  firft;  be  ftill  clofe  t'  her  Counfels; 
A  Beggar  and  a  Stranger  I  There's  a  Bleffednefs  1 
ril  none  of  that ;  1  have  a  Toy  yet.  Sifter, 
Shall  tell  you  this  is  foul,  and  make  you  find  it ; 
And  for  your  pains  take  the  laft  Gown  I  wore 
This  makes  me  mad,  but  I  fhall  force  a  Remedy.' 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Fountain,  Bellamore,  Hairbrain,  ^z;?^  Valentine. 

Fount,  Sirrah,  we  have  fo  lookt  for  thee,  and  long'd" 
for  thee; 

This  Widow  is  the  ftrangeft  thing,  the  ftatelieft. 
And  ftands  fo  much  upon  her  Excellencies. 

Bel,  She'th  put  us  off,  this  Month  now,  for  an  Anfwer. 

Hair,  No  Man  muft  vifit  her,  nor  look  upon  her. 
No,  not  to  fay.  Good  morrow,  or  good  even, 
^Till  that  is  paft. 

Val,  Sh'as  found  what  Dough  you  are  made  of,  and 
fo  kneads  you  : 
Are  y*  good  at  nothing,  but  thefe  after-games  ? 
I  have  told  you  often  enough  what  things  they  are. 
What  precious  things,  thele  Widows 

Hair.  If  we  had  'em. 

(i6)  That  'Would paivn  ten  Oaths ^or  t-uuelve  Pence.'],  I  have  not 
ventured  to  change  this,  tho*  I  think  it  very  probable  that  the  Ori- 
ginal might  have  been 

That  ivould  pan^vn  ti.venty  Oaths  for  tiventy  Pence. 
The  Players  who  were  probably  the  Manglers  as  well  as  Editors  of 
thefe  Plays,  and  who  entirely  divefted  this  of  its  Aleafuie,  in  order 
to  render  the  Dialogue  more  low  and  farcical,  would  perhaps  think 
that  twelve  Pence  founded  droller  than  twenty  Pence, 

Val 
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Val  Why 

The  Devil  has  not  craft  enough  to  woo  *em,  [men^ 
There  be  three  ki ads  of  Fools,  mark  this  Note,  Gentle- 
Mark  it,  and  underliand  it.  Fount,  Well,  go  forward. 

VaL  An  Innocent,  a  Knave  Fool,  a  Fool  Politick  : 
The  laft  of  which  are  Lovers,  Widow  Lovers. 

Bel  Will  you  allow  no  Fortune.  Vat  No  fuch  blind  one. 

Fount,  We  gave  you  Reafons,  why  'twas  needful  for  us. 

Val,  As  you're  thofe  Fools,  I  did  allow  thofe  Reafons, 
But  as  my  Scholars  and  Companions  damn'd  'em  : 
Do  you  know  what  it  is  to  woo  a  Widow  ? 
Anfwer  me  coolly  now,  and  underftandingly. 

Hair,  Why,  to  lie  with  her,  and  t'enjoy  her  Wealth. 

VaL  Why,  there  you're  Fools  ftill,  crafty  to  catch 
your  felves. 

Pure  politick  Fools,  I  lookt  for  fuch  an  Anfwer  ;  , 
Once  more  hear  me  ;  It  is, 
To  wed  a  Widow,  to  be  doubted  mainly, 
Whether  the  ftate  you  have  be  yours  or  no, 
(17)  Or  thofe  old  Boots  you  ride  in.  Mark  me.  Widows 
Are  long  Extents  in  Law  upon  Men's  Livings, 
Their  Bodies  Winding- fheets,  they  that  enjoy  'em. 
Lie  but  with  dead  Mens  Monuments,  and  beget 
Only  their  own  ill  Epitaphs :  Is  not  this  plain  now  ? 
Bel,  Plain  fpoken. 

Val.  And  plain  Truth  j  but  if  you'll  needs 
Do  things  of  danger,  do  but  lofe  your  felves. 
Not  any  part  concerns  your  Underftandings, 
For  then  you  are  Meacocks,  Fools,  and  Miferable, 

( 1 7)   Widows  are  long  Extents  in  Lanjo  upon  NeivSf  Livings 

upon  their  Bodies  Winding-Jheet^  News  was  an  odd  corruption  :  My 
£rft  conjedlure  was,  upon  Men,  lining  upon  their  Bodies  W inding- 
Jheets.  Mr.  Theobald  — upon  Meat's  Li-vingSy  upon  their  Bodies 
Winding  Jheet,  This  feemcd  a  better  Reading  than  mine.  But  ftill 
it  had  Tome  Obfcurities.  Thar  Widows  are  long  Extents  in  Law 
upon  Mens  Livings  or  Eftates,  is  clear  ;  but  how  arc  they  Extents  in 
Law  upon  their  Bodies  Winding-fheets  ?  A  proper  Attention  to  the 
Metre  gives  good  Reafon  to  conclude  the  fecond  upon  to  be  an  In- 
terpolation J  for  the  Verfe  is  perfeft,  and  the  Senfe  clear  without 
it.  Widows  are  the  Winding-lhcets  and  Monuments  of  their  dead 
Husbands. 


March 
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(iS)  March  off  amain,  within  an  Inch  of  a  FIrcug, 

Turn  me  on  the  toe  like  a  Weather-cock, 

Kill  every  day  a  Serjeant  for  a  twelve  Month, 

Rob  the  Exchequer,  and  burn  all  the  Rolls, 

And  thefe  will  make  a  fliew.  Hair,  And  thefe  are  trifles* 

F^/.  Confider'd  to  a  Widow,  empty  nothings  5 
For  here  you  venture  but  your  Perfons,  there 
The  varnifh  of  your  Perfons,  your  Difcretions  5 
Why,  *tis  a  monftrous  thing  to  marry  at  all, 
Efpecially  as  now  'tis  made  5  methinks 
(19)  A  Man,  an  underftanding  Man,  *s  more  Wife 
To  me,  and  of  a  jiobier  tie,  than  all  thefe  trinkets  5 
What  do  we  get  by  Women,  but  our  Senfes, 
Which  is  the  ranked  part  about  us,  fatisfied. 
And  when  that's  done,  what  are  we  ?  Creft-fali'n  Cowardsj 
What  benefit  can  Children  be,  but  Charges 
And  Difobedience  ?  What's  the  love  they  render 
At  one  and  twenty  years  ?  I  pray  die.  Father  ; 
When  they  are  young,  they  are  like  Bells  rung  backward:^,* 
Nothing  but  noife  and  giddinefs  ^  and  come  to  years  once^ 
There  drops  a  Son  by  th'  Sword  in  his  Miftrefs's  quarrel^ 
A  great  joy  to  his  Parents :  A  Daughter  ripe  too. 
Grows  high  and  lufty  in  her  blood,  muft  have 
A  heating,  runs  away  wi'  a  fupple  ham'd  Servingman : 
His  twenty  Nobles  Ipent,  takes  to  a  Trade, 
And  learns  to  fpin  Mens  Hair  off;  there's  another. 
And  moft  are  of  this  Nature,  will  you  marry  ? 

FotmL  For  my  part  yes,  for  any  doubt  I  feel  yet/ 

(i8)  —  If^ithin  an  Inch  of  a  Fircug,"]  I  believe  there  is  no 
fuch  word  as  Fircug,  Mr.  Theobald  alters  it  to  Firelocky  and  was 
very  fond  of  the  Conjefture,  for  he  fent  it  rne  among  the  fe^  that 
he  favoured  me  with  by  Letter,  but  1  cannot  fee  what  danger  there 
js  in  meerly  marching  near  a  Firelock,  unlcfs  in  the  inftant  of  Dif- 
charging,  or 'what  relation  turning  0^  the  toa  like  a  Weather- cocky  has 
to  a  Firelock.  I  dare  fay  the  Authors  originally  ufed  a  word  that 
iignified  a  Place  to  turn  upon,  where  to  flip  v/as  certain  Death  ; 
the  beil:  Word  I  know  is  Precipice^  but  thtat's  too  far  from  the  trace 
of  the  Letters.  Whirlpool,  Furnace,  anJi  Spire-top,  would  give  the 
Senfe  required,  but  I  lhall  not  venture  either  of  them  in  the  l  ext. 

 More  ^jjtfe  to  me,]  Good  Senfe,  which  is  the  beft  Manu- 

fcript,  lets  us  fee  at  once  that  wife  is  a  Corruption,  and  that  our  Poets 
undoubtedly  wrotf  Wife,  Mr.  Symp/on, 

VaL 
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Vol.  And  this  fame  Widow  ?  Fount,  If  I  may,  and 
methinks. 

However  you  are  pleased  t'  difpute  diefe  Dangers, 
Such  a  warm  match,  for  you,  Sir,  were  not  hurtful. 

Vol,  Not  half  fo  killing  as  for  you*,  for  me. 
She  can't  with  all  the  Art  (he  has,  make  me  more  miferable. 
Or  much  more  fortunate ;  I  have  no  ftate  left, 
A  benefit  that  none  of  you  can  brag  of. 
And  there's  the  Antidote  againft  a  Widow; 
Nothing  to  lofe,  but  . that  my  Soul  inherits. 
Which  flie  can  neither  law  nor  claw  away  ; 
To  that,  but  litde  Flefli,  it  were  too  much  elfe; 
And  that  unwholfom  too,  it  were  too  rich  elfe  ; 
And  to  all  this  Contempt  of  what  Ihe  does : 
I  can  laugh  at  her  Tears,  negle(51:  her  Angers, 
Hear  her  without  a  Faith,  fo  pity  her 
As  if  fhe  were  a  Traytor  ;  moan  her  PerJfbn, 
But  deadly  hate  her  Pride  \  if  you  cou'd  do  thcfc. 
And  had  but  this  Difcretion,  and  like  Fortune, 
*Twere  but  an  equal  venture.    Fount.  This  is  Malice. 

VaL  When  fhe  lies  with  your  Land,  and  not  with  you. 
Grows  great  with  Joyntures,  and  is  brought  to  bed. 
With  all  the  ftate  you  have,  you'll  find  this  certain  | 
But  is  it  come  to  pals  that  you  muft  Marry, 
Is  there  no  buff  will  hold  you  ?  Bel,  Grant  it  be  fo. 

VaL  Then  chufe  the  tamer  evil,  take  a  Maid, 
A  Maid  not  worth  a  Penny  ;  make  her  yours. 
Knead  her,  and  mould  her  yours,  a  Maid  worth  nothing. 
There  is  a  virtuous  Spell  in  that  word  Nothing  j 
A  Maid  makes  Confcience  of  half  a  Crown 
(20)  A  week  for  Pins  and  Puppet-lhows,  a  Maid, 
Will  be  content  with  one  Coach  and  two  Horfes, 
Not  falling  out  becaufe  they  are  not  matches  5  . 
With  one  Man  fatisfied,  with  one  Rein  guided, 
(ii)  With  one  Faith,  one  Content,  one  Bed,  one  Good, 

She 

(20)    Tins  and  Puppets i\  As  there  is  a  Syllable  v/anting  in 

the  Meafure  here,  I  have  ventured  to  fupply  it.  Pins  and  Puppet- 
Jho^jos  feem  to  me  rather  more  expreffive  of  a  Lady's  Pocket  Ex- 
pences  than  Pins  and  Puppets.  ^ 

(21)   One  Bed,  aged  Jhe  makes  the  wife,]  Mr.  Theobald  reads, 

the 
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She  makes  the  Wife,  preferves  the  Fame  and  Iffue  j 
A  Widow  is  a  Chrirtmas-Box  that  fweeps  alJ. 

Fount,  Yet  all  this  cannot  fink  us.   Val,  You're  r 
Friends, 

And  all  my  loving  Friends,  I  fpend  your  Mony, 
Yet  I  deferve  it  too,  you  are  my  Friends  ft  ill, 
I  ride  your  Horfes,  when  I  wane  1  fell  'em  ; 
I  eat  your  Meat,  1  help  to  wear  your  Linnen, 
Sometimes  I  make  you  drunk,  and  then  you  feal. 
For  which  I'll  do  you  this  Commodity, 
Be  ruPd,  and  let  me  try  her,  I'll  difcover  her. 
The  truth  is,  I  will  never  leave  to  trouble  her, 
*Till  I  fee  through  her,  then  if  1  find  her  worthy; 

Hair.  This  was  our  meaning,  Valentine, 

Val.  'Tis  done  then. 
I  muft  want  nothing.    Hair.  Nothing  but  the  Woman. 

Val.  No  Jealoufie,  my  Frien#j  for  when  I  marry, 
The  Devil  muft  be  wifer  than  I  take  him  ; 
And  the  Flefti  fooli flier.    Come  let's  to  Dinner, 
And  when  I'm  whetted  well  with  Wine,  have  at  her. 


ifah.  But  art  thou  fure  ?  Luce.  No  furer  than  I  heard, 

Jfab.  That  it  was  he,  that  flouting  Fellow's  Brother  ? 

Luce.  Yes,  Shorthofe  told  me  fo. 

Ifab.  Did  he  fearch  out  the  truth  ?  Ltice.  It  feems  he.did^ 

Ifab.  I  prithee  Luce  call  him  hither,  if 
He' be  no  worfe,  I  ne'er  repent  my  pity. 
Now  Sirrah,  what  was  he  we  fent  you  after. 
The  Gentleman  i'th'  black  ? 

the  nvife  from  the  old  Quarto,  and  Mr.  ^ymffoUy  thee  njjife,  both 
retaining  the  word  aged,  which,  tho'  not  Nonfenfe,  feems  to  add 
very  little  to  the  Senfe,  efpecially  to  Mr.  fheobald^s  reading,  which 
to  me  feems  as  far  as  he  alter?,  to  be  the  true  one.  Bu:  what  con- 
vinces me  that  [aged']  is  a  fpurious  Word,  is,  that  it  utterly  fpoib 
the  Meafure  ;  my  reading  is  near  the  trace  of  the  Letters,  rellores 
the  Verfe,  and  gives,  I  think,  a  much  better  Senfe,  ^viz,  that  a  Maid 
wheii  married  has  one  Good,  or  the  fame  Intereft  with  her  Hus- 
band, in  contradiction  to  a  Widow,  who  generally  has  a  feparate 
One. 


Enter  Ifabella  and  Luce. 
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Enter  Shorthofe. 

Short.  I'th'  torn  black  ? 

IJab,  Yes,  the  fame  Sir. 

Short.  What  wou'd  your  Worfhip  with  him  ? 

Ifah,  VV  hy,  my  Worfhip 
Wou'd  know  his  Name,  and  what  he  is. 

Short.  'Is  nothing, 
He  is  a  Man,  and  yet  he  is  no  Man. 

Ifab.  You  mud  needs  play  the  Fool. 

Short.  'Tis  my  profefTion. 

Jfah.  How  is  he  a  Man,  and  no  Man  ? 

Short.  He's  a  Beggar, 
Only  the  fign  of  a  Man,  the  Bufii  pull'd  down. 
Which  (hows  the  Houfe  (lands  empty. 

IJab.  What's  his  Calling  ?  Short.  They  call  him  Beggar. 

Ifah.  What's  his  Kindred  ?      Short.  Beggars. 

J  fab.  His  W  orth  ?  Short.  A  learned  Beggar,  a  poor 

J  fab.  How  does  he  Jive  ?  [Scholar. 

Short.  Like  Worms,  he  eats  old  Books. 

Jfah.  Is  Valentine  his  Brother  ?  Short,  's  Begging  Brother. 

Jfab.  What  may  his  Name  be  ?  Short.  Orfon. 

I  fab.  Leave  your  fooling. 

Short.  You  had  as  good  lay,  leave  your  Jiving.^  J 
Ifab.  Once  more  ^ 
Tell  me  his  Name  direftly.  Short.  V\\  be  hang'd  firft, 
Unlefs  I  heard  him  Chriitened,  but  I  can  tell 
What  fooJifh  People  call  him.  Jfab,  What } 
Short.  Francifco, 

Jfab.  Where  lies  this  Learning,  Sir  ? 

Short.  In  Paul's  Church-yard  forfooth. 

Ifab.  I  mean  the  Gentleman,  O  Fool. 

Short.  O  that  Fool, 
He  lies  in  loofe  Sheets  every  where,  that's  no  where. 

Luce.  You  have  glean'd^  Shorthofe^  fince  you  came 
P  the  Country,  to  London  : 

You  were  an  arrant  Fool,  a  dull  cold  Coxcomb ; 
Here  every  Tavern  teaches  you,  the  pint  Pot 
Has  fo  belabour'd  you  with  Wit,  your  brave  Acquaintance 
That  gives  you  Ale,  fo  fortified  your  Mazard, 

That 
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That  thcre*s  no  talking  to  you.  Ifab,  *Is  much  improv'd, 

A  Fellow,  a  fine  Difcourfer.  ShorL  I  hope  fo, 

I  have  not  waited  at  the  tail  of  Wit 

So  long  to  be  an  Afs.  Luce.  Bat  fay  now^  Shorthofe^ 

My  Lady  fhou'd  remove  into  the  Country. 

Short,  I  had  as  lieve  fhe  fhould  remove  to  H::av'n, 
And  *s  foon  I'd  undertake  to  follow  her. 

Luce.  Where  no  old  Charnico  is,  nor  no  Anchoves, 
Nor  Mafler  fuch-a-one,  %o  meet  at  the  Rofe, 
And  bring  my  Lady  fuch-a-ones  chief  Chamber-maid. 

Jfab,  No  bouncing  Healths  to  this  brave  Lad,  dear 
Shorthofe^ 

Nor  down  o'th*  knees  to  that  illuflrious  Lady* 

Luce,  No  Fiddles,  nor  no  lufty  noife  of  Drav/er, 
Carry  this  pottle  to  my  Father  Shorthofe. 

Ifah.  No  Plays,  nor  gaily  Foifts,  no  llrange  EnibafTadors 
To  run  and  wonder  at,  till  thou  bee'd  Oyl, 
And  then  come  home  again,  and  lye  by  th'  Legend. 

Luce.  Say  fhe  fhou'd  go.  Short.  If  I  fay,  Pil  be  hangM, 
Or  if  I  thought  Ihe'd  go.  Luce,  What  ?  / 

Short,  I'd  go  with  her. 

Luce,  But  Shorthofe^  where  thy  Heart  is 

Ifab,  Do  not  fright  him. 

Luce.  By  this  Hand  Miftrefs  'tis  a  Noife,  a  loud  one, 
And  from  her  own  Mouth,  prefently  to  be  gone  too. 
But  why,  or  to  v/hat  end  ?  Short,  Mayn*t  a  Man  die  firfl  ? 
She'll  give  him  fo  much  time.  Ifab,  Gone  o'ch'  fudden  ? 
Thou  doft  but  jeft,  fhe  muft  not  mock  the  Gentlemen. 

Luce,  She's  put  them  off  a  Month,  they  dare  not  fee  her^ 
Believe  me,  Miftrefs,  what  I  hear  I  tell  you. 

Ifab.  Is  this  true.  Wench  ?  Gone  on  fo  fhort  a  warning! 
What  trick  is  this  ?  She  never  told  me  of  it> 
It  muft  not  be  J  Sirrah,  attend  me  prefently. 
You  know  I've  been  a  careful  Friend  unto  you, 
Attend  mc  in  the  Hall,  and  next  be  faithful, 
Cry  not,  we  fhall  not  go.  ShorL  Her  Coach  may  crack. 

U  2  Enter 
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Enter  Valentine,  Francifco,  and  Lance. 

Veil  Which  way  to  live!  How  dar'fl  thou  come  to 
To  ask  fuch  an  idle  queftion  ?  [Town, 

Fmn.  Methinks  'tis  necefTar^/, 
Unlefs  you  cou'd  reftore  that  Annuity 
You  have  tipled  up  in  Taverns, 
j  Val.  Where  halt  thou  been, 

And  how  brought  up  Francifco^  that  thou  talk'ft 
*rhus  out  of  France?  Thou  wert  a  pretty  Fellow, 
And  of  a  handfom  Knowledge  ;  who  has  fpoil'd  thee? 

Lance.  He  that  has  fpoil'd  himfelf,  to  make  him  fport. 
And  by  his  Copy,  will  fpoil  all  comes  near  him  ; 
Buy  but  a  Glafs,  if  you  be  yet  fo  wealthy. 
And  look  there  who?  Val,  Well  faid,  old  Copihold. 

La}Ke.  My  Heart's  good  Freehold,  Sir,  and  fo  you'll  find 
This  Gentleman's  your  Brother,  y'r  hopeful  Brother,  [it  > 
For  there's  no  hope  of  you,  ufe  him  thereafter. 

VaJ,  E'en 's  well  as  I  ufe  my  felf  ?  what  wou'dft  thou 
have,  Frank  ? 

Fran,  Can  you  procure  me  'a  hundred  pound  ? 

Lance.  Hark  what  he  fays  to  you, 

0  try  your  Wits,  they  fay  you're  excellent  at  it. 
Your  Land  has  lain  long  Bed-rid,  and  unfenfible, 

Fran.  And  I'll  forget  all  wrongs;  you  fee  my  State, 
And  to  what  wretchednefs  your  will  has  brought  me  5 
But  what  it  may  be,  by  this  Benefit, 
If  timely  done,  and  like  a  noble  Brother, 
Both  you  and  1  may  feel,  and  to  our  Comforts. 

FaL  A  hundred  pound  !  doft  thou  know  what  thou'il 
faid.  Boy? 

Fran.  I  faid  a  hundred  pound.  Val.  Thou  haft  laid  more 
Than  any  Man  can  juftifie,  believe  it. 
Procure  a  hundred  pounds !  I  fay  to  thee 
There's  no  fuch  Sum  in  Nature,  forty  Ihillings 
There  may  be  now  i'th'  Mint,  and  that's  a  Trealure ; 

1  have  ftcn  five  pound  ere  now,  but  let  me  tell  it. 
And  'tis  as  wonderful  as  Calves  with  five  Legs;  here's 
Five  ihiliiiigs,  Franks  the  harveft  of  five  Weeks, 

And  a  ^ood  Crop  too,  take't,  and  pay  tify  firft  Fruits, 
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I  will  come  down  and  eat  it  out.  Fran,  *  Vis  Paricnce 
Muft  meet  with  you,  Sir,  and  not  Love. 

Lance.  Deal  roundly, 
And  leave  thefe  fiddle  faddles.  Fal.  Leave  thy  prating, 
Thou  think'ft  thou  art  a  notable  wile  Fellow, 
Thou  and  thy  rotten  Sparrow-Hawk ;  two  o'  the  reverent. 

Lance.  I  think  you  are  mad,  or  if  you  be  not,  will  be. 
With  the  next  MoDn  ;  what  wou'd  you  have  him  do  ? 

Val.  How  ?  Lance.  To  get  Mony  fird,  that  is  to  live, 
YouVefliew'd  him  how  to  want.  FaL  *Shfe  how  do  I  livt? 
"Why,  what  dull  Fool  wou'd  ask  that  Qaeftion  ? 

(22)  Three  hundred  three  pilds  more,  ay  and  live  bravely : 
The  better  half  o'th'  Town  live  glorioufly. 

And  ask  what  States  they  have,  or  what  Annuities, 

Or  when  they  pray  for  feaibnable  Harveds : 

Thou  haft  a  handfome  Wit,  ftir  int'  the  World,  Frank, 

Stir,  ftir  for  fhame,  thou  art  a  pretty  Scholar: 

Ask  how  to  live }  write,  write,  write  any  thing. 

The  World's  a  fine  believing  World,  write  News. 

Lance.  Dragons  in  Sujfex^  Sir,  or  fiery  Battels 
Seen  in  the  Air  at  Afpurge.  Val.  There's  the  way,  Frank, 
And  in  the  tail  of  thefe,  fright  me  the  Kingdom 
Wi*a  fharp  Prognoftication,  that  fhall  fcowr  them, 

(23)  (Dearth  upon  Dearth)  like  Levant  TafFaties, 
Predictions  of  Sea-breaches,  Wars  and  want 

Of  Herrings  on  our  Coaft,  with  bloody  Noies. 

Lance,  Whirl- winds  fhall  take  off  th'  top  o'  Grantham 
And  clap  it  on  St.  Paul's^  and  after  thefe,  [Steple, 
A  Lenvoy  to  the  City  for  their  Sins. 

VaL  Probatum  eji,  thou  canft  not  want  a  Penfion, 
Go  fwitch  me  up  a  Covey  of  young  Sholars, 
There's  twenty  Nobles,  and  two  loads  of  Coals, 
Atc  not  thefe  ready  ways  ?  Cofmography 

(22)  Three  hundred  three  pilds  more,']  i.  e.  Three  hundred  who 
drefs  richly,  or  in  three  pil'd  Velvets. 

*  (23)  Like  le<ven  Taffattes^  Le^vatit  or  Turky  TafFaties  is  good 
Senfe  which  the  former  Reading  feems  not  to  be  ;  the  Conjecture 
therefore,  which  is  Mr.  Sympfon'^,  tho'  advanced  with  doubt  by  him, 
I  think  a  very  happy  one. 
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(24)  Thou'rt  deeply  read  in,  draw  me  a  Map  the 
Mermaid, 

I  mean  a  Mid-night  Map  to  fcape  the  Watches, 
And  Tuch  long  fenflefs  Examinations, 
And  Gentlemen  fhall  feed  thee,  right  good  Gentlemen: 
I  cannot  (lay  long.  Lance,  You've  read  learnedly, 

(25)  And  wou'd  you  have  him  follow  thefe  Chimeras  ? 
Did  you  begin  with  Billads  ?  Fran,  Well,  I'll  leave  you, 
I  fee  my  Wants  are  grown  ridiculous, 

Yours  m.ay  be  fo,  I  will  not  curfe  you  neither  ; 
You  may  think,  when  thefe  wanton  Fits  are  over. 
Who  bred  me,  and  who  ruin'd  me*,  look  t'y'r  felf.  Sir, 
A  Providence  I  wait  on.  VaL  Thou  art  paflionate. 
Haft  been  brought  up  with  Girls  ? 

Enter  Shorthofe  with  a  Bag. 

Short.  Reft  you  m.erry,.  Gentlemen. 

VaL  Not  fo  m.erry  as  you  fuppofe.  Sir. 

Short.  Pray  flay  a  while,  and  let  me  take  a  View  of  you, 
I  may  put  my  Spoon  into  the.  wrong  Pottage- pot  elfe. 

Vd-  Why,  wilt  thou  mufter  us?  Short.  No  you're  not  he. 
You  are  a  thought  too  handfome.  [p^^P  ? 

Lance.  Who  v/ou'dft  thou  fpeak  withal,  why  doft  thou 

Short.  I'm  looking  Birds  nefts,  but  1  can  find  none 
In  your  Bafh-beard,  I'd  fpeak  with  you,  black  Gende- 

Fran.  With  me,  m.y  Friend  ?  [man. 

Short.  Yes  fure,  and  the  bed  Friend,  Sir, 
It  feems,  you  fpake  withal  this  Twelve- Month,  Gentleman, 
There's  Mony  for  you.    Val.  How  } 

Short.  There's  none  for  you.  Sir, 
Be  not  fo  brief,  law  how  it  itches  at  it ; 
Stand  off,  you  ftir  my  Choler.  Lance.  Take*t,  *tis  Mony. 

Short.  You  are  too  quick  too,  firft  be  fure  you  have  it, 
You  feem  to  be  a  Faulkoner,  but  a  fooliih  one. 

Lance.  Take't,  and  fay  nothing, 

(24)   ■  J  Map  from  the  Mermaid,']  Both  Senfe  and  Meafare  con- 
firm the  trifling  Alteration  which  I've  made,  but  I  fhould  have 
ventured  it  without  a  Note,  had  it  not  been  neceffary  to  mention 
that  the  Mermaid  was  probably  a  famous  Tavern.  Valetttine  in  the 
pext  Scene  bids  Franctfco  meet  him  at  the  Mermaid* 

(v25)     — Megerai^  Former  Editions, 
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Short,  You  are  cozen'd  too, 
'Tis  take't,  and  fpend  it.  Fran.  From  whom  came  it,  Sir? 

Short.  Such  'nocher  word,  arid  you  fliall  have  none  on't, 

Fran,  I  thank  you,  Sir,  I  doubly  thank  you. 

Short.  Well,  Sir, 
Then  buy  you  better  Cloaths,  and  get  your  Hat  drefl. 
And  tell  your  Laundrefs  to  wafli  your  Boots  white. 

Fran,  Pray  flay,  Sir,  may'nt  you  be  miftaken  ? 

Short,  I  think  I  am. 
Give  me  the  Mony  again,  come  quick,  quick,  quick. 

Fran.  I  v/ou'd  be  joth  render,  till  I'm  fure  it  be  fo. 

Short,  Hark  in  your  Ear,  is  not  your  Name  Francifco  ? 

Fran.  Yes. 

Short.  Be  quiet  then,  't  may  Thunder  a  hundred  times, 
Before  fuch  Stones  fall :  Don't  you  need  it  ?  Fran.  Yes. 

Short.  And  it  is  thought  you  have  it. 

Fran,  Yes,  I  think 
I  have. 

Short,  Then  hold  it  faft,  it  is  not  fly-blown  : 
You  may  pay  for  the  Poundage,  you  forget  your  felf, 
I  have  not  feen  a  Gentleman  fo  backward, 
A  wanting  Gentleman.  Fran.  Your  Mercy,  Sir. 

Short.  Friend,  you  have  Mercy,  a  whole  Bag  full  of 
Mercy. 

Be  merry  with  it,  and  be  wife.   Fran,  I  would  fain. 
If  it  pleafe  you.  Sir,  but  know  — 

Short,  It  does  not  pleafe  me, 
Tell  o'er  your  Mony,  and  be  not  mad.  Boy. 

VaL  You  have  no  more  fuch  Bags? 

Short,  More  fuch  there  are.  Sir, 
But  few  I  fear  for  you,  I've  caft  your  Water, 
You've  Wit,  you  need  no  Mony.  [^Exit, 

Lance,  Ben't  amaz'd.  Sir, 
'Tis  good  Gold,  good  old  Gold,  this  is  Reflorative, 
And  in  good  time,  it  comes  to  do  you  good. 
Keep  it  and  ufe't,  let  honeft  Fingers  feel  it, 
Yours  be  too  quick.  Sir. 

Fran.  He  nam'd  me,  and  he  gave't  me,  but  from  whom. 

Lance.  Let  *em  fend  more,  and  then  examine  it. 
This  can  be  but  a  Preface. 

U  4  Fran. 
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Fran.  Being  a  Stranger, 
Of  whom  can  I  deferve  this?  Lance,  Sir,  of  any  Man 
That  has  but  Eyes,  and  manly;  Underftanding 
To  find  Mens  wants,  good  Men  are  bound  to  do  fo. 

Val.  Now  you  fee,  Franks  there  are  more  ways  than 
certainties, 

Now  you  believe:  What  Plow  brought  you  thisHarveft, 
What  fale  of  Timber,  Coals,  or  what  Annuities  ? 
Thefe  feed  no  Hinds,  nor  wait  the  Expedlation 
Of  Quarter-days,  you  fee  it  fliow'r-s  in  to  you. 
You  are  an  Als,  lie  plodding,  and  lie  fooling, 
About  this  Blazing  Star,  and  that  bopeep. 
Whining,  and  fafting,  t'  nnd  the  natural  Reafon 
Why  a  Dog  turns  twice  about  before  he  lie  down. 
What  ufe  of  thefe,  or  what  Joy  in  Annuities, 
Where  every  Man's  thy  ftudy,  and  thy  Tenant, 
I  am  afham'd  on  thee.  Lance,  Yes,  I  have  feen 
'This  Fellow,  there's  a  wealthy  Widow  hard  by. 

Val.  Yes,  marry  is  there.  La?ice,  I  think  he's  her  Servants 
Or  I  am  coxen'd  elfe,  I  am  fure  on't. 

Fran.  1  am  glad  on't.  Lance,  She's  a  good  Woman. 

Fran.  I  am  gladder. 

Lance.  And  young  enough,  believe. 

Fran.  1  am  gladdeft  of  all.  Sir. 

Val.  Frank.^  you  fliall  lye  with  m.e  foon. 

Fran.  Thank  my  Mony. 

Lance.  His  Mony  fhall  lye  with  me,  three  in  a  Bed,  Sir, 
Will  be  too  much  this  weather."  VaL  Meetm'  at  the  Mer- 
And  thou  (halt  fee  what  things   [maidy 

iMnce.  Truft  to  your  felf.  Sir.  \_Exeunt  Fran,  and  Lan. 

(26)  Enter  TonntdA^y  Hairbrain,  Bellamore. 

Fount.  O  Valentine!  Val  How  now,  why  do  you  look 
Bel.  The  Widow's  going,  Man,  [fo? 
VaL  Why,  let  her  go,  Man. 
Hair.  She's  going  out  o'th'  Town, 

(26)  ^a/^r  Fountain,  Bellamore.]  Mr.  Theobald  \i2is]\^^\y  added 
flairSain  to  the  other  two,  ^nd  has  put  the  initial  Letters  of  his 
■fslar.-je  if,  tjje  ufual  Mark  tp  ?hofe  Emendations  where  he  in-r 
tfnded  a  Note, 

  rah 
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VaL  The  Town's  the  happier, 
I  wou'd  they  were  all  gone.  Fount.  We  can't  come 
To  fpeak  with  her.  VaL  Not  fpeak  to  her  ?  BeL  She  will 
Be  gone  within  this  hour,  either  now  VaL 

Fount,  Hair,  Now,  now,  good  Valentine,  VaL  I'd  rather 
March  i'th'  mouth  o'th'  Cannon  ;  but  adieu, 
If  fhe  be  'bove  ground,  go,  away  to  your  Pray'rs, 
Away  I  fay,  away,  flie  lhall  be  fpoke  withal.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Shorthofe  with  one  Boot  on^  Roger,  and  Humphry. 

Rog.  She  win  go,  Shorthofe, 
Short,  Who  can  help  it,  Roger  ? 
Ralph,  [within7\  Help  down  with  the  Hangings. 
Rog.  By  and  by  Ralph, 
I  am  making  up  o'th'  Trunks  here.    Ralph.  Shorihcfi. 
Short.  Well. 

Ralph.  Who  looks  to  my  Lady's  Wardrobe  ?  Hum^ 
phry.    Hum,  Here. 

Ralph,  Down  with  the  Boxes  in  the  Gallery,  [rain. 
And  bring  away  th'  Coach  Cufiiions.    Short,  Wili'tnot 
No  conjuring  ^road,  nor  no  devices 
To  flop  this  Journey  ?  Rog.  Why  go  now,  why  now. 
Why  o'th'  fudden  now?  what  Preparation, 
What  Horfes  have  we  ready,  what  Provifion 
Laid  in  i'th'  Country  ?  Hum.  Not  an  Egg,  I  hope. 

Rog.  No  nor  one  drop  of  good  drink.  Boys,  there's 
th'  Devil. 

Short.  I  heartily  pray  the  Malt  be  mudy,  and  then 
We  muft  come  up  again.    Hum,  What  fays  the  Steward? 

Rog.  He's  at's  wits  end  j  for  fome  four  hours  fmce. 
Out  of  his  hafte  and  providence,  he  miftook 
The  Miller's  mangy  Mare,  for  his  own  Nagg.  [ney. 

Short.  And  fhe  may  break  his  Neck,  and  lave  the  Jour* 
Oh,  London,  how  1  love  thee  !    Hum.  Pve  no  Boots, 
Nor  none  I'll  buy  :  Or  if  I  had,  refufe  me 
If  I  would  venture  my  ability, 

Before  a  Cloak-Bag,  Men  are  Men.  Short,  For  my  part. 
If  I  be  brought,  as  I  know't  will  be  aim'd  at. 
To  carry  any  dirty  dairy  Cream-pot, 
Qr  any  gentle  Lady^f  the  Laundry, 

*  Chambring, 
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Chambring,  or  wantonnefs  behind  my  Gelding, 
With  all  her  Streamers,  Knap-facks,  Glafles,  Gugawes, 

(27)  As  if  I  were  a  running  Frippery, 

ril  give  'em  leave  to  cut  my  Girts,  and  flay  me. 

(28)  rii  not  be  troubled  v/ith  their  Diftillations, 
At  every  half  mile's  end,  I  underftand  my  felf. 
And  am  refolv'd.  Hum.  To  rnorrov/  night  at  Oliver s\ 
Who  (hall  be  there  Boys,  who  fnall  meet  the  Wenches  ? 

Reg,  The  well  brew'd  Hand  of  Ale,  we  fliould  have 
met  at ! 

Short,  Thefe  Griefs,  like  to  another  Tale  of  Uroy^ 
Wou'd  moilifie  the  Hearts  of  barbarous  People, 
And  make  Tom  Butcher  weep,  Mneas  enters. 
And  now  the  Town  is  loft. 

isomer  Ralph. 

Ralph.  Well  whither  run  you  ? 
My  Lady's  mad.  Short,  1  wou'd  fiie  were  in  Bedlam.' 

Ralph.  The  Carts  are  come,  no  Hands  to  help  to  load 
The  Stuff  lies  in  the  Hall,  the  Plate.  ['em  ? 

[Widow  Within ^^  Why  Knaves  there. 
Where  be  thefe  idle  Fellows.  Short.  ShailT  ride*  with  one 

IVid.  Why  where  I  fay?<  Boot? 

Ralph.  Away,  away,  't  muft  be  fo. 

Short.  O  for  a  tickling  Storm,  to  laft  but  ten  days. 

\Eicemt, 


ACT    III.    S  C  E.  N  E  I. 

Enter  Ifabella,  and  Luce. 

Luce.  I>  Y  my  Troth,  Miftrefs,  I  did't  for  the  bcft. 

Ifab.  It  may  be  fo  ;  but  Luce^  you've  a  Tongue, 
A  Difli  of  Meat  in  your  Mouth,  which  if 'twere  minc'd, 
Luce^ 

(27)  Flippery.'l 

(28)  DijlibatiQni\  Former  Editions,  both  Mr.  Theobald,  Mr.  Symp- 
fan,  and  I  agreed  in  thefe  two  Corrections. 

Wou'd 
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Wou'd  do  a  great  deal  better.    Luce,  I  proteft,  Miftrefs. 

Jfab.  'Twill  be  your  own  one  time  or  other :  Walt:r, 

Walter,  {within^  Anon  forfooth. 

Ifab,  Lay  my  H.it  ready,  and  my  Fan  and  Cloak, 
You  are  fo  full  of  Providence  \  and  Walter, 
Tuck  up  my  little  Box  behind  the  Coach, 
And  bid  my  Maid  make  ready,  my  fweet  fervice 
To  your  good  Lady  Miftrefs  ;  and  my  Dog  ; 
Good  let  the  Coachman  carry  him.  Luce.  But  hear  me. 

Ifab,  I  am  in  Love,  fwcet  Luce^  and  you're  fo  skilful. 
That  I  muft  needs  undo  my  felf ;  and  hear  me. 
Let  Oliver  pack  up  my  Glafs  difcreetly, 
And  fee  my  Curls  well  carried.  O  fweet  Luce^ 
You  have  a  Tongue,  and  open  Tongues  have  open — • 
You  know  what.  Luce,    Luce,  Pray  be  fatisfied. 

Ifab.  Yes,  and  contented  too,  before  I  leave  you« 
(29 ;  There  is  a  Roger.^  which  fome  call  a  Butler, 
I  fpeak  of  certainties,  I  don't  fifli,  Luce, 
Nay  do  not  ftare,  I  have  a  Tongue  can  talk  too  : 
And  a  Green  Chamber  Luce.,  a  Back-door 
Opens  t'a  long  Gallery  \  there  was  a  Night,  Luce^ 
Do  you  perceive^  do  you  perceive  me  yet? 

0  do  you  blufb.  Luce  ?  a  Friday  night 

1  faw  your  Saint,  for  t'other  Box  of- Marmalade, 
All's  thine,  fweet  Roger  \  this  I  heard  and  kept  too. 

Luce.  As  you're  a  Woman,  Miftrefs.  Ifab,  This  I  allow 
As  good  and  Phyfical  fometime,  thefe  Meetings, 
And  for  the  cheering  of  the  Heart ;  but  Luce^ 
To  have  your  own  turn  ferv'd,  and  to  your  Friend 
To  be  a  Dogbolt,    Luce.  I  confefs  it,  Miftrefs. 

Ifab,  As  you  have  made  my  Sifter  jealous  of  me. 
And  foolilhly,  and  childifhly  purfu'd  it, 
I  have  found  out  your  haunt,  and  trac'd  your  purpofes  \ 
For  which  mine  Honour  fufFers  \  your  beft  ways 
Muft  be  applied  to  bring  her  back  again, 
And  ferioufly  and  fuddenly,  that  fo 
I  may  have  Means  to  clear  my  felf,  and  (he 

(29)   Call  a  Butcher^  There  was  a  Roger  in  the  Family, 

but  he  was  the  Butler  and  not  a  Butcher,  and  there  can  fcarce  be 
any  doubt  of  his  being  the  Perfon  fpoke  ©f  here,  Mr.  Sympfon. 

A 
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A  fair  Opinion  of  me,  elfe  you  peevifh  • 

Luce.  My  Pow'r  and  Pray'rs,  Miftrefs. 
Ifab.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Enter  Shorthofe,  and  Widow. 

Bhort.  I  have  been  with  the  Gentleman,  he  has  it, 
Much  good  may  do  him  with  it. 

Wid,  Come,  are  you  ready  ? 
(30^  You  love  to  delay  time,  the  Day  goes  on. 

Ifah,  IVe  fent  for  a  few  Trifles,  when  thofe  come ; 
And  now  I  know  your  Reafon.  [finefs, 

IVid,  Know  your  own  Honour  then  ;  (about  your  bu- 
See  the  Coach  ready  prefently,)  I'll  tell  you  more  then. 

\Exe,  Luce,  and  Shorthofe. 
And  underftand  it  well,  you  muft  not  think  your  Sifter 
So  tender-eyed  as  not  to  fee  your  Follies ; 
Alas  I  know  your  Heart,  and  muft  imagine, 
And  truly  too,  'tis  not  your  Charity 
Can  coin  fuch  Sums  to  give  away  as  you've  done, 
In  that  you  have  no  wildom  Ifahel, 
No  nor  Modefty, 

Where  nobler  ufes  are  at  home ;  I  tell  you, 

I  am  alham'd  to  find  this  in  your  Years, 

Far  more  in  your  Dilcretion,  none  to  chufe 

But  things  for  Pity,  none  to  feal  your  Thoughts  on. 

But  one  of  no  abiding,  of  no  name  ; 

Nothing  to  bring  you  to  but  Cold  and  Hunger  : 

A  jolly  Joynture,  Sifter,  you  are  happy, 

No  Mony,  not  ten  Shillings.    Ifah,  You  fearch  nearly. 

Wid,  I  know  it  as  I  know  your  folly,  one 
That  knows  not  where  he'll  cat's  next  Meal,  take's  reft, 
Unlefs  it  be  i'th'  Stocks ;  what  Kindred  has'e. 
But  a  more  wanting  Brother,  or  what  Virtues  ? 

Ifab,  You  have  had  rare  Intelligence,  I  fee.  Sifter, 

Wid,  Or  fay  the  Man  had  Virtue, 
Is  Virtue  in  this  Age  a  full  Inheritance  ? 

(30)  —  T^he  Day  gro^s  on,"]  Tho'  this  is  Senfe,  yet  Mr.  Sj/mp/on 
thinks  it  neceffary  to  make  the  Poets'confiftent  with  themfclves,  and 
reads  goes,  becaufe  Ifahella  ufes  that  Expreffion  to  her  Sifter  when 
Uie  retorts  upon  her  the  Sarcafms  of  this  Scene. 

What 
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What  Jointure  can  he  make  you,  Plutarch^  Morals^ 
Or  fo  much  penny  rent  in  the  fmall  Poets  ? 
This  is  not  well,  'tis  weak,  I  grieve  to  know  it. 

Ifab,  And  this  you  quit  the  Town  for?  Wid.  Is*t  not  time? 

Ifab.  You  are  better  read  in  my  Affairs  than  I  am. 
That's  all  I  have  to  anfwer ;  Pll  go  with  you. 
And  willingly,  and  what  you  think  moft  dangerous, 
Pll  fit  and  laugh  at.    Sifter,  'tis  not  Folly 
But  good  Difcretion  governs  our  mean  Fortunes, 

Wid,  I'm  glad  to  hear  you  fay  fo.  IfabX  am  for  you.  [^Exe, 

Enter  Shorthofe,  and  Humphry,  with  riding  Rods. 

Hum,  The  Devil  cannot  ftay  her,  flie  will  on't. 
Eat  an  Egg  now,  and  then  we  muft  away. 

Short.  I  am  already  gaul'd,  yet  I  will  pray, 
May  London  ways  henctforth  be  full  of  holes, 
And  Coaches  crack  their  Wheels,  may  zealous  Smiths 
(31)  So  houfel  all  our  Hackneys,  that  they  may  feel 

Vol.  IL  Com- 

(31)  So  houfel  ail  our  Hackneys, "]  I  have  had  a  literary  Debate  with  at 
Gentleman  of  Learning  on  this  PafTage.  Houfel  fignifies  the  Euchariji,  and 
there  not  feeming  the  leaft  Connexion  between  the  Eucharift  and  Smiths 
laming  Horfes,  he  would  read  hoze-nvell,  to  hoxe  in  the  Foreji  Laivs  figni- 
fymg  expeditaret  to  draw  the  Soles  of  the  Feet.  The  Conjeflure  is  verjr 
ingenious,  but  I  obferv'd,  that  it  would  not  correfpond  with  the  Context^ 
for  %ealous  and  CompunSlien  being  both  equi^vocal,  and  evidently  referring 
to  fome  religious  Rite,  require  the  intermediate  Verb  to  be  equivocal  alfo, 
and  that  houfel  was  probably  the  true  one,  if  it  had  any  Senfe  applica- 
ble to  Horfes  as  well  as  to  the  Sacrament.  I  therefore  conjeftur'd  that 
it  might  fignify  to  prepare  for  a  Journey ,  as  the  Euchariji  given  to  dying 
Perfons  is  call'd  Viaticum.  On  confulting  Gleffaries  I  found  this  highly 
probable,  if  not  certain.  Minjheiv  fays,  Houfel  is  not  the  Sacrament  in 
general,  but  only  when  adminiftred  to  dying  Perfons.  (Thus  Shahfpear 
ufes  it/  unhouferdt  unanointed,  unanePd,  fpoken  by  the  Ghoft  in  Hamlet. \ 
Spelman  explaining  the  Viaticum,  gives  Houfel  as  its  Equivalent,  and  re- 
fers to  Fortefcue  De  LaudibuJ  Legum  Anglia,  Cap.  22.  Cum  ad  Mortis  ar- 
ticulum  infirmaretur  ultimum  quoque  Viaticum  Chrijii  ^videlicet  Cerpus  fump- 
ftffet:  Which  is  thus  tranflated  by  the  great  Sclden.  Being  brought  in 
Defpair  of  his  Life,  and  thereupon  receiving  his  Houfel.  Had  Houfel 
been  the  Sacrament  in  general,  it  would  have  been  the  Houfel.  This 
feems  decifi<ve.  But  the  Gentleman  does  not  admit  it  to  be  quite  fo,  for 
he  produces  many  Authorities  for  Hufel,  Ho^wfely  or  Houfel  (for  it's  fpelt 
three  ways)  fignifying  the  Eucharifl  in  general.  He  fays  the  fame  Spel- 
man renders  Hufel-Gang,  Aditio  Eucharifiia,  a  going  to  the  Euchariji  ;  I 
can't  find  this  in  Spelman,  but  doubt  not  its  being  there,  tho'  I  believe 
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Compundion  in  their  Feet,  and  tire  at  Highgatey 
May't  rain  above  all  Almanacks  until 
The  Carriers  fail,  and  the  King's  Fishmonger 
Ride  like  Arion  on  a  Trout  to  London. 

Hum.  At  St.  Albans^ 
Let  ail  the  Inns  be  druxik,  not  an  Hofl:  fober 
To  bid  her  Worlliip  welcome.    Short.  Not  a  Fiddle, 
But  all  preach'd  down  with  Puritans    no  meat 
But  Legs  of  Beef.       Hum.  No  Beds  but  Wool-packs.} 

Short\  And  all  thofe  fo  cfamm'd  \ 
With  Warrens  of  flarv'd  Fleas  that  bite  like  Bandogs ; 
Let  Mims  be  angry  at  their  St.  Bel  Swagger^ 
And  we  pafs  in  the  heat  on't  and  be  beaten. 
Beaten  abominably,  beaten  Horfe  and  Man, 
And  all  my  Ladies  Linnen  Iprinkled  o'er 
With  Suds  and  Difh-water. 

Short,  Not  a  Wheel  but  out  of  Joint. 

Enter  Roger  laughing. 

Hum,  Why  doft  thou  laugh  ? 

Rog.  There's  a  Genderaan,  the  rareft  Gentleman, 
And  makes  the  rai;eft  fport.    Short.  Where,  where  ? 

Rog,  Within  here, 
H'as  made  the  gayeft  fport  with  'I'om  the  Coachman, 
So  tew'd  him  up  with  Sack  that  he  lies  lafliing 
A  But  of  Malmfie  for  his  Mares.    Short.  Tis  very  good. 

Rog.  And  talks  and  laughs,  and  fings  the  rareft  Songs, 

the  Englijh  is  falfe  printed,  becaufe  the  Latin  is  falfly  tranflated  ;  for 
Aditio  EuchariJIite  is  a  going  of  the  Euchariji,  and  Hufcl-Gang  is  evi- 
dently the  Gang  of  People  attending  it.  So  that  Spchian  flill  confirms 
the  Interpretation.  The  next  Authority  is  Willis's  Nutitia  Parlia?ncntaria^ 
Vol.  2.  p.  343.  who  quotes  ?.n  old  Regifter  of  Jioneton,  De^j^nftArg',  of  a 
Chapelry,  Vv'hich  in  Hen.  Vlllth's  Reign  contain'd  700  houfeiing  People. 
This  may  be  underllood  in  the  reftrain'd  Senfc  of  the  Word,  but  if  it  is 
not,  it  only  fhews  that  the  Word  was  fometinies  underftood  of  the  Sa- 
crament in  general ;  bat  it  does  not  annul  the  Authority  of  Scldefz  above, 
as  it  is  join'd  with  SJpakefpear  and  our  Authors,  who  cannot  be  undcr- 
ftood  without  interpreting  Houfcl  in  the  Senfe  of  Fiaticum.  May  zealous 
Smiths  fo  houfel,  i.  e.  prepare  our  Horfes  for  the  Journey  that  they  may 
feel  Cgmpuneiion  in  their  Feet.  It  is  indeed  a  little  profane,  but  that  I'm 
forry  for ;  our  Authors  are  not  fo  cautious  of  this  as  v/e  might  wifh 
them,  tho'  they  are  much  more  fo  than  moll  pf  the  Comic  Writers  of 
their  Age,  or  of  any  Age  fmce. 

And 
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And  Shorthofe  he's  fo  maul'd  the  Red  Deer  Pies, 
Made  fuch  an  Alms  i'th'  Buttery.  Short,  Better  llilL 

Enter  Valentine,  and  Widow. 

Htim,  My  Lady  in  a  rage  with  the  Gentleman  ? 

Short,  May  he  anger  her  into  a  Fever.  [^Exemt. 

Wid,  I  pray  you  tell  me.  Sir,  who  fent  you  hither  ? 
For  I  imagine  'tis  not  your  condition. 
You  look  fo  temperately,  and  like  a  Gentleman, 
To  ask  me  thefe  wild  queitions.    Val.  Do  you  think 
I  ufe  to  walk  of  Errands,  gentle  Lad^, 
Or  deal  with  Women  out  of.  Dreams  from  others  ? 

Wid.  You  have  not  known  me  fare  ?  FaL  Not  much. 

Wid,  What  reafon 
Have  y'  then  to  be  fo  tender  of  my  Credit, 
You  are  no  Kinfman?    Vd.  If  you  take  it  fo. 
The  honeft  Office  that  I  came  to  do  you. 
Is  not  fo  heavy  but  I  can  return  it : 
Now  I  perceive  you're  proud,  not  worth  my  Vifit. 
(32)  Wid,  Pray  ftay  a  little,  proud. 

VaL  Yes,  monftrous  proud, 
I  griev'd  to  hear  a  Woman  of  your  value. 
And  your  abundant  parts  ftung  by  the  People, 
But  now  I  fee  'tis  true ;  you  look  upon  me 
As  if  I  were  a  rude  and  fawcy  Fellow 
That  borrow'd  all  my  Breeding  from  a  Dunghil, 
Or  fuch  a  one,  as  fhou'd  now  fall  and  worfliip  you 
In  hope  of  Pardon :  You  are  cozen'd  Lady, 
I  came  to  prove  Opinion  a  loud  Liar, 
To  fee  a  Woman  only  great  in  Goodnefs, 
And  Miftrefs  of  a  greater  Fame  than  Fortune, 
But  -  [now, 

JVid,  You're  a  ftrange  Gentleman,  if  I  were  proud 
I  fhou'd  be  monftrous  angry,  which  I  am  not. 
And  (hew  the  effedls  of  Pride  ;  I  Ihou'd  defpife  you. 
But  you  are  welcome,  Sir  :  To  think  well  of 

{32)  Pray  Jlay^  a  little  proud. Mr.  Symp/on  reads,  Pray  fay  a 
litth  proud.  But  this  as  well  aa  the  old  Reading  feems  to  acknow- 
ledge the  Charge  in  part,  which  •afterwards  fhe  abfolutely  denies. 
The  Change  of  the  Points  feems  to  give  a  much  more  natural  Senfe. 

Pur 
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Our  felves,  if  we  deferve  it,  it  is. 

Sir,  a  Luftre  in's,  and  every  good  we  have, 

(33)  Strives  to  fhew  gracious,  what  ufe  is't  elfe  old  Age, 
W  hich,  like  Sear-trees,  is  feldom  feen  afFeded, 

Stirs  fometimes  at  rehearfal  of  fuch  A6ls 
As  'is  daring  Youth  endeavour'd.   Val.  This  is  well,  . 
And  now  you  fpeak  to  the  purpofe,  you  pleafe  me. 
But  to  be  Place-proud  ?  JVid.  If  it  be  our  own. 
Why  are  we  fet  here  with  diftindion  elfe. 
Degrees,  and  Orders  given  us  ?  In  you  Men, 
•Tis  held  a  coolnefs,  if  you  lofe  your  Right, 
Affronts  and  lofs  of  honour :  Streets,  and  Walls, 
And  upper  ends  of  Tables,  had  they  Tongues, 
Could  tell  what  Blood  has  followed,  and  what  feud 
About  your  Ranks  5  are  we  fo  much  below  you. 
That  'till  you  have  us,  are  the  tops  of  Nature, 
To  be  accounted  Drones  without  a  difference  ? 
You'll  make  us  Beafts  indeed, 

VaL  Nay  worfe  than  this  too. 
Proud  of  your  Cloaths,  they  fwear  a  Mercers  Lucifer, 
A  Tumour  tackt  together  by  a  Taylor,^  " 
Nay  yet  worfe,  proud  of  red  and  white,  a  varnifli 
That  Butter-milk  can  better.   Wid.  Lord,  how  little 

(34)  Will  vex  thefe  poor  blind  People!  If  my  Cloaths 
Be  fometimes  gay  and  glorious,  does  it  follow. 

My  Mind  mult  be  my  Mercers  too?  Or  fay  my  Beauty 
Pleafe  fome  weak  Eyes,  muft  it  pleafe  them  to  think, 
That  blows  me  up,  ,  that  every  hour  blows  off? 
This  is  an  Infant's  Anger.    Val,  Thus  they  fay  too. 
What  though  you  have  a  Coach  lin'd  through  with  Velvet, 
And  four  tair  Flanders  Mares,  why  fhou'd  the  Streets 
be  troubled 

Continually  with  you,  till  Car- men  curfe  you  I 
Can  there  be  ought  in  this  but  pride  of  Shew,  Lady, 
And  Pride  of  Bum- beating,  till  the  learned  Lawyers 
With  their  fat  Bag?,  are  thrufl  againfl:  the  bulks 
Till  all  their  Caufes  crack?  Why  fhould  this  Lady, 

(53)  — ^^^^  Seer-trees  is  feldom  /sen  affeSied,  Jlirs  fome- 
tifnesy"]  Here  a  Monofyllable  dropt  had  hurt  the  Senfe  and  Meafare, 

(34)  -"^Poor  blind  P  e  op  I e,"]*  Mr.  ^y?npfon '^oxAd.  \tzA  pur-blind ^ 
but  the  Text  does  not  feem  to  want  any  Amendment. 

And 
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And  t'other  Lady,  and  the  third  fweet  Lady, 

And  Madam  at  Mile-end^  be  daily  vi^md^  [lefled, 

(35)  Arid  your  poor  Neighbours  with  courfe  Naps  neg-^ 
Fafhions  conferr'd  about,  Pouncings,  and  Paintings, 
And  young  Mens  Bodies  read  on  hke  Anatomies  ? 

IVid.  You're  very  credulous. 
And  fomewhat  defperate,  to  deliver  this,  Sir^ 
To  her  you  know  nor,  but  you  (hall  confefs  me^ 
And  find  I  will  not  Itart ;  in  us  all  Meetings 
Lie  open  to  thefe  lewd  Reports,  and  our  Thoughts  at 
Church, 

Gur  very  iVieditations,  fome  will  fwear. 
Which  all  fhou'd  fear  to  judge,  at  leaft  uncharitably. 
Are  mingled  with  your  Memories  5  cannot  Qeep, 
But  this  iWeet  Gentleman  fwims  in  our  Fancies, 
That  fcarlet  Man  of  War,  and  that  fmooth  Senior  j 
Not  drefi  our  Heads  without  new  Ambuflies, 
How  to  furprize  that  Greatnefs,  or  that  Glory  ; 
Our  very  Smiles  are  fubjed:  to  Conftrudlions  ; 
Nay  Sir,  ix^^me  to  this,  we  cannot  pifti. 
But  'tis  A'fivour  for  fdme  Fool  or  other  : 
Should  we  examine  you  thus,  were't  not  pofTible 
To  take  you  without  Perfpedtives  ?    VaL  It  may  be^ 
But  thefe  excufe  not. 

Wid.  Nor  yours,  force  no  Truth,  Sir, 
What  deadly  Tongues  you  have,  and  to  thofe  Tongues 
What  Hearts,  and  what  Inventions  ?  O'  my  Gonfcience^ 
And  'twere  not  for  fharp  Juftice,  you  would  venture 
To  aim  at  your  own  Mothers,  and  'count  it  glory 
To  fay  you'd  done  fo  :  All  you  chink  are  Gounfels, 
And  capnot  err  ;  'tis  we  ftill  that  (hew  double. 
Giddy,  or  gorg'd  with  PafTion ;  we  that  build 

(36)  Babels  for  Mens  Confufions,  we  that  fcatter, 
As  Day  does  his  warm  Light,  our  killing  Curfes 

(39)  ^apf^i']  Former  Edit. 

(36)  — —  For  Mens  Conclujions,']  There  Would  I  think  need  no 
Proof  of  this  Emendation,  had  I  only  my  own  Cohjedlure  to  rely 
upon  ;  I  fent  it  Mr.  Theobald,  and  he  feems  to  have  made  it  long 
before ;  for  in  very  old  Ink  is  wrote,  annon  Confufions,  and  then  in 
new  Inkj  fic  \Ji  ^arto.  Mr.  Symp/on  too  fends  me  Word  that  it 
was  his  Reading. 

Vol.  II.  X  Over 
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(37)  Over  God's  Creatures,  next  to  Devils  in  Malice : 
Let  us  intreac  your  good  words.    VaL  Well,  this  Woman. 
Has  a  brave  Soul.   IVid,  Are  not  we  gaily  bled  then, 

(38)  And  much  beholden  to  you  for  your  fufFerance  .'^ 
You  may  do  what  you  lift,  we  what  befeems  us. 
And  narrowly  do  that  too,  and  precifely. 

Our  Names  are  ferv'd  in  elfe  at  Ordinaries, 

And  belcht  abroad  in  Taverns.  VaL  O  moft  brave  Wench, 

And  able  to  redeem  an  Age  of  Women. 

Wid,  You  are  no  Whoremafters   Alas,  no,  Gentlemen, 
It  were  an  impudence  to  think  you  vicious : 
You  are  fo  holy,  handfome  Ladies  fright  you. 
You  are  the  cool  things  of  the  time,  the  Temperance, 
Meer  Embjems  of  the  Law,  and  Veils  of  Virtue, 
You  are  not  daily  mending  like  Dutch  Watches, 
And  plaftering  like  old  Walls  5  they  are  not  Gentlemen, 
That  with  their  fecret  fins  increafe  our  Surgeons, 
And  lie  in  Foreign  Countries,  for  new  fores  ; 
Women  are  all  thefe  Vices ;  you're  not  envious, 
Falfe,  covetous,  vain- glorious,  irreligious. 
Drunken,  revengeful,  giddy -eyed  like  Parrots, 
Eaters  of  others  Honours.    VaL  You  are  angry. 

Wid.  No  by  my  Troth,  and  yet  I  cou'd  fay  more  too. 
For  when  Men  make  me  angry,  I  am  miferable. 

VaL  Sure  'tis  a  Man,  flie  cou'd  not  bear't  thus  bravely  elfe. 
It  may  be  I  am  tedious,    IVid.  Not  at  all.  Sir. 
I  am  content  at  this  time  you  fhou'd  trouble  me. 

VaL  You  are  diftruftful. 

md.  Vv^here  I  find  no  Truth,  Sir. 

VaL  Come,  come,  you're  full  of  Paffion. 

Wid»  Some  I  have,  ^ 
I  were  too  near  the  Nature  of  a  God  elfe. 

(37)    to  the  De'vil's  Malice,']  The  flight  Change  here 

both  improves  the  Senfe  and  Meafure. 

(38)   For  your  Subjiance  P]  The  Widow  is  declaiming  at  the 

Libertinifm  of  Men  ;  and  as  a  Contraft,  fliews  the  Reilraint  they  on 
pain  of  Cenfurc  inflidl  on  the  Women.  It  is  not  the  fmall  lhare  of 
Maintenance  or  Wealth  that  falls  to  the  Female  Sex  which  Ihe  com- 
plains of  J  as  the  old  Reading  implies,  and  therefore  it  has  no 
Connexion  with  the  Context.  My  Reading  feems  to  give  the  Idea 
lequired. 

Val. 
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Val.  You*re  monftrous  Peevifh. 
Wid.  'Caufe  they  are  monftrous  Foolifh, 
And  know  not  how  to  ufe  that  fliould  try  me, 
Val.  I  was  ne*er  anfwer'd  thus ;  were  you  ne'er  Drunkj 
Lady  ? 

Wid.  No  fure,  not  Drunk,  Sir  \  yet  I  love  good  Wine, 
As  I  love  Health  and  joy  of  Heart,  but  temperately  ; 
Why  do  you  ask  that  queftion  p  Val  For  that  Sin 
That  they  moft  charge  you  with,  is  this  Sin's  Servant, 
They  fay  you  are  monftrous  •  • 

Wid.  What,  Sir,  what  ?    Val.  Moft  ftrangely. 

Wid.  It  has  a  name  fure  ?    Val.  Infinitely  luftfulj 
Without  all  bounds,  they  fwear  you  kill'd  your  Husband. 

Wid.  Let's  have  it  all,  for  Heav'n's  fake,  'tis  good  Mirth, 
Sir. 

Val.  They  fay  you  will  have  four  nowj  and  thofe  four 
Stuck  in  four  quarters,  like  four  Winds  to  cool  you  : 
Will  flie  not  cry  nor  curfe  ?    Wid.  On  with  your  Story* 

Val.  And  that  you're  forcing  out  of  difpenfations 
With  fums  of  Mony  to  that  purpofe..  Wid.  Four 
Husbands !  Should  not  I  be  bleft,  Sir,  for  example  } 
Lord,  what  ftiou'd  I  do  with  them  ?  Turn  a  Malt-mill, 
Or  Tithe  them  out  like  Town-bulls  to  my  Tenants^ 
You  come  to  make  me  angry,  but  you  cannot. 

Val.  I'll  make  you  merry  then,  you're  a  brave  WomaHj^ 
And  in  defpite  of  Envy  a  right  good  one. 
Go  thy  ways,  troth  thou  art  as  good  a  Woman, 
As  any  Lord  of  'em  all  can  lay  his  Leg  over, 
1  do  not  oft  commend  your  Sex.  Wid^  It  feems  fo. 
Your  Commendations  are  fo  ftudied  for. 

Vol,  I  came  to  fee  you  and  lift  you  into  Flowr, 
To  know  your  purenefs,  and  I've  found  you  excellent, 
I  thank  you  ; 

Continue  fo,  and  fhew  Men  how  to  tread, 
And  Women  how  to  follow :  Get  an  Husband, 
An  honeft  Man,  for  you  are  a  good  Woman, 
And  live  hedg'd  in  from  Scandal,  let  him  be  too 
An  underftanding  Man,  and  to  that  ftedfaft  ; 
•Tis  pity  your  fair  Figure  (hould  mifcarry. 
And  then  you're  fixt:  Farewel.  Wid,  Pray  ftay  a  little, 

X  2  I 
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I  love  your  company  now  you  are  fo  pleafant. 
And  to  my  dirpofition  fet  fo  even. 

Val.  I  can  no  longer.  \jExit. 

Wid.  As  I  live  a  fine  Fellow, 
This  manly  handfom  Bluntnefs  fhcws  him  honeft ; 
\^'hat  IS  he,  or  from  whence?  Blefs  me,  four  Husbands ! 
How  prettily  he  fooled  me  into  Vices, 
To  ftir  my  Jealoufie,  and  find  my  Nature  ; 
A  proper  Gentleman :  I  am  not  well  o'th'  fudden. 
Sue  h  a  Companion  I  cou'd  live  and  die  with  i 
His  Angers  are  meer  Mirth. 

Enter  Ifabella. 

Ifab.  Come,  come,  I'm  ready. 

iVid,  Are  you  fo  ?    Jfah,  What  ails  flie  ? 
The  Coach  ftays,  and  the  People,  the  day  goes  on, 
I  am  as  ready  now  as  you  defire,  Sifter : 
Fie,  who  ftays  now,  why  do  you  fit  and  pout  thus  ? 

Wid.  Prithee  be  quiet,  Pm  not  well. 

Ifab.  For  Heav'n's  fake 
Let's  not  ride  ftaggering  in  the  Night,  come  pray  take 
Some  Sweet-meats  in  your  Pocket,  if  your  Stomach—* 

Wid,  I  have  a  little  bufinefs.    Ifah,  To  abufe  me, 
C39)  You  ftiall  not  find  new  Dreams,  and  new  Sulpicions, 
To  horfe  there  all. 

Wid,  Lord,  who  made  you  a  Commander! 
Hey  ho,  my  Heart. 

Ifah,  What,  is  the  Wind  come  thither. 
And  Coward  like,  do  you  lofc  your  Colours  to  *em  } 
Are  you  fick  o'th'  Valentine  ?  Sweet-Sifter  ? 

(39)  —  Find  neiv  Dreams  and  nenu  Sufpicions^  to  horfe  'VJtthal^ 
What,  was  any  body  to  be  hors'd  with  Dreams,  ^c.  The  abfolute 
Nonfenfe  of  this  PafTage  a  fmall  difference  in  pointing,  and  the  ad- 
dition of  one  Letter  will  clear  up  entirely.  "Nenu  Dreams  and  new  Suf- 

picions  To  horfe  ivithal.  i.  e.  Ifahclla  orders  all  the  Servants  to 

mount  their  Horfes,  to  which  the  Widow  anfwers. 

Lord,  ivho  made yau  Commander  ?  Mr.  Sympfon* 

The  old  Reading  does  not  feem  to  me  to  be  Nonfenfe :  It  may 
mean,  you  fhan't  find  new  Sufpicions  to  make  you  horfe  away 
from  Town.  But  the  Anfwer  plainly  (hews  that  Mr.  Sympfon\  Con- 
jedure  ought  to  be  admitted,  only  I  have  changed  a  i:'article  to 
jsaskc  the  Senfe  plainer. 

Comfe 
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Come  let's  away,  the  Country  will  fo  quicker)  you. 

And  we  fhall  live  fo  fweetly  ;  Luce,  y'r  Lady's  Cloak  j 

Nay,  you  have  put  me  int*  fuch  a  gog  of  going, 

I  wou'd  not  flay  for  all  the  World  j  if  I  live  here. 

You  have  fo  knocked  this  Jove  into  my  Head, 

I  lhall  love  any  Body,  and  I  find  my  body, 

I  know  not  how,  fo  apt — -pray  let's  be  gone.  Sifter, 

I  ftand  on  Thorns.    JVid,  I  prithee  Ifahella^ 

I'faith  I  have  fome  bufinefs  that  concerns  me, 

I  will  fufpe6t  no  more ;  here,  wear  that  for  me,  and 

I'll  pay  the  hundred  pound  you  owe  your  Taylor, 

Enter  Shorthofe,  Roger,  Humphry,  Ralph. 

Ifab,  I  had  rather  go,  but' 
Wid.  Come  walk  in  with  me. 
We'll  go  to  Cards,  unfaddle  the  Horfes  there. 

Short,  A  Jubile !  a  Jubile  !  we  ftay,  Boys.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Uncle  and  Lance  :  Fountain,  Bellamore  and 
Hairbrain  following, 

Unc.  Are  they  behind  us  ? 

Lance,  Clofe,  clofe,  fpeak  aloud,  Sir.  * 

Unc,  I'm  glad  my  Nephew  has  fo  much  Difcretion, 
At  length  to  find  his  wants.    Did  fli'  entertain  him  } 

Lance.  Mod  bravely,  nobly,  and  gave  him  fuch  a  wel- 

Unc,  For  his  own  fake,  do  you  think  ^  [come! 

Lance.  Moft  certain.  Sir, 
And  in  his  own  Caufe  he  beftir'd  himfelf  too, 
And  wan  fuch  liking  from  her,  fne  dotes  on  him, 
H'as  the  command  of  all  the  Houfe  already. 

Unc.  He  deals  not  well  with's  Friends. 

Lance.  Let  him  deal  on. 
And  be  his  own  Friend,  he  has  moft:  need  of  hen 

Unc.  I  wonder  they  wou'd  put  him  ^ 

Lance.  You're  in  the  right  on't. 
A  Man  muft  raife  himfelf,  I  knew  he*d  cozen  *em, 
And  glad  I  am  he  has :  He  watch'd  occafion. 
And  found  it  i'th'  nick.    Unc.  He  has  deceiv'd  me. 

Lance.  I  told  you,  howfoe'er  he  wheel'd  about, 
He  wou'd  charge  home  at  length  :  How  I  cou*d  laugh  now^ 

X  3  To 
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To  think  of  thefe  tame  Fools ! 

Unc.  'Twas  not  well  done, 
Jecaufe  they  trufted  him,  yet  — 

Bel.  Hark  you.  Gentlemen. 

Unc.  We  are  upon  a  bufinefs,  pray  excufe  us ; 
They  have  it  home* 

(40)  Lance,  Come,  let  it  work  good  even  Gentlemen, 

[Exeunt  Uncle  and  Lance. 
Fount,  'Tis  true,  he  is  a  Knave,  I  ever  thought  it. 
Hair.  And  we  are  Fools,  tame  Fools. 
Bel.  Come  let's  go  feek  him, 
He  (hall  be  hang'd  before  he  colt  us  bafely,  [^Exeunt, 

Enter  Ifabella  and  Luce. 

Jfah.  Art  fure  fhe  loves  him  ?  Luce.  Am  I  fure  I  live? 
And  I  have  clapt  on  fuch  a  Commendation 
On  your  Revenge.    Ifab.  Faith  he's  a  pretty  Gentleman. 

Luce.  Handfoai  enough,  and  that  her  Eye  has  found  out, 

Ifah.  He  talks  the  bell  they  fay,  and  yet  the  maddeft. 

Ltice.  H'as  the  right  way.    Ifab.  How  is  flie  ? 

Ltice.  Bears  it  well, 
As  if  Ihe  car'd  not,  but  a  Man  may  fee 
With  half  an  Eye  through  all  her  forc'd  Behaviour. 
And  find  who  is  her  Valentine,  Ifah.  Come  let's  go  fee  her, 

(41)  1  long  to  perfecute.    Luce.  By  no  means,  Miftrefs, 
Let  her  take  better  hold  firft.    Ifab,  I  cou'd  burft  now, 

\Exeunt. 

Enter  Valentine,  Fountain,  Bellamore,  and  Hairbrain, 

Val.  Upbraid  me  with  your  benefits,  you  Pilchers, 

(42)  You  fhotten-foul'd,  flight  Fellows?  Was't  not  I 
That  undertook  you  firft  from  empty  Barrels, 

(40^  —  Good  on  GentUmert.'l  Former  Edit.  Amended  hy'^x.Theo- 
hald  and  Mr.  Sympfon. 

(41)           To  p"ofecute.'\  The  fmall  Change  I  have  made  feems 

warranted  both  by  Luce's  xAnfvver,  and  Ifabella  s  Projeft  of  vexing 
her  Side^,  which  Luce  afterwards  expreffes  by  the  fame  Word  ;  Still 
they  perfecute  her. 

(42)  7'ou  Jhotte;t,  fold,^  The  Reading  I  have  fubftituted,  is  from 
Mr.  Theobald's  Margin,  and  I  thir.ic  it  a  very  happy  Conjecture. 

And 
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And  brought  thofe  barking  Mouths  that  gapM  like 
Bung-holes 

To  utter  Senfe?  Where  got  you  Undcrftanding  ? 
Who  taught  you  Manners  and  apt  Carriage 

(43)  To  rank  your  felves  ?  Who  fil'd  you  in  fit  Taverns  ? 
Were  thofe  born  with  your  Worfhips  when  you  came  hi- 
What  brought  you  from  the  Univerfities  [ther  ? 
Of  moment  matter  to  allow  you, 

(44)  Befides  your  Small-Beer  Sentences? 
Bel  'Tiswell,  Sir. 

VaL  Long  Cloaks  with  two  hand  Rapiers,  boot-hofes 

(45)  With  penny-pofes. 

And  twenty  Fools  opinions,  who  look'd  on  you, 

(46)  But  piping  Kites  that  knew  you  wou*d  be  prizes. 
And  Prentices  in  Paul\  Church-yard,  that  fcented 

(47)  Your  want  of  Britain' %  Books. 

(43)  — ■  Who  fir  d  you]  The  Emendation  here  I  fent  Mr.  Theo- 
hald,  and  I  find  ihat  he  had  long  fince  made  it,  for  it  Hands  in  very- 
old  Ink,  and  then  in  new.    Firjl  ^arto. 

(44)  Small  hafe  Sentences  ?  ]  Old  ^arto.  Small-bare.  True 
Reading  reftored  by  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Sympfon. 

(45)  IVith  penny -pofes,']  1  think  it  very  probable  that  fome  Words 
are  loft  here,  that  would  have  had  more  relation  to  penny-pofqs  than 
what  now  precedes  them,  and  have  completed  the  Verle. 

(46)  But  piping  Rites  that  kne-iv you  ^jould  be  prizing,']  Kites  is  a 
Term  for  Sharpers,  as  in  the  firft  Page  of  this  Play, 

Maintaining  Hofpitals  for  Kites  and  Curs. 
That  this  therefore  is  the  true  Reading  here  I  cannot  doubt,  for 
the  Epithet  piping  expreffes  the  Noife  v/hich  the  Kire  m.akes  in  fcek- 
ing  his  Prey,  and  cannot,  I  believe,  be  joined  to  any  other  Word 
with  Propriety.  Both  Mr.  Sympfon  and  Mr.  Theobald  corjedur'd. 
Wights,  but  gave  it  up.  The  Cliange  of  the  laft  Word  is  equally 
neceflary  to  the  Senfe. 

(47  — ; — Britam'j  Books^  This  v.^as  a  voluminous  Writer  fneer*d 
by  ieveral  Wits  of  our  Author's  Age.  The  initial  Letters  of  his 
Name  were  mentioned  in  the  Scornful  Lady,  P.  300.  And  Mr.  Theo- 
bald there  calls  him  Broughton,  quoting  Ben  Johnfo7i?,  Alchymif, 
But  Mr.  Sympfon  has  found  him  mentioned  by  Broome  in  his  Merry 
Beggars,  where  he  is  calTd  Britain ;  and  by  Sir  'John  Suckling  in 
his  Goblins,  by  the  Name  of  Briton :  And  as  they  ail  agree  in  Cha- 
rafter,  there  can  be  no  doubt  of  their  meaning  th?  fame  Perfon.  One 
may  colltdl  from  them  that  his  Works  were  full  of  formal  high- 
flown  Compliments,  and  are  therefore  very  properly  apply here. 


Eniir 
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Enter  Widow  and  Luce. 

Fount.  This  cannot  fave  you. 

Fdh  Taunt  my  Integrity,  you  Whelps? 

Bel  You  ma*  talk 
The  (lock  we  gave  you  out,  but  fee  no  further. 

Hair.  You  tempr  our  Patience,  we  have  found  you  out. 
And  what  your  trufl  comes  to,  you  are  well  feather'd, 
Thank  us,  and  think  now  of  an  honed  Cour!e, 
^Tis  time    Men  now  begin  to  look,  and  narrowly 
Ipto  your  tumbling  tricks,  they're  ftale. 

Wid.  Is  not  that  he  ? 

Luce,  'Tis  he.    Wid,  Be  ftill  and  mark  him. 
Val,  How  niis'rable  will  thefe  poor  Wretches  be 
When  Iforfake'em! 

But  things  have  their  nece/Tities.    I'm  forry,  to  what  a 

Vomit  mud  they  turn  again  ; 
Now  to  their  own  dear  Dunghil  breedings  ne*er  hope. 
After  I  caft  you  off,  you  Men  of  Motley, 
You  moft  undone  things  below  pity,  any 
That  has  a  Soul  and  fix  Pence  dares  relieve  you, 
My  Name  iliall  bar  that  BlefTing ;  there's  your  Cloak, 
Sir,  keep  it  clofe  to  you,  it  may  yet  preferve  you 
A  fortnight  longer  from  the  Fool ;  your  Hat, 
Pray  be  cover'd, 

And  there's  the  Sattin  that  your  Worfhip  fent  me, 

Wil'  i>rve  you  at  a  Sizes  yet.    Fount,  Nay,  faith  Sir, 

Yc/u  ii.ay  e'en  rub  thefe  out  now.    Val  No  fuchRelick, 

Nor  the  lead  rag  of  fuch  a  fordid  weaknefs 

Shall  keep  me  warm  ;  thefe  Breeches  are  mine  own. 

Purchased,  and  paid  lor,  without  your  Compaflion, 

A  Chridian  Breeches  founded  in  Black-Friers^ 

And  lb  1  will  maintain  'em.  Hair,  So  they  feem.  Sir. 

Val  Only  the  thirteen  Shilli  igs  in  thefe  Breeches, 
And  the  odd  Groat,  I  take  it,  fhall  be  yours.  Sir, 
A  mark  to  know  a  Knave  by,  pray  preferve  it. 
Do  not  dilpleafe  more,  but  take  it  prefently. 
Now  help  me  off  with  my  Boots. 

Hair.  We're  no  Grooms,  Sir. 

ya'L  For  once  yoQ  fhall  be,  do  it  willingly. 

Or 
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Or  by  this  Hand  IMl  make  you.    Bel  To  our  own,  Sir, 
We  may  apply  our  Hands.   Val.  There's  your  Hangers, 
You  may  tiderve  a  ftrong  pair,  and  a  Girdle 
AVili  hold  you  widiout  Buckles  5  now  I'm  perfeft. 
And  now  the  proudeft  of  your  Worfiiips  tell  me, 
I  am  beholding  to  you.    Fount.  No  fuch  matter  ! 

Val  And  take  heed  how  you  pity  me,  'cis  dangerous. 
Exceeding  dangerous  to  prate  of  pity  ; 
(48)  Which  are  the  poorer,  you  or  I  now  Puppies 
1  without  you,  or  you  without  my  Knowledge? 
Be  Rogues,  and  fo  be  gone,  be  Rogues,  reply  not. 

For  if  you  do  • 

Bel  Only  thus  much,  and  then  we'll" leaveyou :  Th*  Air 
Is  fh^rper  far  than  is  our  Anger,  Sir, 
And  thefe  you  might  referve  to  rail  in  warmer. 

//^fV.  Pray  haveacare,Sir,of  your  Health.  \Ex.Loven. 
Val  Yes  Hog-hounds, 
More  than  you  have  o"  your  wits ;  'tis  cold,  and  I 
Am  very  fcnflble^  extreamly  cold  too. 
Yet  I'll  not  off,  'till  I  have  fliam'd  thefe  Rafcals; 
I  have  indur'd  as  ill  heats  as  another, 
(49)  And  ahnofl:  every  way  that  one  can  perifh  ; 
My  Body,  you'll  bear  cold^  hut  they  the  blame  on't ; 
I'm  colder  here,  not  a  poor  penny  left. 

Enter  Uncle  with  a  Bag, 
Unc.  'Twas  rarely  ta'en,  and  now  he's  flead  he  will  be  ruled.. 
Lance.  To  him,  and  tew  him,  abufe  him,  nip  him  clofe. 
Unc,  Why  how  now,  Coufin,  funning  your  felf  this 
weather  ^ 

Val  As  you  fee.  Sir,  in  'a  hot  fit,  thank  my  Friends. 

I^^8)   Poorer.    Tou  are  noiv  Puppies  ?]  Here  the  Senfe  and 

Meafure  have  cqualiy  fulFered.    How  flat  is  it  meerly  to  call  them  . 
Puppies  ?  He  had  called  them  Whelps,  and  worfc  Names  before.  X 
fent  my  Emendation  to  Mr.  Theobald,  and  lin4  it  in  his  Margin, 
Mr.  Sympfon  too  fays  that  he  hit  upon  the  fame, 

(49)  ^rtd  e'very  njoay  if  one  could  perijh  my  Boiy^yoii  U  hear  the  hla7ns 
onU  ;  ]  Here  both  Senfe  and  Meafure  feem  entirely  loft,  nor  can  I  re- 
ftore  either  without  taking  Liberties,  which  I  doubt  will  be  thought 
unwarrantable.  I  have  given  the  only  tolerable  Senfe  which  I  could 
pick  oi}t  of  the  Wreck  that  is  left ;  but  am  far  from  impofing  my 
Additions  as  the  genuine  Text. 
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Unc,  But  Coufin, 
Where  are  your  Cloatlis,  Man  ?  Thofe  are  no  Inheritance, 
Your  fcruple  may  compound  with  thofe  I  take  it, 
This  is  no  fafliion,  Coufin.    VaL  Not  much  foJlow'd, 
I  mud  confefs ;  yet  Uncle,  I  determine 
To  try  what  may  be  done  next  Term. 

(50}  Lance.  How  came  you  thus.  Sir,  for  you're 
ftrangely  mew'd. 

Val.  Rags,  Toys  and  Trifles,  fit  only  for  thofe  Fools 
That  firft  poffeffed  'em,  and  t'  thofe  Knaves  they're 
rend red. 

All  Freemen,  Uncle,  ought  t'  appear  like  Innocents, 
(51)  Old  Jdam^ 

A  fair  Fig-leaf  fuflicient.  Unc.  Take  me  with  you, 
Were  thefe  your  Friends  that  clear'd  you  thus  ? 

Val  Hang  Friends, 
And  even  Reckonings  that  make  Friends. 

Unc,  I  thought  till  now. 
There  had  been  no  fuch  Living,  no  fuch  Purchafc, 
(For  all  the  reft  is  Labour)  as  a  Lift 
Of  honourable  Friends  ;  do  fuch  Men  as  you.  Sir, 
In  lieu  of  all  your  Underftandings,  Travels, 
And  thofe  great^gifcs  of  Nature,  aim 't  no  more 
Than  cafting  off  your  Coats?  Pm  ftrangely  cozen'd. 

Lance,  Should  not  the  Town  fliake  at  the  cold  you 
And  all  the  Gentry  fuffer  interdiclion,         [feel  now, 
No  more  fenfe  fpoken,  all  things  Goth  and  Vandal^ 
'Till  you  be  fumm*d  again,  Velvets  and  Scarlets, 
Anointed  with  Gold  Lace,  and  Cloth  of  Silver 
Turn'd  into  Spanijh  Cottons  for  a  Penance, 
Wits  blafted  with  your  Bulls,  and  Taverns  withered. 
As  though  the  Term  lay  at  St.  Albans? 

Val,  Gentlemen, 
You've  fpoken  long  and  level,  I  befeech  you, 

(50)  Strangtly  mo'v' Mr.  Theobald i2.y^  in  his  Margin  that 
me-M^d  is  a  term  in  Falconry  for  ihedding  of  Feathers ;  it  is  derivM 
from  ^nuer  to  change,  and  is  a  vfery  juft  Emendation.  The  word 
Vumm'd  below,  is  another  term  in  Falconr/j  and  figaifies  full-plumed, 
both  proper  to  Lance  who  is  a  Falconer  as  well  as  Tenant. 

Old  Adam, J  Here,  I  believe,  fomething  is  lofl  tliat  ^ould 
f  xobably  Kave  filled  up  both  Senie  and  Meafure. 

Take 
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Take  Breath  a  while  and  hear  me  5  you  imagine  now. 
By  th*  twirling  of  your  Strings,  that  I'm  at  th'  kit,  as  alio 
That  m'  Fnends  are  flown  hke  Swallows  after  Summer. 
Unc,  Yes,  Sir. 

Val  And  that  I  have  no  more  in  this  poor  Pannier^ 
To  raife  me  up  again  above  your  Rents,  Uncle. 

Unc    '11  this  I  do.  believe.    Val  You  have  no  mind 
To  better  me.    Unc.  Yes,  Coufin,  and  t'  that  end 
I  come,  and  once  more  offer  you  all  that 
My  Pow'r  is  Mafter  of.    Val  'Tis  a  match  then. 
Lay  me  down  fifty  Pounds  there.    Unc.  There  it  is,  Sir. 

Val.  And  on  it  write,  that  you  are  pleas'd  to  give  this. 
As  due  unto  my  Merit,  without  caution 
Of  Land  redeeming,  tedious  thanks,  or  thrifty 
Hereafter  to  be  hop'd  for.    Unc.  How  ^ 

[Luce  lap  a  Suit  and  Letter  at  the  Boor. 

Val  Without  daring. 
When  you  are  Drunk,  to  relifh  of  Revilings, 
To  which  you're  prone  in  Sack,  Uncle. 

Unc.  i  thank  you,  Sir. 

Lance,  Come,  come  away,  let  the  young  Wanton 
play  awhile. 
Away  I  fay.  Sir;  let  him  go  forward  with 
His  naked  Fafhion,  he'll  feek  you  to  morrow  ; 
Goodly  weather,  fultry  hot,  fuitry,  how  I  fweat ! 
Unc.  F^rewel,  Sir.  [Exeunt  Uncle  and  Lance. 

Val  Wou'd  I  fweat  too,  I'm  monftrous  vext,  and 
cold  too> 

And  thefe  are  but  thin  Pumps  to  walk  the  Streets  in  j 
Cloaths  I  muft  get,  this  Fafliion  won't  fadge  with  me; 
Befides,  *tis  an  ill  Winter  wear.  —  What  art  thou? 
Yes,  they  are  Cloaths,  and  rich  ones,  fome  Fool's 
left  'em  ; 

And  if  I  fhou'd  utter  —  What's  this  Paper  l\ere  ? 
Let  this  be  only  worn  by  the  moll  noble 
And  moft  deferving  Gentleman  Vaknfine. 
— Dropt  out  o'th' Clouds!  I  think  they  Ve  full  of  Gold 
too-,  well, 

I'll  leave  my  wonder,  and  be  warm  again, 

Jn  the  next  Houfe  Pll  Ihift,  [Exit. 

ACT 
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A  C  T   IV.  SCENE! 

Enter  Francifco,  Uncle,  and  Lance, 

Fr<i».  1X7H  Y  do  you  deal  thus  with  him?  'Tis  un- 
▼  V  nobly. 

Vnc,  Pence,  Coufin,  peace,  you  are  too  tender  of  him. 
He  muft  be  dealt  thus  with,  he  muft  be  cured  thus, 
The  violence  of  his  Difcafe,  Francifco^ 
Mufl  not  be  jefted  with,  'tis  grown  infe£tious. 
And  now  ftrong  Corrofives  muft  cure  him. 

Lance,  H'as  had  a  Stinger, 
Has  eaten  off  his  Cloaths,  the  next  his  Skin  comes. 

Unc.  And  let  it  fearch  him  to  the  Bones,  'tis  better, 
'Twill  make  him  feel  it. 

Lance,  Where  be  his  noble  Friends  now  ? 
Will  his  fantaftical  Opinions  cloath  him. 
Or  th*  learn'd  Art  of  having  nothing  feed  him  ? 
'  JJnc,  It  muft  needs  greedily. 
For  all  his  Friends  have  flung  him  off,  he's  naked. 
And  where  to  skin  himfelf  again,  if  I  li;now, 
Or  can  devife  how  he  lliou'd  get  himfelf  Lodging, 
His  Spirit  muft  be  bow'd,  and  now  we  have  him,j 
Have  him  at  that  we  hoped  for. 

Lance.  Next  time  we  meet  him 
Cracking  of  Nuts,  with  half  a  Cloak  about  him, 
For  all  means  are  cut  off,  or  borrowing  fix  Pence, 
To  ftiew  his  Bounty  in  the  Pottage  Ordinary 
Tran,  Which  way  went  he? 
Lance.  Pox,  why  (hou'd  you  ask  after  him? 
You  have  been  trim'd  already,  let 'm  take  his  Fortune, 
He  fpun  it  out  himfelf,  Sir,  there's  no  pity. 

Unc,  Befldes,  fomegood  to  you  now,  from  this  Mifery, 
[ran.  I  rife  upon  his  Ruins!  fie,  fie.  Uncle, 
Fie  honeft  Lance,  Thofe  Gentlemen  were  bafe  People, 
That  cou'd  fo  foon  take  fire  to  his  Deftrudlion. 
line.  You  arc  a  Fool,  yoo  are  a  Fool,  a  young  Man. 


Enter 
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Enter  Valentine. 

Vah  Good  morrow  Uncle,  morrow  FrankSv^ttx.  Frankj 
And  how  d'ye  think  now,  how  fliew  Matters  ? 
Morrow  Bandog. 

Unc.  How  ? 

Fran.  'S  this  Man  nak'd,  forfaken  of  his  Friends? 

Val.  Thou'rt  handfome,  Franks  a  pretty  Gentleman, 
I*f.iith,  thou  look'll  well,  yet  here  may  be  thofe 
That  look  as  handfome.    Lance,  Surely  he  can  Conjure, 
And  has  the  Devil  for  his  Taylor.    Unc.  New  and  rich! 
'Tis  moft  impoffible  he  fhould  recover. 

Lance.  Give  him  this  luck,  and  fling  him  into  the  Sea. 

Unc.  'Tis  not  he. 
Imagination  cannot  work  this  Miracle — . 

VaL  Yes,  yes,  'tis  he,  I  will  afTure  you.  Uncle, 
The  very  he,  the  he  your  Wifdom  plaid  with, 
I  thank  you  for't,  neigh'd  at  his  Nakednefi, 
And  made  his  Cold  and  Poverty  your  Paftime ; 
You  fee  I  live,  and  th'  beft  can  do  no  more  Uncle, 
And  though  [  have  no  State,  I  keep  the  Streets  ftili; 
And  take  my  pleafure  in  the  Town,  like  a  poor  Gen- 
tleman, ^  [me. 
Wear  Cloaths  to  keep  me  warm,  poor  things  they  fervc 
Can  make  a  fhew  too  if  I  lift,  yes  Uncle, 
And  ring  a  peal  i'  my  Pockets,  ding,  dong,  Uncle, 
Thefe  are  mad  foolifti  ways,  but  who  can  help  'cm  ? 

Unc.  I  am  amaz'd.    Lance.  I'll  fell  my  Copyhold, 
For  fince  there  are  fuch  excellent  new  nothings. 
Why  Ihou'd  I  labour?  Is  there  no  Fairy  haunts  him. 
No  Rat,  nor  no  old  Woman  ?    Unc.  You  are  Valentine  ? 

VaL  I  think  fo,  I  can't  tell,  I  have  been  call'd  fo. 
And  fome  fay  Chrilten'd  ;  why  do  you  wonder  at  me. 
And  fwell,  as  if  you  had  met  a  Serjeant  lifting. 
Did  yo'u  e'er  know  Defert  want  ?  You  are  Fools, 
A  little  ftoop  there  may  be  to  allay  him, 
He'd  grow  too  rank  elJe,  a  fmall  Eclipfe  to  flaadow  him. 
But  out  he  muft  break,  glowingly  again. 
And  with  as  great  a  luftre,  look  you  Uncle, 
Motion  and  Majefty,    Unc.  I  m\  confounded. 

Fran. 
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Fran,  I'm  of  his  Faith. 

VaL  Walk  by  his  carelefs  Kinfman, 
And  turn  again  and  walk,  and  look  thus.  Uncle, 
Taking  feme  one  by  th'  Hand  whom  he  loves  beft, 
Leave  'em  to  th'  Mercy  of  th'  Hog- market,  come  Frank^ 
Fortune  is  now  my  Friend,  let  me  inftrucl  thee. 

Fran,  Good  morrow,  Uncle,  I  muft  needs  go  with  him. 

VaL  Flay  me,  and  turn  me  out  where  none  inhabits, 
"Within  two  hours  I  lhall  be  thus  again  j 
Now  wonder  on,  and  laugh  at  your  own  Ignorance, 

Val.  and  Fran, 

Unc,  I  do  believe  him. 

Lance,  So  do  I,  and  hearitly 
Upon  my  Confcience,  bury  him  ftark  naked. 
He'd  rife  again,  within  two  hours  imbroider'd. 
Sow  Muftard -feeds,  they  can't  come  up  fo  thick 
As  his  new  Sattins  do,  and  Cloths  of  Silver, 
•There  is  no  ftriving.    Unc,  Let  him  play  awhile  then^ 
And  let's  fearch  out  what  hand  • 

Lance.  Ay,  there  the  Game  lies.  [Exemf^ 

Enter  Fountain,  Bellamore,  and  Hairbrain. 

Fount,  Come,  let's  fpeak  for  our  felves,  we've  lodg'd 
him  fure  enough, 
His  Nakednefs  dare  not  peep  out  to  crofs  us. 

Bel.  We  can  have  no  admittance. 

Hair,  Let's  in  boldly. 
And  ufe  our  beft  Arts,  who  Ihe  deigns  to  favour. 
We're  all  content. 

Fount,  Much  good  may  do  her  with  him. 
No  civil  Wars.    Bel.  By  no  means.    Now  do  I 
Much  wonder  in  what  old  tod  Ivie  he 
Lies  whiftling;  for  Means,  nor  Cloaths  he  hath  none. 
Nor  none  will  trufl:  him,  we've  made  that  fide  fure. 
We'll  teach  him  a  new  wooing.    Hair,  Say  it  is 
His  Uncle's  fpite.    Fount,  'Tis  all  one,  Gentlemen, 
'T  has  rid  us  fair  of  an  incumberance, 
And  makes  us  look  about  to  our  own  Fortunes. 
Who  are  thefe  } 


Enter 
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Enter  IfabeJla  and  Luce. 

Ifab.  Not  fee  this  Man  yet!  well,  I  lhall  be  wiler: 
But  Luce^  didft  e'er  know'  a  Woman  melt  fo? 
She*s  finely  hurt  to  hlint. 

Luce,  Peace,  the  three  Suitors. 

Ifab.  I  cou'd  fo  titter  now  and  laugh  ;  I  was  loft,  Luce^ 
And  I  muft  love,  I  know  not  what ;  O  Cupid^ 
What  pretty  gins  thou  haft  to  halter  Woodcocks  ! 
And  we  muft  into  th'  Country  in  all  hafte.  Luce. 

Luce,  For  Heav'n's  fake,  Miftrefs. 

Ifah,  Nay,  I've  done, 
I  muft  laugh  tliough  j  but  Scholar,  I  ft)all  teach  you. 

Fount,  'Tis'r  Sifter.    Bel.  Save  you.  Ladies. 

IJah.  Fair  met  Gentlemen, 
You're  vifiting  my  Sifter,  I  aflure  my  felf. 

Hair,  We  wou'd  fain  blefs  our  Eyes. 

Ifab,  Behold  and  welcome. 
You'd  fee  her  ?    Fount,  'Tis  our  bufinefs.- 

Ifab.  You  fliall  fee  her. 
And  you  fliall  talk  with  her. 

Luce,  She  will  not  fee  'em, 
Nor  fpend  a^word. 

Ifah,  I'll  make  her  fret  a  thoufand. 
Nay  now  I've  found  the  Scab,  I  will  fo  fcratch  her. 

Luce,  She  can't  endure  'em. 

Ifq^,  She  loves  'em  but  too  dearly  ; 
Come  follow  m*e,  I'll  bring  you  to  th'  party,  * 
Then  make  your  own  Conditions,  Gentlemen. 

Luce,  She's  fick,  you  know. 

Ifah,  I'll  make  her  well,  or  kill  her ; 
And  take  no  idle  anfwer,  you  are  Fools  then. 
Nor  ftand  off*  for  her  State,  ftie'll  fcorn  you  all  then. 
But  urge  her  ftill,  and  though  flie  fret,  ft'ill  follow  her  5 
A  Widow  muft  be  won  fo.    Bel,  She  fpeaks  bravely, 

Ifab.  I'd  fain  ha'  a  Brother  i'  Law,  I  love  Mens 
company. 

And  if  ftie  call  for  Dinner  to  avoid  you. 

Be  fure  you  ftay ;  follow  her  into  her  Chamber, 

If  ftie  retire  to  Pray,  pray  with  her,  and  boldly. 

Like 
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Like  honefl:  Lovers.    Luce,  This  will  kill  her. 

Fount,  You've  fhewed  us  one  way,  do  but  lead  the  tothef. 
Ifab,  I  know  you  ftand  o'thorns,  come  Til  difpatch 
Luce,  If  you  Jive  after  this.  [you. 
Ifab,  I've  loft  my  aim.        ^  \Exeunt. 

Enter  Valentine,  and  Francifco. 

Fran,  Did  you  not  fee  'em  fince  } 

Val.  No,  hang  *em,  hang  'em. 

Fran,  Nor  won't  you  be  feen  by  'em  ? 

Val,  Let  'em  alone,  Franks 
ril  make  'em  their  own  Juftice,  and  a  Jerker. 

Fran,  Such  bafe  difcourteous  Dog-v^helps, 

Val,  I  fhall  dog  'em. 
And  double  dog  'em,  ere  I've  done. 

Fran.  Will  you  go  with  me. 
For  I  wou'd  fain  find  out  this  piece  of  bounty. 
It  was  the  Widow's  Man,  that  I  am  certain  of. 

Val.  To  what  end  wou'd  you  go  ^ 

Fran,  To  give  her  Thanks. 

Val.  Hang  giving  Thanks,  haft  not  thou  Parts  deferve  it  ? 
'T  includes  a  further  will  to  be  beholden  5 
Beggars  can  do  no  more  at  door  5  if  you 
Will  go,  there  lies  your  way.    Fran,  I  hope  you'll  go. 

Vai,  No  not  in  Ceremony,  and  t'  a  Woman, 
With  mine  own  Father,  were  he  living,  Frank, 
I  would  to  th'  Court  with  Bears  firft,  if  it  be 
That  Wench  I  think  it  is,  for  t'other's  wifer,  * 
I  wou'd  not  be  fo  lookt  upon,  and  laught  at. 
So  made  a  Ladder  for  her  Wit  to  climb  upon, 
(For  'tis  the  tarteft  Tit  in  Chriftendom, 
I  know  her  well  Franks  and  have  buckled  with  her,) 
So  lickt,  and  ftroaked,  flear'd  upon,  and  flouted. 
And  ftiown  to  Chamber-maids,  like  a  ftrange  Beaft, 
She'd  purchas'd  with  her  penny. 

Fran.  You're  a  ftrange  Man, 
But  do  you  think  it  was  a  Woman  >    Val,  There's 
No  doubt  on't,  who  can  b*  there  to  do  it  elfe  ? 
Befidcs  the  manner  of  the  Circumftances. 


Fran. 


Fran,  Such  Courtefies,  who  ever  does  'em,  Sir^ 
Saving  your  Wifdom,  muft  be  more  Jookt  into. 
And  better  anlWer'd,  than  wi*  deferving  flights, 
Or  what  we  ought  to  have  conferred  upon  us. 
Men  may  ftarve  elfe,  Means  are  not  gotten  now 
With  crying  I'm  a  gallant  Fellow^  a  good  Soldier^ 
A  Man  of  Learning,  fit  to  be  employ'd,  • 
Immediate  Bleffings  ceafe  hke  Miracles, 
And  we  muft  grow  by  fecond  Means.    I  pray 
Go  wi'  me,  ev'n  as  you  love  me,  Sir. 

FaL  I'll  come  to  thee, 
But  Franky  I  will  not  ftay  to  hear  your  Fopp'ries, 
iDifpatch  thofe  ere  I  come.    Fran.  You  will  not  fail  me^ 

VaL  Some  two  hours  hence  expert  me. 

Fran.  1  thank  you. 
And  will  look  for  you*  {Exeunh 

Enter  Widow,  Shorthofe,  and  Roger. 

Wid>  Who  let  in  thefe  Puppies  ? 
You  feveral  blind  Rafcals,  drunken  Knaves. 

Short.  Yes  forfooth,  I'll  let  'em  in  prefently,  

Gentlemen* 

Wid.  Sprecious,  you  blown  Pudding,  bawling  Rogue ! 

Short.  I  bawl  as  loud 's  I  can,  wou'd  you  have  me  fetch 
Upon  my  back  ?  ['em 

Wid.  Get  'em  out,  Rafcal,  out  with  'e.rij 
I  fweat  to  have  'em  near  me. 

Short.  I  fhou'd  fweac  more 
To  carry  'em  out.    Roger.  They're  Gentlemen,  Madam. 

Short.  Shall  we  get  'em  into  th'  Buttery,  and  make 
'em  Drunk  ? 

JVid.  Do  any  thing,  fo  I  be  eas'd. 

Enter  Ifabella,  Fountain,  Bellamore,  and  Hairbrain, 

Ifab.  Now  to  her,  Sir^  fear  nothing. 
Rag.  Slip  afide,  Boy, 
I  know  Ihe  loves  'em,  howfoe'er  Ihe  carries  it. 
And  has  invited  'em,  m'  young  Miftrefs  told  me  fo. 
Short.  Away  to  Tables  then.         [^Exe.  Short.  Rdg. 
Ifab.  I  fliall  burft  with  the  fport  on'c. 
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Fount,  You  are  too  curious,  Madam,  and  too  full 
Of  preparation,  we  expeft  it  not.  [cent, 

BeL  Methinks  the  Houfe  is  handfom,  ev'ry  place  de- 
What  need  you  be  fo  vext  ?  Hair,  We  are  no  Strangers. 

Fount,  What  though  we  come  ere  you  expedted  us. 
Do  not  we  know  your  Entertainments,  Madam, 
Are  free,  and  full  at  all  times  ? 

Wid.  You  are  merry,  Gentlemen. 

BeL  We  come  to  b'  merry.  Madam,  very  merry. 
Love  to  laugh  heartily,  and  now  and  then  Lady 
A  little  of  our  old  Plea.    JVid,  I  am  bufic. 
And  very  bufie  too,  will  none  deliver  me  ? 

Hair.  There  is  a  time  for  all,  you  may  be  bufie. 
But  when  your  Friends  come,  youVe  as  much  pow% 

Wid,  This  is  a  tedious  Torment.  [Madam. 

Fount,  How  handfomly 
This  little  piece  of  Anger  (hews  upon  her  ! 
(52)  Well,  Madam,  you  know  how  to  grace  your  felf. 

BeL  Nay  every  thing  fhe  does  breeds  a  new  fweetnefs. 

JVid.  I  muftgo  up,  I  muft  goup,  I  have 

bufinefs  waits  me  ;  fome  Wine  for  th'  Gentlemen. 

Hair,  Nay,  we'll  go  with  you,  we  ne'er  faw  your 
Chambers  yet. 

Ifab,  Hold  there,  my  Boys. 

Wid,  Say  I  go  my  Prayers? 

Fount.  We'll  pray  with  you,  and  help  your  Meditations. 

Wid,  This's  boifterous;  or  fay  I  go  to  deep, 
Will  you  go  fleep  with  me  ?    BeL  So  fuddenly 
Before  Meat  will  be  dangerous,  we  know 
Your  Dinner's  ready.  Lady,  you'll  not  fleep. 

IVid,  Give  me  my  Coach,  Pll  take  the  Air. 

Hair.  We'll  wait  on  you. 
And  then  your  Meat  after  a  quickned  Stomach. 

Wid,  Let  it  alone,  and  call  my  Steward  to  me. 
And  bid  him  bring  his  reckonings  into  ch'  Orchard : 
Unmannerly  rude  Puppies——  [^E:^it  Widow. 

Fount,  We'll  walk  after  you. 
And  view  the  pleafure  of  the  Place; 

(52}  Tou  knonv  not  horjj  to  grace  your  felf!\  As  the  Negative  fcems 
CO  hurt  both  Senfc  and  Meafurc,  I  have  cxpungM  it, 

Ifah: 
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Ifah,  Let  *er  not  reft. 
For  if  you  give  her  breath,  fhe'JI  fcorn  and  flout  you. 
Seem  how  llbe  will,  this  is  the  way  to  win  her. 
Be  bold  and  profpen 

BeL  Nay  if  we  do  not  tire  her. —     \Exemt  Lovers. 

Ifab,  Til  teach  you  to  worm  me,  good  Lady  Sifter, 
And  peep  into  my  Privacies  to  fufpedt  me, 
ril  torture  you,  with  that  you  hate,  moft  daintily, 
•  And  when  I've  done  that,  laugh  at  that  you  love  moft. 

Enter  Luce, 

Luce.  What  have  you  done  ?  ftie  chafes  and  fumes 
outragioufly. 

And  ftill  they  Perfecute  her.  Ifab.  Long  may  they  do  fo, 
I'll  teach  her  to  declaim  againft  my  Pities ; 
Why  is  ftie  not  gone  out  o'th'  Town,  but  gives 
Occafion  for  Men  t'  run  mad  after  her  ? 

Luce.  I  ftiall  be  hang'd. 

Ifab,  This  in  me 'd  been  high  Treafon, 
Three  at  a  time,  and  private  in  her  Orchard ! 
I  hope  ftie  will  caft  up  her  Reckonings  right  now. 

Enter  Widow. 

md.  Weil,  I  (hall  find  who  brought  'em. 
Ifab.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Wid.  Why  do  you  laugh.  Sifter?  I  fear  me 'tis 
Your  trick,  'twas  neatly  done  of  you,  and  well 
Becomes  your  Pleafure. 

Ifab.  What  have  you  done  with  'em  ?  [dance 

iVid.  Lockt  'em  I'th'  Orchard,  there  I'll  make  'em 
And  caper  too,  before  they  get  their  liberty. 
Unmannerly  rude  Puppies. 

Ifab.  They're  fomewhat  fancy, 
(53)  But  yet  Pll  let  'em  out,  and  once  more  hound  *em  % 
Why  were  they  not  beaten  out?  tVid.  I  was  about  it. 
But  'caufe  they  came  as  Suitors. 

Ifab.  Why  did  you  not  anfwer  'em  ? 

(53)   Sound  'm.]    I  happily  found  my  Conjedlure  here 

confirm'^  by  the  old  Quano,  Mr,  Sympfin. 
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Wid,,  They  are  fo  impudent  they  will  receive  noner 
More  yet !  How  came  thefe  in  ? 

Enter  Francifco  and  Lance. 

Lance.  At  the  Door,  Madam. 

Ifah,  It  is  that  Face.    Luce,  This  is  the  Gentleman. 

Wid,  She  fent  the  Money  to  ?  Luce.  The  fame. 

Ifah.  I'll  leave  you, 
They  have  fome  bufinels. 

Wid,  Nay,  you  fhall  flay,  Sifter, 
They're  Strangers  both  to  me    how  her  Face  alters ! 

I[ah.  I'm  lorry  he  comes  now. 

Wid.  I  am  glad  he  is  here  now  though. 
Who  wou'd  you  fpeak  with,  Gentlemen  ? 

Lance.  You  Lady, 
Or  your  fair  Sifter  there,  here  is  a  Gentleman 
That  has  receiv'd  a  benefit.    Wid,  From  whom.  Sir.? 

Lance.  From  one  of  you,  as  he  fuppofes.  Madam, 
Your  Man  deUver'd  it.    Wid.  I  pray  go  forward. 

Lance.  And  of  fo  great  a  Goodnefs  that  he  dares  nor. 
Without  the  tender  of  his  Thanks  and  Service, 
Pafs  by  the  Houfe.    Wid.  Which  is  the  Gentleman.? 

Lance.  This,  Madam.  Wid,  What's  your  Name,  Sir 

Fran.  They  that  know  me 
Call  me  Francifco.,  Lady,  one  not  fo  proud 
To  fcorn  fo  timely  a  Benefit,  nor  fo  wretched. 
To  hide  a  Gratitude.    Wid.  It  is  well  beftow'd  then. 

Fran.  Your  fair  felf,  or  your  Sifter,  as  it  fecms, 
For  what  Defert  I  dare  not  know,  unlefs 
A  handfome  Subjed  for  your  Charities^ 
Or  aptnefs  in  your  noble  Will  to  do  it. 
Have  fliowr'd  upon  my  Wants  a  timely  Bounty, 
Which  makes  me  rich  in  Thanks,  my  beft  Inheritance. 

Wid.  I'm  forry 'twas  not  mine,  this  is  the  Gentlewoman; 
Fie,  do  not  blufh,  go  roundly  to  the  matter, 
The  Man's  a  pretty  Man. 

Ifah.  You  have  three  fine  ones. 

Fran.  Then  to  you,  dear  Lady.? 

Ifah,  I  pray  no  more.  Sir,  if  I  may  perfwade  you, 
Your  only  aptnefs  to  do  this  is  Recompence, 

And 
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And  more  than  I  expe£ted.    Fran.  But  good  Lady. 

Ifab,  And  for  me  further  to  b'  acquainted  with  it, 
Befides  the  imputation  of  vain  Glory, 
Were  greedy  thankings  of  my  lelf,  1  did  it 
Not  to  be  more  afFe£ted  to  >  1  did  it. 
And  if  it  happen'd  where  I  thought  it  fitted 
I  have  my  end ;  more  to  enquire  is  curious 
In  either  of  us,  more  than  that  fufpicious. 

Fran.  But  gentle  Lady,  'twill  be  neceflary. 

Ifab,  About  the  right  way  nothing, 
Do  not  fright  it, 

Being  to  pious  ufe  and  tender- figh ted, 
With  the  blown  Face  of  Complements,  it  blafts  it. 
Had  you  not  come  at  all,  but  thought  your  Thanks 
*T  had  been  too  much,  'twas  not  to  fee  your  Perfbn. 
Wid,  A  brave  diflembling  Rogue,  and  how  (he  car- 
ries it  ? 

Ifab,  Though  I  believe  few  handfomer ;  or  hear  you, 
Though  I  affedl  a  good  Tongue  well ;  or  try  you. 
Though  m'  Years  defire  a  Friend,  that  I  relieved  you* 

TVtd,  A  plaguy  cunning  Quean. 

Ifah.  For  fo  I  carried  it, 

(54)  end's  too  glorious  in  mine  Eyes,  and  better'd 
The  goodnefs  I  propounded  with  Opinion. 

Wid,  Fear  her  not,  Sir. 

Ifah,  You  cannot  catch  me,  Sifter. 

Fran.  Will  you  both  teach,  and  tie  my  Tongue  up,Lady 

Jfah.  Let  it  fuffice  you  have't,  'twas  never  mine, 
Whilft  good  Men  wanted  it. 

Lance.  This  is  a  Saint,  fure. 

Ifab,  And  if  you  be  not  fuch  a  one,  reftore  it. 

Vran,  To  commend  my  felf. 
Were  more  officious  than  you  think  my  Thanks  are. 
To  doubt  I  may  be  worth  your  Gift  a  Treafon, 

(55)  2o^h  to  mine  own  good  and  to  your  underitanding, 

(54)  ^ —  And  lettered  the  Goodnefs^  This  Sentence  has  fomething 
dark  in  it,  which  I  cannot  clear  up  :  She  would  feem  to  fay,  that  fhe 
intended  to  enhance  the  Goodnefs  of  her  Adion  by  Concealment. 

(55)  To  mine  onvn  good  and  under fianding,']  Here  again  the  Mea- 
furc  and  Senfc  were  ccjually  hurt.    It  is  by  no  means  confonant  to  the 

y  3  Mptiedy 
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I  know  my  Mind  clear,  and  though  Modefty 
Tells  me,  that  he  who  doth  intreat  intrudes ; 
Yet  I  muft  think  fomething,  and  of  fome  Seafon, 
Mer  with  your  better  tafte,  this  had  not  been  elfe. 
Wid.  What  ward  for  that,  Wench?  ♦ 
Ifah.  'Las,  it  never  touch'd  me. 
Fran.  Well,  gentle  Lady,  yours  is  the  firfl:  Mony 
I  ever  took  upon  a  forc'd  ill  Manners  ! 

Jjah.  The  laft  of  me,  if  ever  you  ufe  other. 
Fran.  How  may  I  do,  and  your  way,  to  be  thought 
A  grateful  Taker  ?    Ifah.  Spend  it,  and  iay  nothing. 
Your  Modefiy  may  dekrve  more.    Wid,  O  Sifter, 
Will  you  bar  Thankfulnefs ! 

IJah,  Dogs  dance  for  Meat, 
Wou'd  ye  have  Men  do  worfe  ?  For  they  can  fpeak. 
Cry  out  like  Wood-mongers,  good  deeds  by  the  hundreds, 
I  did  it  that  my  beft  Friend  (hould  not  know  it, 
Wine  and  vain  Glory  does  as  much  as  I  elfe  j 
If  you  will  force  my  Merit,  againft  my  Meaning, 
Ufe  it  in  well  beftovving  it,  in  fhewing 
It  came  to  be  a  benefit,  and  was  fo  ; 
And  not  examining  a  Woman  did  it, 
Or  to  what  end,  in  not  believing  fometimes  • 
Your  felf,  when  Drink  and  ftirring  Converfation 
Tvjay  ripen  ftrange  perfuafions.    Fran,  Gentle  Lady, 
I  were  a  bafe  Receiver  of  a  Courtefie 
And  you  a  vvorfe  Difpofer,  were  my  Nature 
Unfurnifn'd  of  thefe  fore-  fights.   Ladies  honours 
(56)  Were  ever  in  my  Thoughts  unfpotted  Ermines, 

Their 

Modefly  of  Francifco  to  commend  his  own  Underftanding,  when  it 
was  not  called  in  Qaeflion  ;  bat  to  fay  that  he  would  not  doubt  his 
own  Merit,  fince  one  of  To  good  an  Underilanding  had  dillinguifh'd 
it,  this  is  in  Charafter.  Mr.  Sympfon  had  ma3e  this  Addition  be- 
fore I  fent  it  him. 

(56)  Unfpotted  Crimes,']  My  Corjedure  in  this  place  was 

ShrineSf  but  Mr.  Tbeohald  has,  I  doubt  not,  hit  upon  the  true 
Word  ;  for  behdes  its  Propriety  to  the  Epithet,  he  has  proved  it  by 
a  Parallel  PalTage  of  our  Poets.    Monfieur  Tt^omas,  Aft  4.  Scene  i. 

 •  O  that  HoneJIy 

That  Ermine  Honefly,  unfpotted  efer, 
^Tiil  I  faw  this,  I  was  fully  fatisfy'd  wilh  nay  own  Emendation,  whicH 
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Their  good  Deeds  holy  Temples,  where  the  Incenfe 
Burns  nor  to  common  Eyes ;  your  fears  are  virtuous. 
And  fo  I  fhall  preferve  *eni.    Ifab,  Keep  but  this  way, 
And  from  this  place  to  tell  me  fo,  you've  paid  me  ; 
And  fo  I  wifh  you  fee  all  Fortune.  \^Exit, 

Wid,  Fear  not, 
The  Woman  will  be  thank'd,  I  do  not  doubt  it. 
Are  you  fo  crafty,  carry  it  fo  precifely  ? 
(57)  This  is  to  awake  my  Fears,  not  to  abufe  me  5 
I  fhall  look  narrowly  ;  dcfpair  not  Gendeman, 
There  is  an  hour  to  catch  a  Woman  in, 
If  you  be  wife,  fo,  I  muft  leave  you  too-. 
Now  I'll  go  laugh  at  m'  Suitors.  {Exit, 
Lance,  Sir,  what  courage  ?  [tutes 
Fran,  (58;  This  Woman  is  a  Founder,  and  cites  Sta- 
To  all  her  benefits.    Lance,  I  ne'er  knew  yet. 
So  few  Years  and  fo  cunning,  yet  believe  me 
She  has  an  itch,  but  how  t'  make  her  confefs  it, 
For*t  is  a  crafty  Tic,  and  plays  about  you. 
Will  not  bite  home,  fhe  would  fain,  but  fhe  dares  not ; 
Carry  your  felf  but  fo  difcreedy.  Sir, 
That  want  or  wantonnefs  feem  not  to  fearch  you, 

I  now  condemn,  and  mention  it  only  to  fhesv,  how  little  Depen- 
dence one  ought  to  have  upon  the  moft  plaufible  Conjedure ;  and 
that  to  be  pofitive  and  dogmatical,  does  not  become  a  verbal  Critick. 
Mr.  Sympfon  read  with  me  Shrines,  but  entirely  agreed  in  the  Prefe- 
rence of  Ermines.  * 

(57)  Or  to  ahufe  me,']  This  Reading  feems  wrong,  could  I/a- 
hella  carry  it  fo  precifely  on  purpofe  to  make  her  Sifter  more  watch- 
ful of  her?  The  (light  Change  I  have  made  gives  this  Senfe ;  your 
Behaviour  which  was  intended  to  lull  my  Fears  afleep,  lhall  not  fo 
abufe  me,  but  make  me  more  vigilant.  Mr.  Sympfon  does  not  admit 
this,  but  would  read, 

Is  this  to  nuake  my  Tears,  or  to  ahufe  me  ? 
But  how  could  (he  ask  fo  abfurd  a  Queftion  ? 

(58)  '  A  Founder  and  cites  Statutes f\  This  is  fomewhat  obfcure, 

but  I  believe  the  meaning  is,  This  Woman  is  a  Founder  or  Builder 
up  of  my  Fortunes,  and  lilie  the  Founder  of  &  College  has  no  other 
Motive  than  the  Statutes  or  Commands  of  Heaven  to  be  Charitable. 
Or  perhaps,  {he  is  a  Founder  of  my  Fortunes,  and  mentions  Statutes 
to  me  which  (he  expefts  me  to  conform  to.  Founder  is  ufcd  in  the 
fame  Senfe  in  the  Captain^  Acl  i.  Scene  3. 

■  ■  -  ■  ■  imagine  Me 

A  founder  of  old  Fellouus  ! 

Y  4  And 
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i^nd  you  fhall  fee  her  open.    Fran.  I  do  love  her, 
And  were  i  rich,  wouM  give  two  thoufand  pound, 
(59)  To  wed  her  Wit  but  one  hour,  oh  'tis  a  Paragon, 
And  fuch  a  fpritely  way  of  Pleafure,  ha  Lance, 

Lance.  Your  na  Lance  broken  once,  you'd  cry,  ho, 
ho.  Lance. 

Tran.  Some  leaden  landed  Rogue  will  have  this 
Wench  now. 
When  all's  done;  fome  fuch  Youth  will  carry  her. 
And  wear  her,  greafie  out  like  fluff*,  fome  Dunce 
That  knows  no  more  but  Markets,  and  admires  nothing 
3Bat  a  long  charge  at  Sizes :  O  the  Fortunes ! 

Enter  Ifabella  and  Luce. 

Lance.  Comfort  your  felf. 

Ltice.  They  are  here  yet,  and  alone  too. 
Boldly  upon't ;  nay,  Miftrefs,  I  ftill  told  you, 
Jlow  you  would  find  your  truft,  this  'tis  to  venture 
Your  Charity  upon  a  Boy. 

Lance,  Now,  what's  the  matter? 
Stand  fad,  and  like  your  felf. 

Ifah.  Prithee  no  more.  Wench. 

Luce.  What  was  his  want  to  you  ?    Ifah.  *Tis  true. 

Luce.  Or  Mifery, 
Or  fay  he  had  been  i'th'  Cage,  was  there  no  Mercy 
To  look  abroad  but  yours  ?   Ifah.  I  am  paid  for  fooling. 

Luce.  Muft  every  flight  Companion  that  can  purchafe 
(60)  Ps  Ihevv  of  Poverty  and  Beggary 
Fall  under  your  Compaflion  ?  Lance.  Here's  new  matter. 

Luce. 

(^9)  ^'*Tis  a  Dragon  This  h  ?.n  odd  Animal  for  a  Lover  to  com- 
pare his  Midrefs  to;  had  (he  been  a  Termagant  or  a  Spit- fire  it 
might  have  been  proper.  Paragon  is  very  near  the  trace  of  the  Let- 
ters, and  is  ufed  bo.h  by  Shake/pear  and  others  of  our  Authors  Age, 
for  an  unparagon'd  Beauty. 

(60)  And  beggarly  Planet, '\  A  fhew  of  a  beggarly  Planet,  does 

not  look  like  a  genuine  Exprcfiion  ;  the  word  Planet,  indeed,  or 
Wanderer,  fcems  proper  in  the  Place,  and  if  it  be  preferved,  we  Ihould, 
1  think,  read, 

A  Jhenjo  of  Po'verty,  each  Beggarly  Planet 
Fail  under  your  Cot^ipajfion  ? 
The  Vcrfe  runs  belter,  as  1  have  vwX  it  in  the  Text,  but  the  Reader 

will 
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Luce,  Nay,  you  are  ferv'd  but  too  well,*herehe  flays  yet. 
Yet  as  I  live.    Fran.  How  her  Pace  alters  on  me  I 
Luce.  Out  of  a  confidence,  I  hope. 
J/ak  ;'m  glad  on't. 
Fran.  How  do  you,  gentle  Lady  ? 
Ifab.  Much  afham'd.  Sir, 
But  firrt  ftand  further  off  me,  you're  infedlious. 
To  find  iuch  Vanity,  nay  almofl  Impudence, 
Where  I  believ'd  a  Worth  :  Is  this  your  Thanks, 
The  Gratitude  you  were  fo  mad  to  make  me. 
This  your  trim  Counfel,  Gentlemen  ^ 
Lance.  What,  Lady  ?  ^  ^ 

Ifah.  Take  your  device  again,  it  will  not  ferve.  Sir, 
The  Woman  will  not  bite,  you're  finely  cozen'd. 
Drop  it  no  more  for  fhame. 

Luce.  D*  you  think  you're  here,  Sir, 
Amongft  your  Waft-coateers,  your  bafe  Wenches 
That  fcratch  at  fuch  occafions  ?  You're  deluded  : 
This  is  a  Gendewoman  of  a  noble  Houfe, 
Born  to  a  better  Fame  than  you  can  build  her. 
And  Eyes  above  your  pitch.    Fran.  I  do  acknowledge-^ 

Ifah.  Then  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  what  could  you  fee, 
(Speak  boldly,  and  fpeak  truly,  fhame  the  Devil,) 
In  my  behaviour  of  fuch  eaOnefs 
That  you  durft  venture  to  do  this  ? 

Fran.  You  amaze  me. 
This  Ring  is  none  of  mine,  nor  did  I  drop  it. 

Luce.  I  faw  you  drop  it.  Sir.    Ifab.  I  took  it  up  too. 
Still  looking  when  your  Modefty  fhould  mifs  it. 
Why,  what  a  Childifh  part  was  this  ?    Fran.  I  vow. 

Ifab.  Vow  me  no  Vows,  for  he  that  dares  do  this. 
Has  bred  hi n1  felf  to  boldnels,  to  forfwear  too ; 
There  take  your  gewgaw,  you  are  too  much  pamper'd. 
And  I  repent  my  part,  as  you  grow  older 
Grow  wiler  if  you  can,  and  fo  farewel.  Sir. 

{^Exeunt  Ifabella,  and  Lucp- 

will  pleafe  to  take  his  choice.  Mr.  Sympfon  does  not  admit  either  of 
thefc  Conjedlure?,  but  would  read, 

A  Jhe^  of  Porueriy  and  beggarly  Plaint. 
But  a  fhew  of  a  beggarly  Plaint,  Ceeius  as  harih  to  nie  as  the  old 
Reading.  • 

Lance, 
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Lance,  Grow  wifer  if  you  can  ?  She's  put  it  to  you, 
*Tis  a  rich  Ring,  did  you  drop  it  ?    Fran.  Never, 
Ne'er  faw't  afore,  Lance, 

Lance,  Thereby  hangs  a  Tail  then : 
What  flight  Ihe  makes  to  catch  her  felf :  Look  up,  Sir, 
You  cannot  lofe  her  if  you  would,  how  daintily 
She  flies  upon  the  Lure,  and  cunningly 
(6i)  She  makes  her  flops!  whiftle  and  flie'll  come  to  you. 

Fran,  I  wou'd  I  were  fo  happy. 

Lance,  Maids  are  Clocks, 
The  greatefl:  Wheel,  they  fhow,  goes  flowefl:  to  us. 
And  make  us  hang  on  tedious  hopes  ;  the  lelTer, 
Which  are  conceaPd,  being  often  oyl'd  with  Wiflies, 
Flee  like  deflres,  and  never  leave  that  Motion,  [row, 
'Till  the  Tongue  ftrikes;  flie  is  Flefh,  Blood,  and  Mar- 
Young  as  her  purpofe,  and  as  foft  as  pity; 
No  Monument  to  Worfhip,  but  a  Mould 
To  make  Men  in,  a  neat  one,  and  I  know 
How  e'er  fh' appears  now,  which  is  near  enough. 
You  are  ftark  blind  if  yo'  hit  not  foon  ;  at  Nighc 
He  wou'd  venture  forty  Pounds  more  but  to  feel 
A  Flea  in  your  Shape  bite  her :  Drop  no  more  Rings 
forfooth, 

This  was  the  prettieft  thing  to  know  her  Heart  by. 

Fran.  Thou  put'ft  me  in  much  comfort. 

Lance,  Put  your  felf  in 
Good  comfort,  don't  fhe  point  you  out  the  vay? 
Drop  no  more  Rings,  fhe  11  drop  her  felf  into  you. 

Fran,  I  wonder  m'  Brother  comes  not. 

Lance,  Let  him  alone. 
And  feed  your  felf  on  your  own  Fortunes ;  come 
Be  frolick,  and  let  me  be  monfl:rous  wife. 
And  full  of  counfel  i  drop  no  more  Rings  quoth-a: 

[^Exeunt 

Enter  Widow,  Fountain,  Bellamore,  and  Hairbrain. 

TFid.  If  you  will  needs  be  foolifh  you  muft  b'  us'd  fo  : 
Who  fent  for  you  ?  Who  entertain'd  you.  Gentlemen ? 
Who  bid  you  welcome  hither  ?  You  came  crowding, 

'61'  Stops!  1  Mr,  Sympfon  thinks  it  Ihould  ht  pops. 

And 
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And  impudently  bold  ;  preft  on  my  Patience, 
As  if  .1  kept  a  Houfe  tor  all  Companions, 
And  of  all  forts :  Will  have  your  Wills,  will  vex  me 
And  force  a  liking  from  you  t  ne'er  ow'd  you? 

Fount.  F'r  all  this  we  will  dine  with  you. 

Bel,  And  f'r  all  this 
Will  have  a  better  Anfwer  from  you.    Wid.  You 
Shall  neither  have  an  Anfwer  nor  a  Dinner, 
Unlefs  you  ufe  me  with  a  more  ftaid  Refpeft, 
And  ftay  my  time  too. 

Enter  Ifabella,  Shorthofe,  Roger,  Humphry, 
Ralph,  with  Dijhes  of  Meat, 

Ifah,  Forward  with  the  Meat  now. 
Rog,  Come,  Gendemen,  march  fairly. 

Short,  Roger ^  you  [you; 
Are  a  weak  Serving-man,  your  white  Broath  runs  from 
Fie,  how  I  fweat  under  this  Pile  of  Beef; 
An  Elephant  can  do  more  !  Oh  for  fuch  a  Back  now. 
And  in  thefe  times,  what  might  a  Man  arrive  at ! 
Goofe,  grafe  you  up,  and  Woodcock  march  behind, 
I'm  almoft  foundred. 

Wid.  Who  bid  you  bring  the  Meat  yet  ? 
Away  you  Knaves,  I  will  not  Dine  thefe  two  hours  ;- 
How  am  I  vext  and  chaf -d !  go  carry  it  back. 
And  tell  the  Cook  that  he's  an  arrant  Rafcal, 
To  fend  before  I  call'd. 

Short,  Face  about.  Gentlemen, 
Beat  'mournful  March  then,  and  give  fome  Supporters, 
Or  elfe  I  periih  «  [^Exeunt  Servants, 

Jfab,  It  does  me  much  good 
To  fee  her  chafe  thus. 

Hair,  We  can  ftay,Madam,and  will  ftay  and  dwell  here, 
•Tis  a  good  Air. 

Fount.  I  know  you've  Beds  enough. 
And  Meat  you  hever  want, 

J^id,  You  want  a  little  — - 

Bel,  We  dare  to  pretend  no.  Since  you  are  churlifli. 
We'll  give  you  Phyfick,  you  muft  purge  this  Anger, 
It  burns  you  and  decays  you, 

fFid. 
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Wid,  If  rd  you  out  once, 
I'd  be  at  the  charge  of  a  Portcullis  for  you. 

Enter  Valentine. 

Vol,  Good  morrow,  no'ble  Lady. 

Wid.  G'd  morrow,  Sir. 
How  fweetly  now  he  looks ;  and  how  full  manly  ! 
What  Slaves  were  thefe  to  ufe  him  fo  ! 

Val.  I  come 
To  look  a  young  Man  I  call  Brother. 

Wid.  Such  a  one 
Was  here,  as  I  remember  your  own  Brother, 
But  gone  almoft  an  hour  ago.    Val.  Good  E'en  then. 

Wid.  You  mud  not  go  fo  foon.  Sir  ;  there  are  here 
Some  Gentlemen,  it  may  be  you're  acquainted  with. 

Hair,  Will  nothing  make  him  miferable  ? 

Fount.  How  glorious  ! 

Bel.  It  is  the  very  he ;  does  it  rain  Fortunes, 
Or  has  he  a  Familiar  \    Hair.  How  doggedly 
He  looks  too  ? 

Fount.  'Tis  beyond  Faith,  let's  be  going. 

Val.  Where  are  thefe  Gentlemen  ?    Wid.  Here. 

Val,  Yes,  I  know  'cm, 
And  will  be  more  familiar.    Bel,  Morrow,  Madam. 

Wid,  Nay  flay  and  dine. 

Val.  You'll  ftay  till  I  talk  with  you, 
(62)  And  not  dine  nei'er,  but  fading  fly  my  Fury  5 
You  think  you  have  undone  me,  think  fo  ftill. 
And  fwallow  that  belief,  'till  you  be  company 
Only  for  Court-hand  Clerks,  and  ftarv'd  Attornies, 
'Till  you  break  in  at  Plays  like  Prentices 
For  three  a  Groat,  and  crack  Nuts  with  the  Scholars 
In  penny  Rooms  again,  and  fight  for  Apples, 
^Till  you  return  to  what  I  found  you.  People 
Betray'd  into  the  hands  of  Fencers,  Challengers, 
Tooth- drawers  Bills,  and  tedious  Proclamations 

(62)   But  fafiingly  my  Tury,'\  Mr.  Sympfon  reads  but  fafting  on 

iKv  Fury  :  My  firft  Conjedurc  was,  bide  my  Fury,  butas  fly  is  neareft 
ihe  trace  of  the  Letters,  and  feems  to  me  good  Senfe,  I  think  it 
ir^ofl  probably  the  OriginaL    Mr.  7hesbald  reads,  bide. 

In 
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In  Meal-markets,  with  throngings  to  fee  Cut-purfes. 
Stir  not,  but  hear,  and  mark,  I'll  cut  your  Throats  cjfc, 
'Till  Water-works,  and  rumours  of  New-Rivers 
Ride  you  again,  "and  run  you  into  Queftions 
Who  built  the  Thames^  'till  you  run  mad  for  Lotteries, 
And  ftand  there  with  your  Tables  to  glean  up 
The  Golden  Sentences,  and  cite  'em  fecretly 
To  Serving- men  for  found  Effays,  'till  Taverns 
Allow  you  but  a  Towel-room  to  Tipple 
Wine  in,  that  th'  Bell  hath  gone  for  twice,  and  Glafles 
That  look  like  broken  Promifes,  tied  up 
With  wicker  Proteftations,  EngUJh  Tobacco 
With  half  Pipes,  not  in  half  a  Year  once  burnt,  and 
Bisket 

That  Bawds  have  rub'd  their  Gums  upon  like  Corals 

To  bring  the  mark  again, 

(63)  'Till  this  hour,  Rafcals,  fhall, 

'Till  this  moft  fatal  hour  fhall  come  again, 

Tljink  I  fit  down  the  Lofer. 

Wid.  Will  you  flay,  Gentlemen? 
A  piece  of  Beef,  and  a  cold  Capon's  all. 
You  know  you're  welcome. 

Humph.  That  was  caft  t'  abufe  us. 

Bel.  Steal  off,  the  Devil's  in  his  Anger." 

JVid.  Nay  I  am  fure 
You  will  not  leave  me  fo  difcourteoufly. 
Now  Pve  provided  for  you.    Val.  What  do  you  here? 
Why  do  ye  vex  a  Woman  of  her  Goodnels, 
Her  State  and  Worth  ?  Can  yo'  bring  a  fair  Certificate 
That  you   deferve   to  be  her  Footmen?  Husbands, 
Puppies  ? 

Husbands  for  Whores  and  Bawds,  away  you  Wind-fuckers; 
Do  not  look  big,  nor  prate,  nor  ftay,  nor  grumble. 
And  when  you're  gone,  feem  to  laugh  at  my  fury. 
And  flight  this  Lady,  I  fhall  hear,  and  kr^ow  this  : 
And  though  I  am  not  bound  to  fight  for  Women, 

(63)  this  hour  Rafcals  fo^  this  moji  fatal  hour  toill  come 

again, 'I  Tho'  I  have  departed  a  good  deal  from  the  old  Reading,  yet 
as  I  have  reftored  what  I  think  to  be  the  Senfe*  and  the  Mcafure,  X 
hope  it  will  "be  allowed. 

As 
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As  far  as  they  arc  good  I  dare  preferve  'em : 

Be  not  too  bold,  for  if  you  be  Til  fwinge  you, 

j^nd  fwinge  you  monftroufly  without  alJ  pity, 

Your  Honours  now  may  go,  avoid  me  mainly.  [Exeunt. 

Wid.  Well,  Sir,  you  have  delivered  me,  I  thank  you. 
And  with  your  Noblenefs  prevented  Danger, 
Their  Tongues  might  utter,  we'll  all  go  and  eat.  Sir. 

VaL  No,  no,  I  dare  not  trufl:  my  felf  with  Women ; 
Go  to  your  Meat,  eat  little,  take  lefs  eafe. 
And  tie  your  Body  to  a  daily  Labour, 
You  may  live  honeftly,  and  fo  I  thank  you.    •  [E>:it, 

Wid,  Well,  go  thy  ways,  thou  art  a  noble  Fellow, 
And  fome  means  I  muft  work  to  have  thee  know  it. 

[Exit. 


ACT    V.     SCENE  L 

Enter  Uncle  and  Merchant. 

Unc.  TV/r  O  S  T  certain  'tis  her  Hands  that  hold  him  up, 
And  'er  Sifter  relieves  Frank. 
Mer,  I'm  glad  to  hear  it  : 
But  wherefore  do  they  not  purfue  this  Fortune 
To  fome  fair  end  ?    Unc,  The  Women  are  too  crafty, 
And  Valentine  too  coy,  and  Frank  too  bafhful ; 
Had  any  wife  Man  hold  of  fuch  a  Bleffing, 
They'd  ftrike  it  out  o'th'  flint  but  they  would  form  it. 

Enter  Widow  and  Shorthofe, 

Mer.  The  Widow  fure,  why  does  fhe  ftir  fo  early  ? 

Wid,  'Tis  ftrange,  I  cannot  force  him  t'underftand  me. 
And  make  a  Benefit  of  what  I'd  bring  him  : 
Tell  my  Sifter  I'll 

Ufe  my  Devotions  at  home  this  Morning, 

She  may  if  flie  pleafe  go  to  Church.    Short.  Hey  ho. 

JVid.  And  do  you  wait  upon  her  with  a  Torch,  Sir. 

Short.  Hey  ho.    Wid.  You  lazy  Knave, 

Short.  Here's  fuch  a  tinkle  tanklings 

That 
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That  we  can  ne'er  lie  quiet,  and  fleep  our  Prayers  ouc. 
Ral'ph^  empty  my  right  Shoe,  pray,  that  you  made 
Your  Chamber-pot,  and  burn  a  Jittle  Rofemary  in't, 
I  muft  wait  upon  my  Lady.   This  Morning  Prayer 
Has  brought  me  into  a  Confumption, 
I've  nothing  left  but  FJefli  and  Bones  about  me. 

Wid.  You  droufie  Slave,  nothing  but  Sleep  and 
Swilling  ?  [been. 

Short,  Had  you  been  bitten  with  Bandog-fleas  as  i*ve 
And  haunted  with  the  night  Mare. 

Wid.  With  an  Ale- pot. 

Short,  You  wou'd  have  little  lift  to  Morning  Prayers^ 
Pray  take  my  fellow  Ralphs  he  has  a  Pfalm  Book, 
I  am  an  ingrum  Man.    IVid.  Get  ready  quickly. 
And  when  lhe*s  ready,  wait  upon  her  handfomely  ; 


Mer,  Good  morrow.  Madam. 
Wid,  Good  morrow.  Gentlemen. 
Vnc,  Good  Joy  and  Fortune. 

Wid.  Thefe  are  good  things,  and  worth  my  thanks,  I 


Mer.  Much  Joy  I  hope  you'll  find,  we  came  to  grata- 
Your  new  knit  Marriage- band.    Wid,  How  ? 

Unc,  He's  a  Gentleman, 
Although  he  be  my  Kinfman,  my  fair  Neice. 
Wid,  Neice,  Sir? 

Vnc.  Yes,  Lady,  now  I  may  fay  To, 
*Tis  no  fhame  t'  you,  I  fay  a  Gentleman, 
And  winking  but  at  fome  light  Fantafies, 
Which  you  moft  happily  m'  aflx^£t  him  for, 
As  bravely  carried,  's  nobly  bred  and  manag'd. 

Wid.  What  is  all  this.^*  1  underftand  you  not. 
What  Neice,  what  Marriage-knot  ? 

Unc.  Pll  tell  you  plainly, 
You  are  my  Neice,  and  Valentine  the  Gentleman,' 
Has  made  you  fo  by  Marringe. 

Wid.  Marriage?    Unc.  Yes,  Lady, 
And  t'was  a  noble  and  a  virtuous  Part, 


thank  you,  Sir. 


[late 


ta 
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To  take  a  falling  Man  to  your  Protedliorij 
And  buoy  him  up  again  to  all  his  Glories. 

Wid,  The  Men  are  furely  mad. 

Mer,  What  though  he  wanted 
Thefe  outward  things,  that  fly  away  like  Shadows, 
Was  not  his  Mind  a  full  one,  and  a  brave  one? 
YouVe  Wealth  enough  to  give  him  glofs  and  outfide. 
And  he  has  Wit  enough  to  love  a  Lady. 

Unc,  I  ever  thought  he  wou'd  do  well, 

Mer.  Nay,  I  knew, 
(64)  Howe'er  he  wheePd  about  like  a  loofe  Carbine, 
He  wou'd  charge  home  at  length,  like  a  brave  Gentle- 
man ; 

Heav'n's  Bleffing  o'your  Heart,  Lady,  we're  fo  bound 
To  honour  you,  in  all  your  Service  fo 
Devoted  to  you. 

Unc,  Do  not  look  fo  ft  range,  Widow, 
It  mufl:  be  knovv^n,  better  a  general  Joy ; 
No  ftirring  here  yet,  come,  come,  you  can't  hide  it. 

Wid.  Pray  be  not  impudent,  thefe  are  th'  fineft  Toys, 
Belike  then  I  am  married?    Mer,  You  are  in 
A  miferable  Eftate  I'th'  World's  account  elfe, 
I  wou'd  not  for  your  Wealth  it  come  to  doubting. 

fVid,  And  I  am  great  with  Child  ? 

Unc.  No,  great  they  fay  not, 
But  'tis  a  full  opinion  you're  with  Child, 
And  there's  great  joy  among  the  Gentlemen,' 
Your  Husband  hath  beftirred  himfelf  fairly. 

Mer,  Alas,  we  know  his  private  hours  of  Entrance, 
How  long,  and  when  he  flaid,  cou'd  name  the  Bed  too^ 
Where  he  paid  down  his  firft  Fruits. 

TVid.  I  fhall  believe  anon. 

Unc.  And  we  confider  for  fome  private  Realbns, 
You'd  have  it  private,  yet  take  your  own  Pleafure  j 

(64)  Cabine,']   A  Carbine  is  a  Term  for  a  Horfe  Soldier, 

and  us'd  by  our  Authors  in  another  Play,  fo  tjiat  I  cannot  doubt 
of  its  being  the  genuine  Reading,  tho'  Mr.  Theobald  did,  for  I  fent 
it  him,  and  find  it  in  his  Margin  with  a  He  probably  did  not 
know  whether  it  was  in  ufc  m  our  Author's  Time.  I  have  Mr.  Symp- 
fon%  Concurrence,  who  fays  he  had  corrected  ic  fo  at  firft  Read- 
ing. 

And 
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And  fo  good  morrow,  my  beft  Neice,  my  fwecteft. 

fVid,  No,  no,  pray  (lay. 

Unc.  I  know  you  wou*d  be  with  him. 
Love  him,  and  Jove  him  welJ. 

Mer.  You'll  find  him  noble. 
This  may  beget—— 

Unc.  It  muft  needs  work  upon  her. 

[Exetini  Uncle  and  Merchant. 

Wid.  Thefe  are  fine  bobs  i'faith,  married,  and  with 
Child  too ! 

How  long's  this  been,  I  trow  ?  They  feem  grave  Fellows, 
They  Ihould  not  come  to  flout ;  married,  and  bedded  ; 
The  World  takes  notice  tool  Where  lies  this  May- 
game  ? 

I  cou'd  be  vext  extreamly  now,  and  rail  too, 

But  'tis  to  no  end  ;  though  I  itch  a  litde, 

Muft  I  be  fcratcht  I  know  not  how  ?  Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  Humphry  a  Servant. 

Humph.  Madam.  [only, 
Wid.  Make  ready  my  Coach  quickly,  and  wait  you 
And  hark  you.  Sir,  be  fecret  and  be  fpecdy. 
Inquire  out  where  he  lies.    Humph.  I  fliall  do't.  Madam. 
Wid.  Married,  and  got  with  Child  i'  a  dream !  'tis 
fine  i' faith  ; 

Sure  he  that  did  this,  would  do  better  waking.  \Emt. 

Enter  Valentine,  Francifco,  Lance,  and  a  Boy  with 

a  Torch^  r  ^     .  , 

iFrank? 

VaL  Hold  thy  Torch  handfomely:  How  doft  thou, 
Peter  Bajfel,  bear  up.    Fran.  You've  fried  me  foundly. 
Sack  do  you  call  this  Drink  ? 

Fal.  A  fhrewd  Dog,  Frank, 
Will  bite  abundantly.    Lance.  Now  cou'd  I  fight, 
And  fight  with  thee. 

Fal.  With  me,  thou  Man  of  Memphis  ? 

Lance.  But  that  thou'rt  m'  own  natural  Matter,  yeC 
My  Sack  fays  thou'rt  no  Man,  thou  art  a  Pagan, 
And  pawn'ft  thy  Land,  which  is  a  noble  Caufe. 

Vol.  11.  Z  FaL 
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Vol,  (65)  No  arms,  nor  harms,  opod.  Lancelot^  dear 

Lance^ 

No  fighting  here,  we  will  have  Lands,  Boy,  Livings, 
And  Titles,  thou  fnalt  be  a  Vice-Roy,  Lance  5 
Hang  fighting,  hang't,  'tis  out  of  fafhion. 

Lance,  i  wou'd 
Fain  labour  you  into  your  Lands  again. 
Go  to,  it  is  behoveful.    Fran,  Fie  Lance,  fie. 

Lance.  I  muft  beat  fome  Body,  and  why  not  my  Mailer, 
Before  a  Stranger  ?  Charity  and  beating 
Begins  at  home. 

VaL  Come,  thou*  fhalt  beat  me.    Lance,  I 
Won't  be  compelled,  and  you  were  two  Mailers, 
I  fcorn  the  Motion. 

Val,  Wilt  thou  fleep?    Lance.  I  fcorn  fleep. 

VaL  Wilt  thou  go  eat  ? 

Lance,  I  fcorn  Meat,  I  come  for  rompcring, 
I  come  to  wait  upon  my  Charge  difcreetly 
For  look  you,  if  you  will  not  take  your  Mortgage  again. 
Here  do  I  lie  St.   George,  and  fo  forth. 

Val,  And  here  do  I,  St.  George,  beftride  the  Dragon, 
Thus  with  my  Lance. 

Lance,  I  fling,  I  fling  wi*  my  Tail. 

Val,  Do  you  fo,  do  you  fo.  Sir }  I'll  Tail  you  prefently. 

Fran,  By  no  means,  do  not  hurt  him. 

Val,  Take  this,  Nelfon\ 
Now  rife,  thou  Maiden-Knight  of  Malligo, 
Lace  on  thy  Helmet  of  inchanted  Sack, 
And  charge  again. 

Lance,  I'll  play  no  more,  yo'  abufe  me,  will  you  go  ? 

Fran,  I  will 
Bid  you  good  morrow,  Brother,  for  fleep  I  can't, 
I  have  a  thoufand  Fancies.    Val,  Now  thou'rt  arriv'd, 
Go  bravely  to  the  matter,  and  do  fomeching 
Of  worth,  Frank, 

Lance,  You  fhall  hear  from 's.  \JE.>:e,  Lance  and  Fran. 

(65)  —  Nor  arms-l  Either  it  muft  be  a  repetition  of  both  Words, 
[iVb  armsy  no  armj,"}  or  elfe  the  Letter  I  have  added  is  necefTary, 
which  gives  fome  little  humour,  and  therefore  was  probably  the  Ori- 
ginal.   I  find  it  confirmM  by  Mr.  Theobald. 

Val 
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Val  This  Rogue, 
If  he'd  been  fober,  fare  had  beaten  me. 
Is  the  moft  tettifh  Knave. 

Enter  Uncle^  Merchant^  and  Boy  with  a  I'orch. 

Unc.  'Tis  he.      Mr.  Good  morrow.  [lufty, 
Val.  Why,  Sir,  good  morrow  t'  you  too,  and  you're  fo 
Unc.  You've  made  your  Brother  a  fine  Man,  we  met 
him. 

Val,  I  made  him  a  fine  Gentleman,  he  was 
(66)  A  Fool  before,  brought  up  amongft  the  Mift 
Of  Small- Beer  Brew-houfes ;   what  would  you  have 
with  me  ? 

Mer,  1  come  to  tell  y',  your  latefl:  hour  is  come. . 
Val.  Are  you  my  Sentence  ? 
Mer.  Th'  Sentence  of  your  State. 
Val.  Let  it  be  hang'd  then,  and  be  hang'd  high  enough, 
I  may  not  fee  it.    Unc,  A  gracious  Refolution. 

VaL  What  would  you  have  elfe  with  me,  will  you 
go  drink, 

And  let  the  World  Aide,  Uncle  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Boys, 
Drink  Sack  like  Whey,  Boys.  . 

Mer.  Have  you  no  feeling,  Sir  ? 

Val.  Come  hither.  Merchant :  Make  m'  a  Supper,  thou 
Moft  reverend  Land-catcher,  'a  Supper  o'  forty  pounds. 

Mer.  What  then.  Sir  ? 

Val,  Then  bring  thy  Wife  along,  and  thy  fair  Sifter?,' 

*(66)    Amongfi  the  mldjl  of  ^mall-Beer  Breiv-houfes^  How 

much  the  flight  Change  I  have  made  improves  the  Senfe,  the  Rea- 
der of  Taile  will  inftantly  fee.  He  will  probably  wonder  how  any 
one  could  mifs  it,  and  think  it  fcarce  deferves  a  Note.  But  for  my 
own  part,  I  fevcral  times  read  o'er  the  Paifage  without  feeing  the 
Corruption,  and  am  at  laft  the  Difcoverer,  tho'  Mr.  Theobald  and 
Mr.  Symp/on  (whofe  Abilities  no  one  will  I  believe  doubt)  had  very 
accurately  ftudied  the  Play.  The  fame  thing  has  frequently  happen'd 
to  me  with  regard  to  their  Emendations  ;  and  I  doubt  not  but  every 
fenfible  Reader  will  find  out  many  more,  which  we  have  all  three 
miffed,  as  obvious  and  certain  as  this.  What  therefore  I  would  often 
inculcate  is,  that  the  Reader  Ihould  not  be  too  fevere  upon  us  for 
fuch  Overfights :  Becaufe  the  fame  thing  has  happened  to  all  Editors 
of  Books  which  abound  with  fuch  numerous  Corruptions  as  do  our 
Authors  Piays. 

Z  2  Thy 
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Thy  Neighbours  and  their  Wives,  and  all  their  Trinkets, 
Let  me  have  forty  Trumpets,  and  fuch  Wine, 
WeMl  laugh  at  all  the  Miferies  of  Mortgage, 
And  then  in  (late  Til  render  thee  an  Anfwer. 
Mer,  What  fay  you  t'  this  ? 

Unc,  I  dare  not  fay,  nor  think  neither.  [Sir. 

Mer,  .Will  you  redeem  your  State  P.fpeak  to  the  point, 

VaL  No,  not  if  it  were  mine  Heir  in  the  Turks  Gallies^ 

Mer,  Then  I  muft  take  an  order? 

VaL  Take  a  thoufand, 
I  will  not  keep  it,  nor  thou  (halt  not  have  it, 
Becaufe  thou  cam'ft  i'th*  nick,  thou  (halt  not  have  it. 
Go  take  PoflTeflion,  and  be  fure  you  hold  it. 
Hold  faft  wi*  both  Hands,  for  there  b*  thofe  Hounds 
uncoupled, 

Will  ring  you  fuch  a  Knell ;  go  down  in  Glory, 
And  march  upon  my  Land,  and  cry.  All's  mine  i 
Cry  as  the  Devil  did,  and  be  the  Devil, 
Mark  what  an  Echo  follows,  build  fine  March-panes, 
To  entertain  Sir  Silk-worm  and  his  Lady, 
And  pull  the  Chappel  down,  and  raife  a  Chamber 
For  Miftrefs  Silver-pin,  to  lay  her  Belly  in, 
Mark  what  an  Earthquake  comes.  Then  foolilh  Merchant, 
My  Tenants  are  no  Subjedls,  they  obey  nothing. 
And  they  are  People  too  were  never  Chriften'd, 
(67)  They  know  *no  Law  nor  Confcience,  they'll  de- 
vour thee, 

An  thou  art  mortal  Staple ;  they'll  confound  thee 
Within  three  Days  \  no  Bit  nor  Memory  • 
Of  what  thou  wert,  no  not  the  Wart  upon 

(67)   They'll  de'vour  thee  ;  and 

Thou  Mortnly  the  Stopple ^  they'll  confound  thee,']  Out  of  this 
Aby  fs  of  Darknefs  I  hope  that  I  have  retrieved  both  Senfe  and  Meafure, 
and  I  have  the  lefs  doubt  of  it,  as  they  mutually  confirm  each  other. 
My  Reading  gives  this  Senfe,  They'll  devour  thee,  if  thou  art  made 
of  mortal  Stuff,  or  according  to  mortal  Standard ;  it  might  perhaps 
be  wrote  An  thou  art  mortal^  Staple ;  calling  the  Merchant  by  that 
Name.  Mr.  Sympfon  had  hit  off  the  word  Staple  before  he  received 
my  Note,  and  read. 

Thou  Mortal  of  the  Staple  \  i.  e.  Thou  Man  of  Merchandife. 
When  different  Readings  are  equally  Senfe,  Conjedure  cannot  decide, 
which  was  the  Original. 

Thy 


Wit  without  Mony.  345 

Thy  Nofe  there,  fliall  be  ever  heard  of  more; 
Go  take  Pofleffion, 

And  bring  thy  Children  down,  to  roft  like  Rabbets, 

They  love  young  Toafts  and  Butter,  Bow-bell  Suckers ; 

As  they  love  mifchiet,  and  hate  i^aw,  they're  Cannibals ; 

Bring  down  thy  Kindred  too,  that  be  not  fruitful. 

There  be  thofe  Mandrakes  that  will  mollifie  'em. 

Go  take  PoflefTion.  .I'll  go  to  my  Chamber  5 

Afore  Boy.  {Exit. 

Mer.  He's  mad  fure.     Unc,  He's  half  drunk,  fure : 
And  yet  I  like  th'  unwillingnefs  to  lofe  it, 
This  looking  back.    Mer,  Yes,  if  he  did  it  handfomely. 
But  he*s  fo  harlh  and  ftrange. 

Unc,  Believe  it  'tis  his  Drink,  Sir,  • 
And  I  am  glad  his  Drink  has  thruft  it  out. 

Mer,  Cann'bals  ?  if  e'er  I  come  to  view  his  Regiment, 
If  fair  Terms  may  be  had.    Unc.  He  tells  you  true^  Sir^ 
They  are  a  Bunch  of  the  moft  boifterous  Rafcals  ' 
Diforder  ever  made,  let  'em  be  mad  once. 
The  Pow'r  of  the  whole  Country  can't  cool  'em  ; 
Be  patient  but  a  while.    Mer,  As  long  as  you  will,  Sir^ 
Before  I  buy  a  bargain  of  fuch  Runts, 
I'll  buy  a  College  for  Bears,  and  live  among  *em. 

Enter  Francifco,  Lance,  and  Boy  with  a  'fmh, 

Fran.  How  doft  th*  now  ? 

Lance,  Better  than  I  was,  and  ftraighter. 
But  m*  Head's  a  Hogfhead  ftill,  it  rowls  and  tumbles* 

Fran,  Thou'rt  cruelly  paid. 

Lance,  I  may  live  to  requite  it. 
To  put  a  Snaffle  of  Sack  i'm*  Mouth  and  then  ride  me 
Very  well.  [now, 

Fran,  *Twas  all  but  Sport,  I'll  tell  thee  what  I  mean 
I  mean  to  fee  this  Wench. 

Lance,  Where  a  Devil  is  fhe? 
And  there  were  two,  'twere  better. 

Fran.  Doft  thou  hear 
The  Bell  ring  ?   Lance,  Yes,  yes. 

Fran,  Then  fhe  comes  to  Pray'rs, 

Z  3  Eirly 
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Early  each  Morning  thither  :  Now  if  I 
Cou'd  but  meet  her,  now  I'm  another  mettle. 

Enter  Ifabel,  and  Shorthofe  with  a  ^orch. 

Lance,  What  light's  yon  ?  [her. 

Fran.  Ha,  'tis  a  light,  take  her  by  the  Hand  and  court 

Lance.  Take  her  below  the  Girdle,you'll  ne'er  fpeed  elfc, 
It  comes  on  this  way  ftill,  oh  that  1  had 
But  fuch  an  Opportunity  in  a  Saw-pit, 
How  it  comes  on,  comes  on !  'tis  here. 

Fran,  'Tis  flie : 
Fortune,  I  kifs  thy  Hand  —  Good  morrow.  Lady. 

Ifah,  What  voice  is  that,  Sirra,  do  you  fleep 
As  you  go?  'tis  he,  I'm  glad  on't.    Why,  Shorthofe  ? 

Short.  Yes,  forfooth,  I  was  dreamt,  I  w's  going  to 

Lance.  She  fees  you 's  plain  as  I  do.  [Church. 

Ifab.  Hold  the  Torch  up. 

Short:  Here's  nothing  but  a  Stall,  and  a  Butchers 
Dog  afleep  in'r, 
Where  did  you  fee  the  Voice  ? 

Fran,  She  looks  ftill  angry. 

Lance.  To  her,  and  meet.  Sir.    Ifah,  Here,  here; 

Fran.  Yes,  Lady, 
Ne'er  blefs  your  felf,  I  am  but  a  Man, 
And  like  an  honeft  Man,  now  I  will  thank  you  — 

Ifab.  What  do  you  mean,  who  fent  for  y',  who  de- 
fir'd  you? 

Short,  Shall  I  put  out  the  Torch,  Forfooth  ? 

Ifab,  Can  I 
Not  go  about  my  private  Meditations 
Bat  fuch  Companions  as  you  muft  ruffle  me  ? 
You'd  bed  go  with  me,  Sir  ?    Fran,  It  was  my  purpofe. 

Ifab,  Why,  what  an  Impudence  is  this!  you'd  beft. 
Being  fo  near  the  Church,  provide  a  Prieft, 
And  perfwade  me  to  Marry  you. 

Fran,  'Twas  my  meaning. 
And  fuch  a  Husband,  f*  loving,  and  fo  careful, 

My  Youth,  and  all  my  Fortunes  fhall  arrive  at  r- 

Hark  you  ? 

Ifab, 
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Ifab.  *Tis  ftrange  you  fhou'd  be  thus  unmannerly. 
Turn  home  again,  Sirra  5  you'd  beft  now  force 
My  Man  to  lead  your  way. 

Lance.  Yes,  marry  fliall  he.  Lady, 
Forward  my  Friend.    Jfah.  This  is  a.pretty  Riot, 
It  may  grow  to  a  Rape.    Fran,  D'  you  like  that  better  ? 
I  can  ravifh  you  an  hui\dred  times,  and  never  hurt  you. 

Short,  I  can  fee  nothing,  I  am  afleep  ftill, 
When  you  have  done  tell  me,  and  then  1*11  wake,  Miftrefi. 

JfaL  Are  you  in  earneft.  Sir,  do  you  long  to  be  hang'd  } 

Fran.  Yes,  by  my  troth,  Lady,  in  thefe  fair  Treffes. 

Jfab.  Shall  I  call  out  for  help  ? 

Fran.  No  by  no  means, 
That  were  a  weak  trick.  Lady, 
ril  kifs,  and  (top  your  Mouth. 

Ifab.  You'll  anfwer  all  thefe  ? 

Fran.  A  thouland  Kiffes  more. 

Ifab.  I  was  ne'er  abus'd  thus. 
You'd  beft  give  out  too,  that  you  found  me  willing. 
And  fay  I  doted  on  you?  Fran,  That's  known  already, 
And  no  Man  living  fliall  now  carry  you  from  me. 

Ifab,  This  is  fine  I'faith. 

Fran.  It  fliall  be  ten  times  finer. 

Ifab,  Well,  feeing  you're  fo  valiant,  keep  your  way, 
I  will  to  Church.    Fran,  And  I'll  wait  upon  you. 

Ifab,  And  *tis  moft  likely  that  there  is  a  Prieft. 
If  you  dare  venture  as  you  now  profels, 
Pd  wifli  you  look  about  you  tho',  to  do 
Thefe  rude  Tricks,  for  you  know  the  Recompences, 
And  truft  not  to  my  Mercy.    Fran,  But  I  will,  Lady. 

Ifab,  For  Pll  fo  handle  you. 

Fran.  That's  it  1  look  for. 

Lance,  Afore,  thou  Dream.  Short,  Have  you  done  ? 
Ifab.  Go  on  i 

Sir,  follow  if  you  dare.    Fran,  If  I  don't,  hang  me. 
Lance,  'Tis  all  thine  own.  Boy,  an  it  were  a  Mil- 
lion, 

God  a  Mercy  Sack,  when  wou*d  Small-Beer  have  done 
this?  [^Exeunt. 


Knocking 


34^  Wit  without  Mony, 


Knocking  within.  Enter  Valentine. 

VaL  Who's  that  that  knocks  and  bounces,  what  a  Devil 
Ails  you,  is  Hell  broke  loofe,  or  do  you  keep 
An  Iron  Mill  ?  . 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv.  'Tis  a  Gentlewoman,  Sir, 
That  iTJuft  needs  fpeak  with  you.  VaL  A  Gentlewoman  ? 
What  Gentlewoman,  what  have  I  to  do  with  Gentle- 
women ? 

Serv.  She'll  not  be  anfwer'd.  Sir. 

Val.  Fling  up  the  Bed 
And  let  her  in,  Pll  try  how  gentle  flie  is —  [Exit  Servant, 
(68)  This  Sack  has  fill'd  my  Head  fo  full  of  Babels, 
I'm  almoft  mad  ;  what  Gentlewoman  fhould  this  be? 
I  hope  fh'as  brought  no  butter  Print  along  with  her 
To  lay  to  my  Charge,  if  fhe  have  1*11  forfwear  it. 

Enter  Widow  and  Servant, 

Wid.  O  you're  a  noble  Gallant,  fend  off  your  Servant 
pray.  {Exit  Servant. 

VaL  She  will  not  ravifh  me  ?  by  this  light  fhe  looks 
As  Iharp  fet 's  'Sparrow-hawk ;  what  wou'dft  thou,  Wo* 
man  ? 

Wid,  O  you  have  us'd  me  kindly,  and  like  a  Gentleman, 
This  is  to  truft  t'  you.    VaL  Truft  to  me,  for  what  ? 

Wid.  Becaufe  I  faid  in  Jeft  once,  that  you  were 
A  handfom  Man,  and  one  I  could  like  well. 
And  fooling,  made  you  to  believe  I  lov'd  you. 
And  might  be  brought  to  marry, 

Val.  Th'  Widow's  drunk  too. 

Wid,  You  out  of  this,  which  is  a  fine  Difcretion, 
Give  out  the  matter's  done,  you've  won  and  wed  mc. 
And  that  you  have  put  fairly  for  an  Heir  too, 
Thefe  are  fifie  Rumours  to  advance  my  Credit ; 
I'ch'  name  of  mifchief  what  d'  you  mean  } 

VaL  That  you  lov'd  me, 

|68)  — ;  Bahltil  Former  Editions,  , 

And 
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And  that  you  might  be  brought  to  marry  me  ? 
Why,  what  do  you  mean.  Widow  ? 

Wid.  *Twas  a  fine  trick  too. 
To  tell  the  World  that  though  you  had  enjoyed 
Your  firft  Wifh  which  you  wifh'd,  the  Wealth  you 
aim'd  at. 

That  I  was  poor,  which  is  moft  true,  I  am. 

Have  fold  my  Lands, 

Becaufe  I  love  not  thofe  Vexations, 

Yet  for  mine  Honour's  fake,  if  y*  muft  be  prating,  \ 

And  for  my  Credit  fake  i'th'  Town. 

Val,  I  tell  thee.  Widow, 
I  like  thee  ten  times  better,  now  thou'ft  no  Lands, 
For  now  thy  hopes  and  cares  lye  on  thy  Husband, 
If  e'er  thou  marry'ft  more. 

IVid,  Have  not  you  married  me. 
And  for  this  main  caufe,  now  as  you  report  it. 
To  be  your  Nurfe  ? 

Val  My  Nurfe  ?  why,  what  am  I  grown. 
Give  me  theGlafs  ;  my  Nurfe? 

Wid.  You-  ne'er  faid  truer, 
I  muft  confefs  I  did  a  litde  favour  you. 
And  with  fome  labour  might  have  been  perfwaded, 
But  when  I  found  I  muft  be  hourly  troubled. 
With  making  Broths,  and  dawbing  your  Decays 
With  Swadling,  and  with  ftitching  up  your  Ruins, 
For  the  World  fo  reports.    VaL  Do  not  provoke  me. 
Wid,  And  half  an  Eye  may  fee. 
Val.  Do  not  provoke  me. 
The  World's  a  lying  World,  and  thou  fliak  find  it. 
Have  a  good  Heart,  and  take  a  ftrong  Faith  to  thee. 
And  mark  what  follows,  m'  Nurfe,  yes,  you  fhall  rock  me; 
Widow,  ril  keep  you  waking. 
Wid,  You're  difpos'd,  Sir. 
VaL  Yes  marry  am  I,  Widow,  and  you'll  feel  it, 
Nay  and  they  touch  my  freehold,  I  am  a  Tiger. 


Wid,  I  think  fo. 
VaL  Come. 
Wid.  Whither  ? 
VaL  Any  whither. 


\Sings. 
"The 
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The  Fit*s  upon  me  nowy  the  Fifs  upon  me  now. 

Come  quickly^  gentle  Lady^  the  Fit'*s  upon  me  noWy 

Ihe  World  Jhall  know  they* re  Foolsy 

And  fo  Jhalt  thou  do  too^ 

Let  the  Cohler  meddle  with  his  ToolSy 

The  Fit's  upon  me  now. 

Come  take  me  quickly,  while  I'm  in  this  vein. 
Away  with  me,  for  if  I  have  but  two  hours  t'  confider. 
All  th'  Widows  i'th*  World  cannot  recover  me. 

IFid,  If  you'll  go  with  me,  Sir. 

Fal.  Yes,  marry,  will  I, 
But  'tis  in  anger  yet,  and  I  will  marry  thee. 
Don't  crofs  me,  yes,  and  I  will  lie  with  thee. 
And  get  a  whole  bundle  o'  Babies,  and  I'll  kifs  thee ; 
Stand  ftill  and  kifs  me  handfomely,  but  don't  provoke  me. 
Stir  neither  Hand  nor  Foot,  for  I  am  dangerous, 
I  drunk  Sack  Yefternight,  don't  allure  me: 
Thou  art  no  Widow  of  this  World,  come  i*  Pity, 
And  i'  fpite  I'll  marry  thee,  not  a  word  more, 
And  then  I  may  be  brought  to  love  thee.  Widow. 

.  [Epteura, 

Enter  Merchant ^  and  Uncle,  at  feveral  Boors, 

M^r,  Well  met  again,  and  what  good  news  yet  ? 
Unc.  Faith  nothing. 
Mer.  No  Fruits  of  what  we  fowed  ? 
Unc.  Nothing  I  hear  of. 
Mer,  No  turning  in  this  tide  yet  ? 
Unc,  'Tis  all  flood. 
And  'till  that  fall  away,  there's  no  expelling. 

Enter  Francifco,  Ifabella,  Lance,  Shorthofe,  a  Torch, 

Mer,  Is  not  this 's  younger  Brother  ? 

Unc.  With  a  Gentlewoman 
The  Widow's  Sifter,  as  I  Hve  he  fmiles. 
He's  got  good  hold  ;  why  well  faid  Frank  i'faith. 
Let's  ftay  and  mark. 

Ifab.  Well,  you're  the  prettieft  Youth, 
And  fo  youVe  handled  me,  think  you  have  me  fure. 

Fran, 
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Tran,  As  fure  as  Wedlock. 

Jfah.  You'd  beft  lye  with  me  too. 

Fran.  Yes,  indeed  will  T,  and  get  fuch  black  -eyM  Boys. 

Vnc,  God  a  Mercy,  Frank, 

Ifab.  This  is  a  merry  World,  poor  fimple  Gentlewomen 
That  think  no  harm,  can't  walk  about  their  Bufinefs, 
But  they  muft  be  catcht  up  I  know  pot  how. 

Fran,  I'll  tell  you,  and  I  will  inftrud  ye  too. 
Ha'  I  caught  you,  Miftrefs  ? 

Ifah.  Well,  and  'twere  not  for  • 
Pure  Pity,  I  would  give  you  the  flip  yet. 
But  being  as  it  is.    Fran.  It  fliall  be  better. 

£»/<?r  Valentine,  fFidow,  and  Ralph,  with  a  Torch. 

Ifah,  My  Sifter,  as  I  live,  your  Brother  with  her  ! 
I  think  you're  the  King's  Takers.  Unc.  Now  it  works. 
Val.  Nay,  you  fiiall  know  I  am  a  Man. 
md.  I  think  fo. 

Val,  And  fgch  proof  you  fliall  have. 
Wid.  I  pray,  fpeak  foftly._  ^ 
Val.  I'll  fpeak 't  out,  Widow,  yes,  and  y*  lhall  confefe 
too, 

I  am  no  Nurfe-child,  I  went  for  a  Man, 
A  good  one,  if  y'can  beat  me  out  o'th'  pit; 

W'id,  I  did  but  Jeft  with  you.    Val.  I'll  handle  you. 
In  earneft,  and  fo  handle  you  :  Nay,  when 
My  Credit  calls.    W"id.  Are  y'  mad. 

VaL  I  am  mad,  I  am  mad. 

Fran.  Good  morrow.  Sir,  I  like  your  Preparation.^ 

Val.  Thou  haft  been  at  it,  Frank. 

Fran.  Yes,  faith,  'tis  done.  Sir. 

Val  Along  with  me  then,  never  hang  an  Arfe,  Widow. 

Ifab.  'Tis  to  no  purpofe.  Sifter. 

Fal.  Well  faid,  Black-brows, 
Advance  your  Torches,  Gentlemen. 

Unc.  Yes,  yes.  Sir. 

Val.  And  keep  your  Ranks. 

Mer.  Lance^  carry  this  before  him. 

Unc,  And  carry  it  in  State. 


Enter 
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Enter  Muficians^  Fountain,  Hairbrain,  BeJIamore. 

Val.  What' re  you,  Muficians  ? 
(69)  I  know  you,  come  you  in,  and  what  are  thofe 
Behind  you  ?    Mufi,  Gentlemen  that  fent  us.  Sir, 
To  give  the  Lady  a  good  Morrow.    Val.  O 
I  know  them,  come,^Boy,  fing  the  Song  I  taught  you, 
And  fing  it  luftily  ;  come  forward,  Gentlemen, 
You're  welcome,now  we're  Friendsjgo  get  th*  Prieft  ready. 
And  let  hin\not  be  long,  we  have  much  bufinefs  : 
Come,  Franks  rejoyce  with  me,  thou'ft  got  the  ftart,  Boy, 
But  I'll  fo  tumble  after  \  come,  my  Friends,  lead. 
Lead  cheerfully,  and  let  your  Fiddles  ring,  Boys, 
My  Follies  and  my  Fancies  have  an  end  here,  • 
Difplay  the  Mortagage,  LancBy  Merchant  I'll  pay  you. 
And  every  thing  fhall  be  in  joynt  again. 

Vnc.  Afore,  afore. 

Vol.  And  now  confefe  and  know. 
Wit  without  Mony^  fmetimes  gives  the  Blow.^ 

^  [^Exeunt  omnes, 

(69)  /  knonjj  you  coming,']  Befide  the  obfcunty  of  this  Expreflion, 
which  I  take  to  have  been  a  meer  typographical  Error,  [coming  for 
come  in]  a  Syllable  is  wanting  to  the  Meafure,  which  I  have  taken 
the  Liberty  to  fupply,  believing  either  [you]  or  Tome  other  Mono- 
fy liable  as  indifferent  to  the  Senfe  has  been  dropt.  One  may  eafily 
believe,  that  fuch  Miftakes  may  have  frequently  happened  in  a 
Play,  where  there  have  been  vifibly  fuch  numerous  Corruptions,  and 
where  the  Meafure  was  fo  Ihockingly  difregarded,  that  not  twenty 
Lines  in  the  whole  were  defignedly  printed  as  fuch,  in  any  former 
Edition.  This  1  hope  I  have  generally  reftored  ;  and  that  by  the 
affiftance  of  Mr.  Symp/on  and  Mr.  Theobald's  Margin,  I  have  retrieved 
many  Paffages  which  were  corrupted.  I  am  far  from  prefuming 
that  all  our  Conjeftures  are  right  5  or  that  feveral  Blunders  are  not 
ftillleft  untouched. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 


MEN. 

WOLFORT,  mUfurper  of  the  Earldom  of  Fhndm. 
Gerrard,  falfely  called  Ckufe,  King  of  the  Beggars^  Father- 
in- Law  to  Florcz. 
Hubert,  an  honefi  Lord^  a  Friend  to  Gerrard. 
Fiorez,  falfely  called  Gofwirij  a  rich  Merchant  of  Bruges. 
Hempskirke,  a  Captain  under  Woiforc. 
Herman,  a  Courtier^  1  r  7  ^  -1-1  1 

^  Merchant,  }  Fianders. 

Vandunke,  a  drunken  Merchant  friend  to  Gerrard,  falfely 

called  Father  to  Bertha. 
Vanlock,  and  1  m 
4  Merchants, 
Higgen,  ^ 

P^^ggj    f  ^hree  Knavifh  Beggars. 
Snapp,  J 

Ferret,  \  Two  Gentlemen  difguifed  under  thofe 
Ginkes,  3  Names^  of  Gerrard'j  Party, 
Clown. 

Boors.  ^ 

Servants. 

Guard. 

A  Sailor. 

WOMEN. 

Jaculin,  Daughter  to  Gerrard,  beloved  of  Hubert. 
Bertha,  called  Gertrude,  Daughter  to  the  Duke  of  Brabant, 

Miftrefs  to  Florez. 
Margaret,  IVife  to  Vandunke. 
Mrs,  Frances,  a  Frow^  Daughter  to  Vanlock. 

SCENE  FLANDERS. 
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ACT    1.    SCENE  L 

Enter  sl  Merchant  and  Harman. 

Merchant. 

S  he  then  taken? 
Her.  And  brought  back  ev'n  now.  Sir. 
Mer,  He  was  not  in  difgrace  ? 
Her.  No  Man  more  lov'd. 
Nor  more  deferv'd  it,  being  the  only  Man 
That  durft  be  honeft  in  this  Court. 
Mer.  Indeed 

We've  heard  abroad,  Sir,  that  the  State  hath  fuffer'd 
A  great  change,  fince  the  Countefs's  Death, 
Her.  It  hath,  Sir. 

Mer.  My  five  years  abfence  hath  kept  me  a  Stranger 
So  much  to  all  th'  Occurrents  of  my  Country, 
As  you  ftiall  bind  me  for  fome  ihort  Relation 
To  make  me  underftand  the  prefent  Times. 

Her.  I  muft  begin  then  with  a  War  was  made. 
And  fev'n  Years  with  all  cruelty  continued,  ^ 
Upon  our  Flanders  by  the  Duke  of  Brabant^ 
The  caufe  grew  thus,  during  our  Earl's  Minority, 
Wolfort.^  who  now  ufurps,  was  employ 'd  thither. 
To  treat  about  a  Match  between  our  Earl  and 
Til'  Daughter  and  Heir    Brabant :  During  which  Treaty 
The  Brabander  pretends,  this  Daughter  was 

Stoln 
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Stoln  from  his  Court,  by  pra6lice  of  our  State, 
Though  we  are  all  confirm'd,  'twas  a  fought  Quarrel 
To  lay  an  unjuft  gripe  upon  this  Earldom, 
It  being  here  believ'd  the  Duke  of  Brabant 
Had  no  fuch  lofs.   This  War  upon't  proclaim'd. 
Our  Earl,  being  then  a  Child,  although  his  Father 
Good  Gerrard  liv'd,  yet  in  relpe6l:  he  was 
Chos*n  by  th'  Countefs's  favour  for  her  Husband, 
And  but  a  Gentleman,  and  Florez  holding 
His  Right  unto  this  Country  from  his  Mother, 
The  State  thought  fit  in  this  defenfive  War, 
Wolfort  being  then  the  only  Man  of  mark. 
To  make  him  General. 

Which  place  we've  heard 
He  did  difcharge  with  Honour. 

Her,  Ay,  fo  long. 
And  with  fo  bleft  Succeffes,  that  the  Brahander 
Was  forc'd  (his  Treafures  wafted,  and  the  choice 
Of  his  beft  Men  of  Arms  tyr'd,  or  cut  off) 
To  leave  the  Field,  and  found  a  bafe  Retreat 
Back  to  his  Country  :  But  fo  broken  both 
In  Mind  and  Means,  e'er  to  make  head  again. 
That  hitherto  he  fits  down  by  his  lofs. 
Nor  daring,  or  for  Honour,  or  Revenge, 
Again  to  tempt  his  Fortune.    But  this  Victory 
More  broke  our  State,  and  made  a  deeper  hurt 
In  Flanders,^  than  the  greateft  Overthrow 
She  e'er  receiv'd  :  For  Wolfort^  now  beholding 
Himfelf,  and  Adions,  in  the  flattering  Glafs 
Of  Self-defervings,  and  that  cherifh'd  by 
The  ftrong  affurance  of  his  Pow'r,  for  then 
All  Captains  of  the  Army  were  his  Creatures, 
The  common  Soldier  too  at  his  Devotion, 
M^de  fo  by  full  indulgence  to  their  Rapines, 
And  fecret  Bounties;  this^trength  too  well  known. 
And  what  it  cou'd  effedt,  foon  put  in  pradlice. 
As  further'd  by  the  Child- hood  of  the  Earl, 
And  their  improvidence,  that  might  have  pierc'd 
The  heart  of  his  Defigns,    gave  him  occafioa 
To  feize  the  whole,  and  in  that  plight  you  find  it. 

Mer. 
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Mer.  Sir,  I  receive  the  knowledge  of  thus  much, 
As  a  choice  favour  from  you. 

Her.  Only  I  muft  add, 
Bruges  holds  out. 

Mer,  Whither,  Sir,  I  am  going. 
For  there  laft  Night  I  had  a  Ship  put  in. 
And  my  Horfe  waits  me. 

Her.  I  wifh  you  a  good  Journey.  {Exeunt. 

£»/^r  Wolfort,  Hubert,  6?^. 

TVol.  Y^\i2it}  Hubert  ftealing  from  me?  Who  dif-  ' 
arm'd  him  ? 

*Twas  more  than  I  commanded ;  take  your  Sword, 
I  am  befl:  guarded  with  it  in  your  Hand, 
l*ve  feen  you  ufe  it  nobly. 

Hub,  And  will  turn  it 
On  my  own  Bofom,  ere  it  fhall  be  drawn 
Unworthily  or  rudely. 

fVoL  Wou'd  you  leave  me 
Without  a  farewel,  Hubert  ?  Flie  a  Friend 
Unwearied  in  his  ftudy  to  advance  you  ? 
What  have  I  e'er  poflefs'd  which  was  not  yours  ? 
,  Or  either  did  not  court  you  to  command  it  ? 
Who  ever  yet  arriv'd  to  any  Grace, 
Reward  or  Truft  from  me,  but  his  Approaches 
Were  by  your  fair  Reports  of  him  prctcr'd  ? 
And  what  is  more,  I  made  my  feif  your  Servant, 
In  making  you  the  Mafter  of  thofe  Secrets 
Which  not  the  rack  of  Confcience  cou'd  draw  from  me, 
Nor  I,  when  I  askt  Mercy,  truft  my  Prayers  with;- 
Yet  after  thefe  affurances  of  Love, 
Thefe  tyes  and  bonds  of  Fnendfhip,  to  forfake  me  ? 
Forfake  me  as  aa  En'my }  Come,  you  muft 
Give  me  a  Reafon.  .. 

Hub,  Sir,  and  fo  I  will. 
If  I  may  do't  in  private  ;  and  you  hear  it. 

}Fol.  All  leave  the  Room  :  You  have  your  Will,  fit  down 
And  ufe  the  liberty  of  our  firft  Friendfhip. 

Hub,  FriendQiip?   When  you  prov'd  Traitor  firft, 
that  vanifh'd. 

Vol.  II.  A  a  Nor 

I 
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Nor  do  I  owe  you  any  thought  but  hate,^ 

I  know  my  flight  hath  forfeited  my  Head ; 

And  fo  I  may  make  you  firft  underftand 

What  a  ftrangc  Monfter  you  have  made  your  felf  j 

I  welcome  it. 

Wol.  To  me  this  is  ftrange  Language. 

Hub.  To  you  ?  Why  what  arc  you  ? 

Wol  Your  Prince  and  Matter, 
The  Earl  of  Flanders, 

Hub.  By  a  proper  Title ! 
Rais*d  to't  by  Cunning,  Gircumvention,  Force, 
Blood,  and  Profcriptions. 

IVol  And  in  all  this  Wifaom, 
Had  I  not  Reafon?  When  by  Gerrard's  Plots 
1  (hou'd  have  firft  been  call'd  t'  a  ftri£fc  Accompt 
How,  and  which  way  I  had  confum'd  that  mafs 
Of  Mony,  as  they  term  it,  in  the  War, 
Who  underhand  had  by  his  Minifters 
Detradled  my  great  Adtions,  made  my  Faith 
And  Loyalty  fufpeded,  in  which  failing 
He  fought  my  Life  by  Pra6lice. 

Hub.  With  what  Fore-head 
Do  you  fpeak  this  to  me  ?  Who,  as  I  know*t, 
Muft,  and  will  fay  *tis  falfc. 

PFoL  My  Guard  there. 

Hub.  Sir, 

You  bad  me  fit,  and  promised  you  would  hear, 
Which  I  now  fay  you  fhall;  not  a  found  more^ 
For  I  that  am  Contemner  of  mine  own. 
Am  Matter  of  your  Life ;  then  here's  a  Sword 
Between  you,  and  all  aids,  Sir  :  though  you  blind 
The  credulous  Beaft,  the  Multitude,  you  pafs  not 
Thefe  grofs  Untruths  on  me. 

li^ol.  How  ?  Grofs  Untruths  ? 

Hub.  Ay,  and  it  is  a  favourable  Language, 
They  had  been  in  a  mean  Man  Lies,  and  foul  ones. 

Wol.  You  take  ttrange  Licence. 

Hub.  Yes,  were  not  thofe  Rumours 
Of  being  call'd  unto  your  Anfwer,  fpread 
By  your  own  Followers  i  And  weak  Gerrard  wrodgtit 
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But  by  your  cunning  praftice,  to  believe 

That  you  were  dangerous ;  yet  not  to  be 

Punifh'd  by  any  formal  courfe  of  Law, 

But  firft  to  be  made  fure,  and  have  your  Crimes 

Laid  open  after,  which  your  quaint  Train  taking. 

You  fled  unto  the  Camp,  and  there  crav'd  humbly 

Proteflion  for  your  innocent  Life,  and  that. 

Since  you  had  fcap'd  the  fury  of  the  War, 

You  might  not  faJl  by  Treafon  :  And  for  proof. 

You  did  not  for  your  own  ends  make  this  danger ; 

Some  that  had  been  before  by  you  fuborn'd, 

Came  forth  and  took  their  Oaths  they  had  been  hir*d 

By  Gerrard  to  your  Murther.    This  once  heard. 

And  eafily  believ'd,  th'  inraged  Soldier 

Seeing  no  further  than  the  outward  Man, 

Snatch'd  hafl:ily  his  Arms,  ran  to  the  Court, 

Kill'd  all  that  made  refiftance,  cut  in  pieces 

Such  as  were  Servants,  or  thought  Friends  to  Gerrard^ 

And  vow'd  the  like  to  him.    l^oL  Will  you  yet  end  ? 

Hub.  Which  he  forefeeing,  with  his  Son,  the  Earl, 
Forfook  the  City ;  and  by  fecret  ways. 
As  you  give  out,  and  we  would  gladly  have  it, 
Efcap'd  their  Fury :  Though  *tis  more  than  fear'd 
They  fell  among  the  reft  ;  Nor  ftand  you  there 
To  let  us  only  mourn  the  impious  means 
By  which  you  got  it,  but  your  Cruelties  fince 
So  far  tranfcend  your  former  bloody  Ills, 
As  if  compar'd,  they  only  wou*d  appear 
Eflays  of  Mifchief ;  do  not  flop  your  Ears, 
More  are  behind  yet. 

WoL  O  repeat  them  not, 
*Tis  Hell  to  hear  them  nam'd. 

Hub,  You  fhould  have  thought, 
That  Hell  would  be  your  Punifhment  when  you  did  them, 
A  Prince  in  nothing  but  your  Princely  Lufts, 
And  boundlefs  Rapines. 

WoL  No  more,  I  befeech  you. 

Huh,  Who  was  the  Lord  of  Houfc  or  Land,  that  flood 
Within  the  profped  of  your  covetous  Eye  ? 

A  a.  2  mi. 
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Wol,  You  are  in  this  to  me  a  greater  Tyrant, 
Than  e'er  I  was  to  any. 

Huh.  I  end  thus 
The  general  Grief.   Now  to  my  private  wrong  \ 
The  lols  of  Gerrard's  Daughter  Jaculin  : 
The  hop'd-for  Partner  of  my  lawful  Bed, 
Your  Cruelty  hath  frighted  from  mine  Arms; 
And  her  1  now  was  wand  ring  to  recover. 
Think  you  that  I  had  reafon  now  to  leave  you. 
When  you  are  grown  fo  juftly  odious, 
That  ev'n  my  ftay  here,  with  your  Grace  and  Favour, 
(i)  Makes  my  Life  irkfome?  Here,  Sir,  freely  take  it. 
And  do  me  but  this  Fruit  of  all  your  Friendfhip, 
That  I  may  die  by  you,  and  not  your  Hang-man. 

PFol  Oh  Hubert^  thefe  your  Words  and  Reafons  have 
As  well  drawn  drops  of  Blood  from  my  grieved  Heart, 
As  thefe  Tears  from  mine  Eyes ;  Defpife  them  not. 
By  all  that's  facred,  I  am  ferious,  Hubert^ 
You  now  have  made  me  fenfible,  what  Furies, 
Whips,  Hangmen,  and  Tormentors,  a  bad  Man 
Do's  ever  bear  about  him  :  Let  the  good 
That  you  this  Day  have  done  be  ever  number'd 
The  firfl-  of  your  beft*A6lions.    Can  you  think. 
Where  Go/win  is,  or  Gerrard^  or  your  Love, 
Or  any  elfe,  or  all  that  are  profcrib'd  ? 
I  will  refign,  what  I  Ufurp,  or  have 
Unjuflly  forc'd  ;  the  Days  I  have  to  live 
Are  too  too  few  to  make  them  Satisfadtion 
With  any  Penitence  :  Yet  I  vow  to  praftife 
All  of  a  Man. 

Hub,  O  that  your  Heart  and  Tongue 

(1)  Here  furely  take  //,]  This  Adverb  does  not  look  like  a  genuine 
one  ;  it  may  indeed  be  underRood,  but  not  without  ftraining  it  from 
its  ufual  meaning.  Bat  what  weighs  moft  with  me  is  that  a  Sylla- 
ble is  loft  in  the  Verfe,  which  I  Tuppofe  to  be  the  firft  of  the  Ad- 
verb freely y  and  then  it  would  ftand  in  the  Manufcript  Sirely  ;  which 
the  Printer  would  naturally  make  furely.  Mr.  Sympfon  has  fmcc  fent 
me  his  Reading,  fecurely.  This  had  occurr'd  to  me,  but  when  com- 
par'd  with  the  former,  it  appeared  not  quite  fo  natural  to  the  Con- 
text. 

Did 


Beggars  Btijh.  361 

bid  not  now  differ ! 

WoL  By  my  Griefs  they  do  not. 
Take  the  good  Pains  to  fearch  them  out :  'Tis  worth  it. 
You  have  made  clean  a  Leper:  Trufl  me,  you  have, 
And  made  me  once  more  fit  for  the  Society, 
I  hope,  of  good  Men. 

Huh.  Sir,  do  not  abufe 
My  aptnefs  to  beheve. 

WoL  Sufped:  not  you 
A  Faith  that's  built  upon  fo  true  a  Sorrow  : 
Make  your  own  Safeties ;  ask  thee  all  the  ties 
Humanity  can  give,  Hempskirke  too  fhall 
Along  with  you  to  this  fo  wifh'd  difcovVy, 
And  in  my  Name  profels  all  that  you  promife 
And  I  will  give  you  this  help  to't :  I  have 
Of  late  receiv'd  certain  Intelligence, 
That  fome  of  them  are  in  or  about  Bruges 
To  be  found  out :  Which  I  did  then  interpret, 
Thecaufe  of  that  Town's  (landing  out  againft  me  ; 
But  now  am  glad,  it  may  diredl  your  purpofe 
Of  giving  them  their  Safety,  and  me  Peace. 

(2)  Hub.  Be  conftant  to  your  Goodnefs,  and  you'll 
have  it.  [_ExeunL 

SCENE  II. 

Enier  three  Merchants. 

1  Mer.  'Tis  much  that  you  deliver  of  this  Gofwin. 

2  Mer.  But  ftiortof  what  I  cou'd,  yet  have  the  Country 
(3)  Confirm  it  true,  and  by  a  general  Oath, 

(2)  —  You  hanje  //.]  Former  Edit. 

(3)  ha've  the  Country 

ConfirnCd  it  true,  and  by  a  general  Oath, 

And  not  a  Man  hazard  his  Credit  in  it.'\  This  is  not  Gram- 
mar, nor,  if  it  were,  could  it  be  fuppofed  that  the  whole  Country 
had  really  taken  an  Oath  to  the  Truth  of  this  Account.  The  Mif- 
take  arofe  from  the  Editors  taking  ha^e  for  the  Sign  of  the  Perfect 
Tenfe  ;  whereas  it  is  here  not  the  auxiliary  but  an  adlive  Verb.  1 
could  ha've  the  fjjhole  Country  to  confirm  ^jjhat  I  fay. 

A  a  5  And 
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And  not  a  Man  hazard  his  Credit  in'  it : 
He  bears  himfelf  with  fuch  a  Confidence 
As  if  he  were  the  Mafter  of  the  Sea, 
And  not  a  Wind,  upon  the  Sailors  Compafe, 
But  from  one  part  or  other  was  his  Faftor, 
To  bring  him  in  the  beft  Commodities 
Merchant  e'er  ventured  for, 

1  Mer,  'Tis  ftrange. 

2  Mer,  And  yet 

This  do's  in  him  deferve  the  leaft  of  wonder, 
Compar'd  with  other  his  peculiar  Fafliions, 
Which  all  admire:  He's  Young,  and  Rich,  at  leaft 
Thus  far  reputed  fo,  that  fmce  he  liv'd 
In  Bruges^  there  was  never  brought  to  Harbour 
So  rich  a  Bottom,  but  his  Bill  wou'd  pafs 
Unqueftion'd  for  her  Lading. 

3  Mer.  Yet  he  ftill 
Continues  a  good  Man. 

2  Mer.  So  good,  that  but 
To  doubt  him,  wou'd  be  held  an  Injury 
Or  rather  Malice,  with  the  beft  that  Traffick  ; 
But  this  is  nothing,  a  great  Stock,  and  Fortune, 
Crowning  his  Judgment  in  his  Undertakings 
May  keep  him  upright  that  way  :  But  that  Wealth 
Shou'd  want  the  Pow'r  to  make  him  dote  on  it. 
Or  Youth  teach  him  to  wrong  it,  beft  commends 
His  conftant  Temper  5  for  his  outward  Habit, 
'Tis  fuited  to  his  prefent  courfe  of  Life: 
His  Table  furnifli'd  well,  but  not  with  Dainties 
That  pleafe  the  Appetite  only  for  their  rarenefs. 
Or  their  dear  Price  :  Not  giv'n  to  Wine  or  Women 
Beyond  his  Health,  or  warrant  of  a  Man, 
I  mean  a  good  one  ;  And  fo  loves  his  State 
He  will  not  hazard  it  at  Play  ;  nor  lend 
Upon  the  afTu ranee  of  a  well-pen'd  Letter, 
Although  a  Challenge  fecond  the  Denial, 
From  fuch  as  make  th'  opinion  of  their  Valour 
Their  means  of  Feeding. 

I  Mer,  Thefe  are  ways  to  thrive. 
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(4)  And  yet  the  means  not  curs'd.    What  follows? 

2  Men  This  ^  . 

Makes  many  Venturers  with  him,  in  their  Wanes, 

For  his  Profperity  :  For  when  Defert 

Or  Reafon  leads  him  to  be  liberal. 

His  noble  Mind  and  ready  Hand  contend 

Which  can  add  mod  to  his  free  Courtefies, 

Or  in  their  Worth,  or  fpeed  to  make  them  fo. 

Is  there  a  Virgin  of  good  Fame  wants  Dower  ? 

He  is  a  Father  to  her ;  or  a  Soldier 

That  in  his  Country's  Service,  from  the  War 

Hath  brought  home  only  Scars,  and  Want  ?  His  Houlc 

Receives  him,  and  relieves  him,  with  that  care 

As  if  what  he  poffefs'd  had  been  laid  up 

For  fuch  good  ufes,  and  he  Steward  of  it. 

But  I  fhould  lofe  my  felf  to  fpeak  him  further 

And  ftale,  in  my  Relation,  the  much  good 

You  may  be  witnefs  of,  if  your  remove 

From  'Bruges  be  not  fpeedy. 

I  Mer.  This  Report, 
I  do  aiTure  you,  will  not  haften  it. 
Nor  wou'd  I  wilh  a  better  Man  to  deal  with 
For  what  I  am  to  part  with. 

3  Mer.  Never  doubt  it, 

He  is  your  Man  and  ours,  only  I  wifli 

His  too  much  forwardnefs  t'  embrace  all  Bargains 

Sink  him  not  in  the  end. 

1  Mer,  Have  better  hopes. 
For  my  part  I  am  confident ;  here  h'  comes. 

Enter  Gofwin,  and  the  fourth  Merchant. 
Gof.  I  take  it  at  your  own  rates,  your  Wine  of  Cyprus  \ 
But  for  your  Candy  Sugars,  they  have  met 
With  fuch  foul  Weather,  and  are  priz'd  fo  high, 
I  cannot  fave  in  them. 

4  Mer,  1  am  unwilling 

(4)  2  Mer.  What  foUo'ws,  this  ,    ^      .     t-  rn, 

Makes']L^^M\UQn.—  Whatfollonxjs  this.]  Old  Folio.  The  at- 
tempt to  amend  the  firft  Reading  by  the  Addition  of  a  Comma  does 
not  feem  (ufiicient.    I  hope  I  have  more  effeftually  corieaed  it. 

A  a  4  To 
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To  feek  another  Chapman  :  Make  me  olFcr 
Of  fomething  near  the  Price,  that  may  affure  me 
You  can  deal  for  them. 

Gof.  I  both  can,  and  will. 
But  not  with  too  much  lofs  5  your  Bill  of  Lading 
Speaks  of  two  hundred  Chefts,  valued  by  you 
At  thirty  thoufand  Gilders,  I  will  have  them 
At  twenty  eight  >  fo,  in  the  payment  of 
Three  thoufand  Sterling,  you  fall  only  in 
Two  hundred  pound. 

4  Mer.  You  know,  they  are  fo  cheap  

Gof,  Why  look  you,  I'll  deal  fairly ;  there's  in  Prifbn, 
And  at  your  fuir,  a  Pirate,  but  unable 
To  make  you  Satisfadtion,  and  paft  hope 
To  live  a  Week,  if  you  fliou'd  profecute 
What  you  can  prove  againft  him  :  Set  him  free, 
And  you  (hall  have  your  Mony  to  a  Stiver, 
And  prefent  Payment. 

4  Mer.  This  is  above  wonder, 
A  Merchant  of  your  Rank,  that  have  at  Sea 
So  many  Bottoms  in  the  danger  of 
Thefe  Water-Thieves,  fhou'd  be  a  means  to  (ave  'em ; 
It  more  importing  you  for  your  own  fafety. 
To  be  at  charge  Co  fcour  the  Sea  of  them 
Than  (lay  the  Sword  of  Juftice,  that  is  ready 
To  fall  on  one  fo  confcious  of  his  Guilt 
That  he  dares  not  deny  it. 

Gof.  You  miftake  me. 
If  you  think  I  wou'd  chcrifli  in  this  Captain 
The  wrong  he  did  to  you,  or  any  Man  ; 
1  w's  lately  with  him,  (having  firft,  from  othdrs 
True  Teftimony,  been  aflur'd  a  Man 
Of  more  defert  never  put  from  the  Shore) 
I  read  his  Letters  o'  Mart  from  this  State  granted 
For  the  recov'ry  of  fuch  LofTes,  as 
He  had  receiv'd  in  Spain^  'twas  that  he  aim'd  at. 
Not  at  three  Tuns  of  Wine,  Bisket,  or  Beef, 
Which  his  NecefTity  made  him  take  from  you. 
If  he  had  pillag'd  you  near,  or  funk  your  Ship, 
Or  thrown  your  Men  o'er-board,  then  he  deferv'd 

The 
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The  Laws  extreameft  Rigour.    But  fince  want 

Of  what  he  cou'd  not  live  without,  compell'd  him 

To  that  he  did  (which  yet  our  State  calls  Death) 

I  pity  his  Misfortunes,  and  to  work  you 

To  fome  Compaffion  of  them,  I  come  up 

To  your  own  Price  :  Save  him,  the  Goods  are  mine; 

If  not,  feek  elfe-where,  I'll  not  deal  for  them. 

4  Mer,  Well,  Sir,  for  your  Love,  X  will  once  be  led 
To  change  my  Purpofe. 

Gof.  For  your  Profit  rather. 

4  Mer.  ril  prefendy  make  means  for  his  Difcharge, 
Till  when,  I  leave  you. 

2  Mer,  What  do  you  think  of  this? 

1  Mer,  As  of  a  deed  of  noble  Pity,  guided 
By  a  ftrong  Judgment. 

2  Mer,  Save  you.  Matter  Gofwin, 
Gof.  Good  Day  to  all. 

2  Mer,  We  bring  you  the  refufaJ 
Of  more  Commodities. 

Gof,  Are  you  the  Owners 
O'  the  Ship  that  laft  Night  put  into  the  Harbour  ^ 
I  Mer.  Both  of  the  Ship,  and  Lading. 
Gof  What's  the  Fraight  ? 
I  Mer,  Indico^  Cochineel^  choice  Chyna  Stuffs. 

3  Mer.  And  Cloth  of  Gold,  brought  from  Camhal 
Gof  Rich  Lading. 

For  which  I  were  your  Chapman,  but  I  am 
Already  out  of  Cafli. 

I  Mer.  ril  give  you  Day 
For.  the  moiety  of  all. 

Gof.  How  long  ? 

3  Mer.  Six  Months. 

Gof.  'Ti3  a  fair  Offer  ;  which,  if  we  agree 
About  the  Prices,  I,  with  thanks,  accept  of. 
And  will  make  prefent  Payment  of  the  reft ; 
Some  two  hours  hence  I'll  come  aboard. 

I  Mer.  The  Gunner 
Shall  fpeak  you  welcome. 


Gof  I'll  not  fail. 
3  Mer,  Good  Morrow. 


[Exeunt  Merchants, 
Gof 
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Gof,  Heav»n  grant  my  Ships  a  fafe  Return,  before 
The  Day  of  this  great  Payment :  As  they  are 
Expeded  three  Months  fooner ;  and  my  Credit 
Stands  good  with  all  the  World. 

Enter  Gerrard. 

'  r 

Ger,  Blefs  my  good  Mafter, 
The  Prayers  of  your  poor  Beadf-man  ever  fliall 
Be  fent  up  for  you. 

Gof,  God  o*mercy  Claufe^ 
There's  fomething  to  put  thee  in  mind  hereafter 
To  think  of  me. 

Ger,  May  he  that  gave  it  you. 
Reward  you  for  it,  with  encreafe,  good  Mafter. 

Gof.  1  thrive  the  better  for  thy  Pray'rs. 

Ger,  I  hope  fo. 
Thefe  three  Years  have  I  fed  upon  your  Bounties, 
And  by  the  Fire  of  your  bleft  Charity  warm'd  me. 
And  yet,  good  Mafter,  pardon  me,  that  muft. 
Though  I  have  now  receiv'd  your  Alms,  prefume 
To  make  one  fute  more  to  you. 

Gof.  What  is*t,  Claufe  ? 

Ger.  Yet  do  not  think  me  Impudent  I  befeech  you. 
Since  hitherto  your  Charity  hath  prevented 
My  Begging  your  relief,  *tis  not  for  Mony 
Nor  Cloaths,  good  Mafter,  but  your  good  Word  for  me. 

Gof  That  thou  flialt  have,  Claufe^  for  I  think  thee 
honeft. 

Ger,  To  Morrow  then,  dear  Mafter,  take  the  trouble 
Of  walking  early  unto  Beggars  Bujh.\ 
And  as  you  fee  me,  among  others.  Brethren 
In  my  Afflidion,  when  you  are  demanded 
Which  you  like  beft  among  us,  point  out  me. 
And  then  pafs  by,  as  if  you  knew  me  not. 

Gof,  But  what  will  that  advantage  thee  ? 

Ger,  O  much.  Sir. 
'Twill  give  me  the  preheminence  of  the  reft. 
Make  me  a  King  among  'em,  and  proted  me 
From  all  abufe,  fuch  as  are  ftronger,  might 
Oifcr  my  Age  >  Sir,  at  your  better  leifure 
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I  will  inform  you  further  of  the  good 
It  may  do  to  me. 

Gof,  'Troth  thou  mak*fl:  me  wonder ; 
Have  you  a  King  and  Common-wealth  among  you  ? 

Get.  We  have,  and  there  are  States  are  governed  worfe. 

Gof.  Ambition  among  Beggars  ? 

Ger.  Many  great  ones 
Wou'd  part  with  half  their  States,  to  have  the  Place, 
And  Credit,  to  beg  in  the  firft  File,  Mafter: 
But  (hall  I  be  fo  much  bound  to  your  Furtherance 
In  my  Petition  ? 

Gof,  That  thou  fhalt  not  mifs  of. 
Nor  any  worldly  Care  make  me  forget  it, 
I  will  be  early  there. 

Ger.  Heav'n  blefs  my  Mafter.  {Exeunt, 


ACT    11.    SCENE  L 

Lnttr  Higgen,  Ferret,  Prigg,  Claufe,  Jaculin,  Snap, 
Ginks,  and  other  Beggars. 

Hig.  f^  OM  E  Princes  of  the  Ragged  Regiment, 

You  o'  the  Blood,  Prigg^  my  moft  upright  Lord, 
And  thefe,  what  Name  or  Tide,  e'er  they  bear, 
I  Jarkman^  or  2  Patrico^  ,3  Cranke^  or  4  Clapperdudgeotiy 
5  Fraterj  or  6  Ahram-man ;  I  fpeak  to  all 
That  Hand  in  fair  Eledion  for  the  Title 
Of  King  of  Beggars^  with  the  Command  adjoyning, 
Higgen^  your  Orator,  in  this  Inter- regnum. 
That  whilom  was  your  7  Dom merer,  doth  befeech  you 
All  to  ftand  fair,  and  put  your  felves  in  Rank, 
That  the  firft  Comer,  may  at  his  firft  View 

Mr.  Theobald  has  given  us  in  his  Margin  an  Explanation  of  all 
the  Cant  Terms,  i .  One  who  makes  Counterfeit  Licences,  or  Paffes, 
2.  Stroiing  Priefts  that  marry  under  a  Hedge.  3.  A  genteel  Impof- 
tor,  appearing  in  divers  Shapes.  4  A  Beggar  born  and  bred.  5.  Such 
as  beg  with  Sham  Patents.  6.  Beggars  pretending  to  be  Mad.  7.  Pre- 
tending to  have  his  Tongue  cut  out. 

Make 
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(5)  Make  a  free  choice,  to  fave  us  further  Queftion. 
Fer.  Trigg,  'Tis  done,  Lord  Higgen^ 

Hig.  Thanks  to  Prince  Prigg^  Prince  Ferret. 
•    Fer:  Wei),  pray  my  Mafters  all.  Ferret  be  chofen, 
Y'are  like  to  have  a  merciful  mild  Prince  of  me. 

Prigg,  A  very  Tyrant,  J,  an  arrant  Tyrant, 
If  e'er  I  come  to  Reign  ;  therefore  look  to't. 
Except  you  do  provide  me  8  Hum  enough 
And  9  Lour  to  i  o  Bouze  with :  I  muft  have  my  Capons 
And  Turkeys  brought  me  in,  with  my  green  Geefe, 
And  Ducklings  i'th'  Seafon  :  Fine  fat  Chickens, 
Or  if  you  chance  where  an  Eye  of  tame  Phefants 
Or  Partridges  are  kept,  fee  they.be  mine. 
Or  ftraight  I  feize  on  all  your  Privilege, 
Places,  Revenues,  Offices,  as  forfeit. 
Call  in  your  Crutches,  wooden  Legs,  falfe  Bellies, 

(6)  Forc'd  Eyes  and  Tongues,  with  your  dead  Arms; 

not  leave  you 
A  dirty  Clout  to  Beg  with  on  your  Heads, 
Or  an  old  Rag  with  Butter,  Frankinccnfe, 
Brim  (Ion  and  Rozen,  Birdlime,  Blood,  and  Cream, 
To  make  you  an  old  Sore  *,  not  fo  much  Soap 
As  you  may  fome  with  i'th'  Falling-ficknefs ; 
The  very  Bag  you.  bear,  and  the  brown  Di/h 
Shall  be  efcheated.    All  your  daintiefl  11  Dells  too 
1  will  deflower,  and  take  your  deareft  12  Doxyes 

8.  Strong  Liquor.  9.  Mony.  10.  Drink.  11.  Young  Wenches 
undebauch'd.    12.  Strumpets. 

(5)   ^0  fay  up  the  ^lejiion.']  Unlefs  this  be  a  cant  Expreflioa 

it  does  not  feem  to  be  Senfe  ;  and  what  more  confirms  me  in  be- 
lieving it  a  Corruption,  is  the  want  of  a  Syllable  to  the  Verfe.  I 
hope  that  I've  retrieved  the  Original^  for  my  Reading  is  very  near 
the  trace  of  the  Letters,  the'  I  alter  three  Words,  and  the  Context 
plainly  (hews  it  to  be  the  Senfe  intended.  Mr.  Sympfon  has  fent 
me  a  Conjefture  much  to  the  fame  Effedl,  <viz.  What  fay  you  put 
the  Queftion. 

(6)  Forced  Eyes  and  Teeth,']  By  forc'd  Eyes  I  fuppofe  are  meant. 
Eyes  fo  di (lor ted  as  to  (hew only  the  White,  fo  that  the  Perfon  ap- 
pears blind;  but  what  fore*  d  Teeth  can  mean,  I  cannot  conceive;  it 
is  faid  to  be  common  with  Beggars  to  force  their  Tongues  into  their 
Throats,  fo  that  they  (hall  appear  to  be  cut  ofF.  1  think  therefore 
my  Conjcdlure  highly  probable. 

From 
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From  your  warm  Sides ;  and  then  fome  one  cold  Night 
rii  watch  you  what  old  Barn  you  go  to  rooft  in. 
And  there  I'll  fmother  you  all  i'ch'  mufty  Hay. 

Hig,  This's  Tyrant-like  indeed  :  But  what  would 
Ginks  ^ 

Or  Claufe  be  here,  if  either  of  them  fhould  Reign  t 
Cla.  Beft  ask  an  Afs,  if  he  were  made  a  Camel, 

What  he  wou'd  be  ;  or  a  Dog,  and  he  were  a  Lyon. 
Ginks,  I  care  not  what  you  are.  Sirs,  I  fhall  be 

(7)  A  Beggar  ftill  I'm  fure,  I  find  my  f^lf  there. 

Enter  Gofwin. 

Snap.  O  here  a  Judge  comes. 

Hig,  Cry,  a  Judge,  a  Judge. 

Gof,  What  ail  you,  Sirs  ?  what  means  this  Outcry  ? 

Hig,  Mafter, 

A  fort  of  poor  Souls  met :  God's  Fools,  good  Mafter, 
Have  had  fome  little  Variance  'mongft  our  felves 
Who  fliou'd  be  honefteft  of  us,  and  which  lives 
Uprighteft  in  his  Calling  :  Now,  *caufe  we  thought 
We  ne'er  ftiould  *gree  on't  o'r  felves,  becaufe  indeed 

(8)  'Tis  hard  to  fay  •,  we  all  refolv'd  to  put  it 

To  him  that  fhould  come  next,  and  that's  your  Mafter fhip. 
Who,  I  hope,  will  'termine  it  as  your  Mind  ferves'you, 
Right,  and  no  otherwife  we  ask  it  :  Which  P 

(7)  —  /  find  my  felf  there. '\  This  is  fomevvhat  obfcure,  Mr.  Symp- 
Jon  would  place  it  to  Gofiwiny  who  coming  in  fhould  fay  that  he 
finds  himfelf  at  the  appointed  Place,  but  the  Expreffion  in  that  Senfc 
leems  too  ftifF  to  be  admitted  as  an  Emendation,  becaufe  a  better 
Senfe  with  as  little  Stiffnefs  may,  I  think,  be  afhxt  to  the  old  Text. 
Ginks  ^yas  a  Nobleman  in  Difguife,  he  feems  therefore  to  regret  his 
long  continuance  in  Beggary,  and  to  fear  it  will  be  for  Life.  I  find 
my  felf  there y  or  in  that  State. 

^8)  We  all  dijfol'v'd,']  I  rather  think  this  a  Miilake  of  the 

Prefs,  than  a  defigned  Blunder,  which  would  be  proper  to  an  igno- 
rant Clown ;  but  not  to  fo  arch  a  Beggar  as  Higgen,  whofe  Congra- 
tulatory Speech,  in  the  two  next  Pages,  has  as  much  Burlefque  Hu- 
mour in  it  as  almoll  any  thing  cv'n  in  Hudibrafs ;  who  evidently 
imitated  it  in  his  Defcription  of  his  Heroe's  Beard.  In  the  latter 
part  of  it,  there's  a  Banter  on  Shakefpears  Prophecy  of  Queen  Eli- 
xabeth  and  King  James  at  the  end  of  Harry  the  Eighth,  but  fo  ele- 
gant ^nd  pretty  that  it-  could  give  no  Offence. 

Which 
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Which  does  your  Worfliip  think  is  he  ?  fweet  Mafter 
Look  o'er  us  all>  and  tell  us ;  we're  fev*n  of  us. 
Like  to  the  feven  wife  Matters,  or  the  Planets. 

Gof,  I  fhould  judge  this  the  Man  with  the  grave  Beard, 
And  if  he  be  not  ■ 

Cla,  Blefs  you,  good  Mafter,  bkfs  you.  [you 

Gof,  I  would  he  were  there's  fomcthing  too  amongft 
To  keep  you  all  honeft.  [^Exit. 

Snap,  King  of  Heav'n  go  with  you. 

Omn,  Now  good  reward  him, 
May  he  ne'er  want  it,  t'  comfort  ftill  the  Poor, 
In  a  good  hour. 

per.  What  is't  ?  fee  :  Snap  has  got  it. 

Snap,  A  good  Crown,  marry. 

Prig,  A  Crown  of  Gold. 

Per,  For  our  new  King  :  good  luck. 

Ginks.  To  th'  common  Treafury  with  it ;  if-t  be  Gold, 
Thither  it  muft. 

(g)  Prigg.  Spoke  like  a  Patriot,  Ginks. 
King  Clatfey  I  bid  God  fave  thee  firft,  firft,  Claufey 
After  this  Golden  Token  of  a  Crown. 
Where's  Orator  Higgen  with  his  gratulating  Speech  now 
In  all  our  Names  ? 

Per,  Here  he  is  pumping  for  it. 

Gin.  H'has  cough'd  the  fecond  time,  *tisbut  once  more 
And  then  it  comes. 

per.  So,  out  with  all :  Expeft  now 

Hig.  That  thou  art  chofen,  venerable  Claufe, 
Our  King  and  Sovcraign  ;  Monarch  o'th*  13  Maunders, 
Thus  we  throw  up  our  14  Nab-cheats,  firll  for  joy, 
And  then  our  1 5  Filches ;  laft,  we  clap  our  16  Fambles, 
Three  fubje£t  figns,  we  do  it  without  Envy  j 
For  who  is  he  here  did  not  wifti  thee  chofen. 
Now  thou  art  chofen  ?  Ask  'em :  All  will  fay  fb. 
Nay  fwear't:  'Tis  for  the  King,  but  let  thatpafs. 

(9)  Spoke  like  a  Patriot,  Ferret — ]  As  this  Speech  has  neither 
Paflion  nor  Accident  to  interrupt  it,  I  can  fee  no  reafon  to  fuppofc 
it  a  broken  one.  I  believe  it  a  meer  accidental  Miftake  in  the  Name 
Ferret  for  Ginks.  The  firft  Editors  not  fufpeding  this  intended  to 
folve  the  Difficulty  by  putting  a  Break  or  Dalh  to  it. 

13.  Beggars.    14,  Hats.    15.  Staves.    16,  Hands.  ^  When 
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When  lafl:  5n  Conference  at  the  17  bouzingken 

This  other  Day  we  fat  about  our  dead  Prince 

Of  famous  Memory  j  reft  go  with  his  Rags, 

And  that  I  faw  thee  at  the  Tables  end, 

Rife  mov'd,  and  gravely  leaning  on  one  Crutch, 

Lift  t'other  like  a  Scepter  at  my  Head, 

I  then  prefag'd  thou  (hortly  wou*dft  be  King, 

And  now  thou  art  fo :  But  what  need  prefage 

To  us,  that  might  have  read  it  in  thy  Beard 

As  well,  as  he  that  chofe  thee  ?  By  that  Beard 

Thou  wert  found  out,  and  mark'd  for  Soveraignty. 

0  happy  Beard !  But  happier  Prince,  whofe  Beard 
Was  fo  remark'd,  as  marked  out  our  Prince, 
Not  bating  us  a  hair.    Long  may  it  grow. 

And  thick,  and  fair,  that  who  lives  under  it, 

May  live  as  fafe,  as  under  Beggars  Bujhy 

Of  which  this  is  the  thing,  that  but  the  Type. 

Omn,  Excellent,  excellent  Orator,  forward  good  Higgen^ 
Give  him  leave  to  fpit :  The  fine  well-fpoken  Higgen, 

Hig,  This  is  the  Beard,  the  Bufli,  or  Bufhy-beard, 
Under  whofe  Gold  and  Silver  Reign  'twas  faid 
So  many  Ages  fince,  we  all  fhould  fmile 
No  Impofitions,  Taxes,  Grievances, 
Knots  in  a  State,  and  whips  unto  a  Subjeft, 
Lye  lurking  in  this  Beard,  but  all  kemb'd  out : 
If  now,  the  Beard  be  fuch,  what  is  the  Prince 
(10)  That  owes  the  Beard?  A  Father >  no,  a  Grand- 
father 

17.  Ale-houfe. 

(10)  T^at  ouSs  the  Beard,"]  Owe  in  the  Senfe  of  oww,  or  poffefs 
is  very  common  in  all  the  old  Writers :  Thus  in  the  firfl:  old  Folio 
of  Shake/pear  it  occurs  in  abnoft  every  Play  :  e.g.  The  Tempeji.  Ad  i. 
Sc.  3d. 

This  is  no  mortal  Bujinefsy  nor  no  Sound 

That  the  Earth  owes  — 

Again  in  the  fame  Page, 

'   —  thou  dojl  here  ufurp 

The  "Name  thou  ow'll  not. 

1  mention  this  becaufe  the  former  Oflavo  adds  an  unnecelTary  Apo- 
ftrophe,  which  neither  of  the  Folios  have,  fuppofing  the  Word  to  be 
a  Contradion  of  owns  ?  and  the  late  ingenious  Editor  of  Macbeth 
fecms  twice  to  have  been  led  into  Error  by  not  obferving  this. 

Nay 
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Nay  the  great  Grand-father  of  you  his  People. 
He  will  not  force  away  your  Hens,  your  Bacon, 
When  you  have  ventur'd  hard  for't,  nor  take  from  you 
The  fatteft  of  your  Puddings :  Under  him 
Each  Man  fhall  eat  his  own  ftol'n  Eggs,  and  Butter, 
In  his  own  (hade,  or  fun-fhine,  and  enjoy 
His  own  dear  Dell,  Doxy,  or  1 8  Mort^  at  Night 
In  his  own  Straw,  with  his  own  Shirt,  or  Sheet, 
That  he  hath  1 9  filch*d  that  day,  ay,  and  pofleft 
What  he  can  purchafe,  20  Back,  or  Belly- cheats 
To  his  own  2 1  prop :  He  will  have  no  Purveyers 
For  Pigs,  and  Poultry. 

Cla.  That  we  muft  have,  my  learned  Orator, 
It  is  our  Will,  and  every  Man  to  keep 
In  his  own  path  and  circuit.    Hig,  Do  you  hear? 
You  muft  hereafter  22  maund  on  your  own  23  pads, 
he  fays. 

Qla.  And  what  they  get  there,  is  their  own,  befides 
To  give  good  words. 

Hig,  Do  you  mark 24  To  cut  been  whids, 
That  is  the  fecond  Law.    Cla,  And  keep  a- foot 
The  humble  and  the  common  phrafe  of  Begging, 
Left  Men  difcover  us. 

Hig.  Yes  5  and  cry  forrietimes 
To  move  Compaffion  :  Sir,  there  is  a  Table, 
That  doth  command  all  thefe  things,  and  enjoyns  'em, 
Be  perfedt  in  their  Crutches,  their  feign'd  Plaifters, 
And  their  torn  Pafs-ports,  with  the  ways  to  Stammer, 
And  to  be  Dumb,  and  Deaf,  and  Blind,  and  Lame, 
There,  all  the  halting  Paces  are  fet  down, 
I'th'  learned  Language. 

Cla.  Thither  I  refer  'em, 
Thofe,  you  at  leifure  fhall  interpret  to  'em. 
We  love  no  heaps  of  Laws,  where  few  will  ferve. 

Omn,  O  gracious  Prince,  Tave,  'fave  the  good  King 
Claufe: 

18.  Women  or  Wenches.  19.  Stole.  20.  Raiment,  or  Food 
ftolen.  21.  Either  to  his  own  Support,  or  elfe  by  abbreviation  to 
his  own  Property.  22.  Beg.  23.  Road  or  Way.  24.  To  give 
good  Words. 

Big. 
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Big.  A  Song  to  Crown  him. 
Fer.  Set  a  Cencinel  cue  firft. 
Snaf,  The  word  ? 

Hig,  A  25  Cove  comeS)  and  26  fumbumbis  to  it.—* 

{Strike, 

The    S  O   N  a 

CAJi  our  Caps  and  Cares  away :  J  his  is  Beggars  Holy- Jay  f 
At  the  Crowning  of  ourKing^tbus  we  ever  Dance  and  Sing. 
In  the  World  look  out  and  fee :  Whereas  fo  happy  a  Prince 
as  he  ? 

Where  the  Nations  live  fofree^  and  fo  merry  as  do  we  ? 
Be  it  Peace,  or  he  it  War^  here  at  liberty  we  are^ 
And  enjoy  our  eafe  and  reft  \  To  the  Field  we  are  not  Prefi  % 
Nor  are  called  into  the  f  iwH,  to  he  troubled  with  the  Gown^ 
Hang  all  Officers  we  cry^  and  the  Magiftrate  too,  by  5 
When  the  Suhftdie's  encreaft^  we  are  not  a  penny  Seft. 
Nor  will  any  go  to  Law^  with  the  Beggar  for  a  Straw,  . 
All  which  Happinefs  he  brags y  he  doth  owe  unto  his  Rags. 

Enter  Snap,  Hubert,  and  Hempskirkco 

Snap,  A  Cove  comes :  Fumbumbis. 
Prigg,  To  your  Poftures-,  Arm. 
Huh,  Yonder *s  the  Town :  I  fee  it. 
Hemp,  There's  our  danger 
Indeed  afore  us,  if  our  Shadows  fave  not. 
Hig,  Blefs  your  good  Worihips. 
Per,  One  fmall  piece  of  Mony, 
Prigg,  Among  us  all  poor  Wretches^ 
Cla.  Blind,  and  Lame. 
Ginks,  For  his  fake  that  gives  alL 
Hig,  Pitiful  Worfhips. 
Snap,  One  little  Doyt. 

Enter  Jaculin. 

Jac,  King,  by  your  leave,  where  are  you  t 
Fer.  To  buy  a  little  Bread. 

25.  A  Man,  one  not  of  th©  Gang.  26.  To  your  Guafd  and 
Poftures. 

Vol.  II.  B  b 
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Hig,  To  feed  fo  many 
Mouths,  as  will  ever  pray  for  you. 

Prigg.  Here  be  feven  of  us. 

Hig.  Seven,  good  Mafter,  O  remember  feven, 
Seven  BlelTings  

Fcr,  O  Remember,  gentle  Worfliip. 

Hig.  Againfl:  (even  deadly  Sins. 

Prigg.  And  feven  Sleepers. 

Hig.  if  they  be  hard  of  Heart,  and  will  give  nothing— 
Alas,  we  had  not  a  Charity  thefe  three  days. 

Huh.  There's  amonglt  you  all. 

per.  Heav'n  reward  you. 

Prigg.  Lord  reward  you. 

Hig.  The  Prince  of  Pity  blefs  thee. 

Hub.  Do  I  fee  ?  Or  is't  my  Fancy  that  wou'd  have  it  fo  f 
Ha?  'Tis  her  Face:  Come  hither.  Maid. 

Jac.  What  ha'  you. 
Bells  for  my  Squirrel  ?  I  ha*  giv'n  Bun*  Meat, 
You  do  not  love  me,  do  you.?  Catch  me  a  Butterfly, 
And  I'll  love  you  again,  when }  Can  you  tell 
Peace,  we  go  a  birding:  1  fliall  have  a  fine  thing.  [fix/V. 

Hub.  Her  Voice  too  fays  the  fame ;  but  for  my  Head 
I  wou'd  not  that  her  Manners  were  fo  chang'd. 
Hear  me,  thou  honeft  Fellow ;  what's  this  Maiden, 
That  lives  amongft  you  here  ? 

Gin.  Ao,  ao,  ao,  ao. 

Hub.  How?  Nothing  but  figns 

Gin.  Ao,  ao,  ao,  ao. 

Hub.  This  is  ftrange, 
I  would  fain  have  it  her,  but  not  her  thus. 

Hig.  He  is  de-de-de-de  de-de-deaf,  and  du-du-dudc — 
dumb.  Sir. 

Hub.  'Slid  they  did  allfpeak  plain  ev'n  now  methought. 
Do'ft  thou  know  this  fame  Maid  ? 

Snap.  Why,  why,  why,  why,  which,  gu,  gu,  gu, 
gu,  Gods  fool 
She  was  bo-bo-bo-bo-born  at  the  Barn  yonder, 
By-be-be- be- be- Beggars  Bufh- bo-bo- Bufh, 
Her  Name  is,  My-my  my-my-my-match :  So  washer 
Mo-mo-mo- Mothers  too- too. 

Hub. 
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Hub.  I  underfland  no  word  he  fays ;  how  long 
Has  (he  been  here  ? 

Snap.  Lo-Io-Jong  enough  to  be  27  ni-ni-nigled,  and 
fhe  ha'  go-go-go-good  luck. 

Hub.  1  mud  be  better  informed,  than  by  this  way. 
Here  was  another  Face  too,  that  I  mark'd 
Of  the  old  Man's :  But  they  are  vanifh'd  all 
Moft  fuddenly  :  I  will  come  here  again. 
O,  that  I  were  fo  happy  as  to  find  it. 
What  I  yet  hope  :  It  is  put  on. 

Hemp.  What  mean  you.  Sir, 
To  ftay  there  with  that  Stammerer  ? 

Hub.  Farewel,  Friend,  

It  will  be  worth  return,  to  fearch  :  Come, 
Proteft  us  our  Difguife  now,  prithee  RempskirH 
If  we  be  taken,  how  dofl:  thou  imagine 
This  Town  will  ufe  us,  that  hath  Hood  fo  long 
Out  againft  Wolfort  ^ 

Hemp,  Ev'n  to  hang  us  forth 
Upon  their  Walls  a  funning,  to  make  Crows  Meat, 
If  I  were  not  aflur'd  o*  the  Burgomafter^ 
And  had  a  pretty  excufe  to  fee  a  Neice  there, 
I  ftiould  fcarce  venture. 

Hub.  Come,  'tis  now  too  late 
To  look  back  at  the  Ports:  Good  luck,  and  enter.  {Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Gofwin. 

Gof.  Still  blow'ft  thou  there  ?  And  from  all  other  parts, 
Do  all  my  Agents  flecp,  that  nothing  comes . J* 
There's  a  Confpiracy  of  Winds,  and  Servants, 
If  not  of  Elements,  to  ha'  me  break  j 
What  fhould  I  think,  unlefs  the  Seas  and  Sands 
Had  fwallow'd  up  my  Ships  ?  Or  Fire  had  fpoil'd 
My  Warehoufes  ^  Or  Death  devour'd  my  Factors  ? 
I  muft  ha'  had  fbme  Returns. 

.  «7  Layn  with,  dcbauchM. 
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Enter  Merchants. 

I  Mer,  'Save  you,  Sir. 
Gof.  'Save  you. 

I  Mer.  No  News  yet  o'  your  Ships  ? 
Gof,  Not  any  yet.  Sir. 

1  Mer,  'Tisftrange.  [^Exit, 
Gof.  'Tis  true,  Sir:  What  a  Voice  was  here  now; 

This  was  one  Pafilng-bcll,  a  thoufand  Ravens 
Sung  in  that  Man  now,  to  prefage  my  Ruins. 

2  Mer.  Gofwin^  good  day,  thefe  Winds  are  very  conftant. 
Gof.  They  are  fo,  Sir  ;  to  hurt  ■ 

2  Mer.  Ha'  you  had  no  Letters 
Lately  from  England^  nor  from  Denmark  f 

Gof  Neither.  [Land, 

2  Mer.  This  Wind  brings  them  ;  nor  no  News  over 
Through  Spain ^  from  the  Straits  ? 

Gof.  Not  any. 

z  Mer.  I  am  forry.  Sir.  [^Exit, 
Gof  They  talk  me  down  :  And  as  'tis  faid  of  Vulturs 
They  fcent  a  Field  fought,  and  do  fmell  the  CarkafTes 
By  many  hundred  Miles :  So  do  thefe,  my  Wracks 
At  greater  diiiances.    Why,  thy  will  Heav'n 
Come  on,  and  be  :  Yet  if  thou  pleafe,  preferve  me ; 
But  in  my  own  Adventure,  here  at  home. 
Of  my  chafl:  Love,  to  keep  me  worthy  of  her. 
It  fhall  be  put  in  fcale  'gainft  all  ill  Fortunes : 
I  am  not  broken  yet  :  Nor  fhou'd  I  fall, 
Methinks  with  lefs  than  that,  that  ruins  all.  [Exit. 

SCENE  in. 

£/;/<fr Vandunke,  Hubert,  Hempskirke, 
Margaret,  and  Boors. 

Vand.  Captain,  you're  welcome  ;  fo  is  this  your  Friend 
Moll  fafely  welcome  ;  though  our  Town  ftand  out 
Againft  your  Mafter,  you  fliail  find  good  quarter  : 
The  troth  is,  we  not  love  him  ;  Margaret^  fome  Wine, 
Let's  talk  a  little  Treafon,  if  we  can 

Talk 
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TalkTreafon,  'gainft  the  Traitors  j  by  your  leave,  Qcn- 
tiemen. 

We,  here  in  Bruges^  think  he  do's  ufurp. 
And  therefore  Tm  bold  with  him. 

Hub.  Sir,  your  boldnefs, 
Happ'Iy  becomes  your  Mouth,  but  not  our  Ears, 
While  we're  his  Servants,  and  as  we  come  here. 
Not  to  ask  Queftions,  walk  forth  on  your  Walls, 
Vifit  your  Courts  of  Guard,  view  your  Munition, 
Ask  of  your  Corn-provifions,  nor  enquire 
Into  the  lead,  as  Spies  upon  your  Strengths, 
So  let's  entreat,  we  may  receive  from  you 
Nothing  in  PafTagc  or  Difcourfe,  but  what 
We  may  with  gladnefs,  and  our  honeflies  hear, 
And  that  fnall  feal  our  welcome. 

Vand,  Good :  Let's  drink  then, 
Fill  out,  I  keep  mine  old  Pearl  ftill,  Captain. 

Marg.  I 
Hang  faft,  Man. 

Hemp,  Old  Jewels  commend  their  Keeper,  Sir. 

Fand,  Here's  to  you  with  a  Heart,  my  Captain's  Friend, 
With  a  good  Heart,  and  if  this  make  us  fpeak 
Bold  words,  anon,  'tis  all  under  the  Rofe 
Forgotten  :  Drown  all  Memory,  when  We  drink. 

Hub,  *Tis  freely  fpoken,  noble  Burgomafterj 
I'll  do  you  right. 

Hemp.  Nay  Sir,  Min  heer  Vandunke 
Is  a  true  Statefman,  \JVolfort 
Vand,  Fill  m'  Captain's  Cup  there,  O  that  your  Mailer 
Had  been  an  honcft  Man. 

Hub.  Sir  } 

Vand.  Under  the  Rofe. 

Hemp.  Here's  to  you,  Margaret. 

Marg,  Welcome,  welcome,  Captain. 

Vand.  Well  faid  my  Pearl  ftill. 

Hemp.  And  how  does  my  Neicc  ? 
Almoft  a  Woman  ?  I  think?  This  Friend  of  mine 
I  drew  along  with  me,  through  fo  much  hazard. 
Only  to  fee  her :  She  was  my  Errand  here. 

Vmd.  Ay,  a  kind  Uncle  you  are  (fill  him  his  Glafsj 

B  b  3  That 
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That  in  fev'n  Years,  could  not  find  leifure  — 

Hemp.  No, 
It's  not  fo  much. 

Farid.  I'll  bate  you  ne'er  an  hour  on't, 
It  was  before  the  Brabander  'gan  his  War, 
For  Moon-fhine  i'  the  Water  there,  his  Daughter 
(11)  That  ne'er  was  loft:  Yet  you  could  not  find  time 
To  fee  a  Kinfwoman;  But  Ihe  is  worth  the  feeing,  Sir, 
Now  you  are  come.    You  ask  if  fhe  were  a  Woman  ? 
She  is  a  Woman,  Sir  ;  fetch  her  forth,  Margaret, 

[Ex,  Marg. 

And  a  fine  Woman,  and  has  Suitors. 

Hemp.  How  ? 
What  Suitors  are  they  ? 

Vand.  Bachelors ;  young  Burgers : 
And  one,  a  Gallant,  the  young  Prince  of  Merchants 
We  call  him  here  in  Bruges, 

Hemp.  How  ?  A  Merchant  ? 
I  thought,  Vandunke^  you'd  underftood  me  better, 
And  my  Neice  too,  fo  trufted  to  you  by  me. 
Than  t'  admit  of  fuch  in  name  of  Suitors. 

Vand.  Such?  He  is  fuch  a  fuch,  as  were  flie  mine 
I'd  give  him  thirty  thoufand  Crowns  with  her. 

Hemp.  But  the  fame  things,  Sir,  fit  not  you  and  me.  [Ex. 

Vand.  Why,  give's  fome  Wine,  then  j  this  will  fit  us  all : 
Here's  to  you  ftUI,  my  Captain's  Friend  :  All  out  : 
And  ft  ill,  wou'd  Wolf  or  t  were  an  honeft  Man, 
Under  the  Rofe  I  fpeak  it :  But  this  Merchant 
Is  a  brave  Boy:  He  lives  (b,  i'  the  Town  here. 
We  know  not  what  to  think  on  him :  At  fome  timej 
We  fear  he  will  be  Bankrupt;  he  do's  ftretch- 
Tenter  his  Credit  fo;  embraces  all, 

(11)  That  never  luaj  IoJl.\Mv.  Theohald  rtzA%  near,  and  quotes 
as  a  Proof  the  laft  Scene  of  the  Piay  where  Wolf  art  fays, 
Hempskirke  had  hid  her  till  Jhe  ivas  near  loji. 
Bat  he  hapned  not  to  obferve  that  Vandunke  did  not  know  this,  but 
believed  wich  the  reft  of  the  People,  as  mcntion'd  in  the  firil  Scene, 

 That  the  Duke  of  Brabant 

Had  no  fuch  Lofs.'  

Without  this  there  would  be  no  Propriety  in  his  calling  htr  MooK' 
jAne  in  the  Water,  viz.  a  mcer  Shadow  without  a  Reality. 

And 
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And  to't,  the  Winds  have  been  contrary  long. 

Bat  then,  if  he  fhould  have  all  his  Returns, 

We  think  he  would  be  a  King,  and  are  half  fure  on*c. 

Your  Mafter  is  a  Traitor,  for  all  this, 

Under  the  Rofe :  Here's  to  you  ;  and  ufurps 

The  Earldom  from  a  better  iMan. 

Huh.  Ay  marry.  Sir, 
Where  is  that  Man  ? 

Vand,  Nay,  foft :  And  I  cou'd  tell  you 
'Tis  ten  to  one  I  wou'd  not :  Here's  my  Hand, 
I  love  not  Wolfort :  Sit  you  ftill,  with  that  : 
Here  comes  m'  Captain  again,  and  his  fine  Neice, 
And  there's  my  Merchant ;  view  him  well :  Fill  Wine  here. 

Enter  Hempskirke,  Gertrude,  and  Gofwin. 

Hemp,  You  muft  not  only  know  me  for  your  Uncle 
T^ow,  but  obey  me  :  You,  go  caft  your  felf 
Away,  upon  a  Dunghil  here?  A  Merchant? 
A  pretty  Fellow  ?  One  that  makes  his  Trade 
With  Oaths  and  Perjuries? 

Gof,  What's  that  you  fay,  Sir? 
If  it  be  me  you  fpeak  of,  as  your  Eye 
Seems  to  diredl,  I  wifh  you*d  fpeak  to  me.  Sir. 

Hemp,  Sir,  I  do  fay,  fhc  is  no  Merchandize  v 
Will  that  fuffice  you? 

Gof,  Merchandize,  good  Sir  ? 
Though  you  be  Kinfman  to  her,  take  no  leave  thence 
To  ufe  me  with  Contempt:  1  ever  thought 
Your  Neice  above  all  Pride, 

Hemp.  And  do  fo  ftill.  Sir, 
I  'fure  yo',  her  rates  are  more  than  you  are  worth. 

Gof.  You  don't  know  what  a  Gentleman's  worth,  Sir, 
Nor  can  you  value  him. 

Hub,  Wellfa^d,  Merchant. 

Vand,  Nay, 
Let  him  alone,  and  ply  your  Matter. 

Hemp.  A  Gentleman  ? 
What,  of  the  Wool-pack?  Or  the  Sugar-cheft  ? 
Or  lifts  of  Velvet  ?  Which  is't,  Pound,  or  Yard, 
You  vent  your  Gentry  by  ? 

B  b  4  Hyi. 
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Huh.  O  Hmpskirke^  fye. 

(11)  Vand.  Come,  do  not  mind  'em,  drink,  he  is  no 

Wolfort. 

Gof.  Captain,  I  'dvife  you  

Hemp,  'Las,  my  pretty  Man, 
I  think*t  be  angry,  by  its  look :  Come  hither, 
Turn  this  way  a  httle  :  If  it  were  the  Blood 
Of  Cbarlemaine^  as't  may,  for  ought  I  know, 
Pe  fome  good  Botcher's  Iffue,  here  in  Bruges. 

Gof,  How? 

Hemp,  Nay,  I'm  not  certain  o'  that    of  this  I  am. 
If  it  once  buy,  and  fell,  its  Gentry's  gone. 
Gof,  Ha,  h^. 

Hemp.  You're  angry,  though  ye  laugh. 

Gof,  No,  now  'tis  pity 
Of  your  poor  Argument.    Do  not  you,  the  L,ords 
Of  Land,  if  you  be  any,  fell  the- Grafs, 
The  Corn,  the  Straw,  the  Milk,  the  Cheefe  ? 

Fand.  And  Butter : 
Remember  Butter  ;  do  not  leave  out  Batter. 

Gof,  The  Beefs  and  Muttons  that  your  Grounds  are 
ilor'd  with  ? 
Swine,  with  the  very  Maft,  befide  the  Woods  ? 

Hemp,  No,  for  thofe  fordid  ufes  we  have  Tenants, 
Or  elfe  our  Bailiffs. 
"  Gof  Have  not  we.  Sir,  Chap- men, 
And  Fadors,  then  to  anfwer  thefe  ?  Your  Honour 
Fetch'd  from  the  Heralds  J  B  C,  and  faid  over 
With  your  Court  Faces,  once  an  hour,  fhall  never 
Make  me  miftake  my  felf.    Do  not  your  Lawyers 
Sell  all  their  Practice,  as  your  Priefts  their  Pray'rs? 
What  is  not  bought,  and  fold  ?  The  Company 
That  you  had  laft,  what  had  you  for't,  i'faithf 

Hemp,  You  now  grow  fawcy. 

« 

(12)  .         He  is  no  Wolfort  j 

Captain,  I  ad'vife  you."\  Vandunke  blames  for  interfer- 

ing, and  immediately  does  it  himfelf,  but  I  take  it  to  be  an  accidental 
Qmiffion  of  the  Speaker.  It  is  not  probable  that  Gofwin  Ihould 
snake  no  Return  to  the  Scoffs  above,  an^  a  l)roken  Speech  feems 
^uiie  proper  to  him. 
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(13)  Gof.  Sir,  I  have  been  bred 
Still,  with  my  honed  Liberty,  and  muftufe-it. 

Hemp.  Upon  your  Equals  then. 

Gof,  Sir,  he  that  will 
Provoke  me  fir  ft,  doth  make  himfclf  my  Equal. 

Hemp  Do  ye  hear  ?  No  more. 

Gof.  Yes,  Sir,  this  little,  1  pray  you, 
And't  fhall  be  afide,  then  after,  as  you  pleafc. 
y  appear  the  Uncle,  Sir,  to  her  I  love 
More  than  mine  Eyes ;  and  I  have  heard  your  Scorns 
With  fo  much  fcoffing,  and  with  fo  much  iliame, 
As  each  ftrive  which  is  greater  :  But,  believe  me, 
I  fuck'd  not  in  this  Patience  with  my  Milk. 
Do  not  prefume,  becaufe  you  fee  me  young. 
Or  caft  defpights  on  my  Profeflion, 
For  the  civility  and  tamenefs  of  it. 
A  good  Man  bears  a  Contumely  worfe 
Than  he  would  do  an  Injury.  Proceed  not 
To  my  Offence  :  Wrong  is  not  ftill  luccefsfuJ, 
Indeed  it  is  not :  Pd  approach  your  Kinfwoman 
With  all  refpedl,  due  to  your  felf  and  her. 

flsmp.  Away  Companion  :  Handling  her  ?  Take  that. 

\_Strikes  him^ 

Gof.  Nay,  I  do  love  no  blows,  Sir,  there's  exchange. 
\Hegets  Hempskirke'j  S wordy  and  cuts  him  on  the  H^ad* 
Huh.  Hold,  Sir. 
Mar,  O  murther. 
Gert,  Help  my  Gofwin, 
Mar.  Man. 

Vand:  Let  'em  alone    my  Life  for  one. 

Gof.  Nay  come, 
If  you  have  Will. 

Hub.  None  to  offend  you,  I,  Sir. 

Gof  He  that  had,  thank  himfelf :  Not  hand  her  ?  yes  Sir, 
And  clafp  her,  and  embrace  her ;  and  (would  fhe 
Now  go  with  me)  bear  her  through  all  her  Race, 
Her  Father,  Brethren,  and  her  Uncles,  arm'd, 

(13)  Sure  I  ha^e  been  bred]  This  Reading,  if  admitted,  would 
make  him  doubt  whether  he  had  been  bred  with  an  honeft  Liberty  or 
no.   But  I  believe  it  a  mere  Typographical  Error. 

And 
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And  all  their  Nephews,  though  they  flood  a  Wood 
Of  Pikes,  and  Wall  of  Cannon,  Kifs  mc,  Gertrude^ 
Quake  not,  but  kifs  me. 

Vand.  Kifs  him,  Girl,  I  bid  you ; 
My  Merchant  Royal ;  fear  no  Uncles :  Hang  'em, 
Hang  up  all  Uncles :  Are  not  we  in  Bruges  ? 
Under  the  Rofe  here  ? 

Gof,  In  this  Circle,  Love, 
Thou  art  as  fafe,  as  in  a  Tower  of  Brafs ; 
Let  fuch  as  do  wrong,  fear. 

Vand.  Ay,  that's  good. 
Let  Wolfort  look  to  that. 

Gof.  Sir,  here  fhe  ftands. 
Your  Neice,  and  my  belov'd.    One  of  thefe  Titles 
She  muft  apply  too    if  unto  the  laft. 
Not  all  the  Anger  can  be  fent  unto  her, 
^\\)  In  Frown,  or  Voice,  or  other  A(5l:,  fliall  force  her. 
Had  Hercules  a  Hand  in't.    Come,  my  Joy, 
Say  thou  art  mine,  aloud  Love,  and  profefs  it* 

Vand.  Do  ;  and  I  drink  to  it. 

Gof,  Prithee  fay  fo.  Love. 

Gert.  'Twould  take  away  the  Honour  from  my  Blufhes :  * 
Do  not  you  play  the  Tyrant,  Sweet :  They  fpeak  it. 

Heni^.  I  thank  you,  Neice. 

Gof.  Sir,  thank  her  for  your  Life, 
And  fetch  your  Sword  within. 

Hemp.  Yo*  infult  too  much 
With  your  good  Fortune,  Sir.     \Exeunt  Gof  and  Gert. 

Huh,  A  brave  clear  Spirit ; 
Hempskirke^  you  were  to  blame :  A  civil  Habit 
Oft  covers  a  good  Man  ;  and  you  may  meet 
In  Perfon  of  a  Merchant,  with  a  Soul 
As  refolute,  and  free,  and  all  ways  worthy. 
As  elfe  in  any  file  of  Mankind :  Pray  you. 
What  meant  you  fo  to  flight  him  ? 

Hemp,  'Tis  done  now. 
Ask  no  more  of  it-,  I  muft  fuffen  [Exit, 

(14)  — -  Other  Art]  Mr.  Theobald  correfled  this,  I  have  known 
fcveral  Inftances  of  this  Miftake  between  Art  and  Ad,  and  tho* 
the  former  might  be  Scnfe  here,  the  latter  is  much  better. 

Hub. 
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TJub.  This 

Is  ftili  the  Punifhment  of  Rafhnefs,  Sorrow. 
Well  i  I  muft  to  the  Woods,  for  nothing  here 
Will  be  got  out.    There,  I  may  chance  to  learn 
Somewhat  to  help  m*  Enquiries  further, 

Vand,  Ha, 
A  Looking-glafs. 

Huh.  How  now,  brave  Burgomafter  ? 

Fand,  1  love  no  iVolfortSy  and  my  Name's  Vandunh, 

Huh,  Van-drunk  it's  rather  :  Come,  go  fleep  within. 

Vand,  Earl  Flore%  is  right  Heir ;  and  this  fame  Wolfort^ 
Under  the  Rofe  I  fpeak  it—— 

Huh,  Very  hardly. 

Vand,  Ufurps :  And's  a  rank  Traitor,  as  e'er  breath'd. 
And  all  that  do  uphold  him.    Let  me  go, 
( 1 5)  No  Man  fhall  hold  me  up,  that  upholds  him  ; 
Do  you  uphold  him  ? 

Huh.  No. 

Vand.  Then  hokl  me  up.  [Exeunf. 

Enter  Gofwin,  and  Hempskirke, 

Hemp.  Sir,  I  prefume,  you  have  a  Sword  o'  your  own, 
That  can  fo  handle  another's. 
Gof.  Faith  you  may.  Sir. 

Hemp,  And  ye've  made  me  have  P  much  better 
thoughts  of  you. 
As  I  am  bound  to  call  you  forth. 
Gof.  For  what,  Sir? 

Hemp.  To  the  repairing  of  mine  Honour,  and  Hurt  here. 

Gof,  Exprefs  your  way. 

Hemp.  By  fight,  and  Ipeedily. 

Gof,  You  have  your  Will :  Require  you  any  more  } 

Hemp.  That  you  be  fecret :  And  come  finale. 

Gof  I  will. 

Hemp,  As  you're  the  Gentleman  you  would  be  thought. 

(15)  1^0  Man  Jhall  bold  he,'\  That  he  fliould  be  me  is  certain,  but 
the  want  of  a  Syllable  in  the  Verfe,  makes  it  probable  that  one  was 
loft,  which  I  hope  I  have  retrieved,  for  the  Particle  added  greatly 
improves  honcll  FandunJl^  drunken  Humour.  Mr.  Sj/mpfon  has  lincc 
Cent  me  the  fame  Correction. 

Gof. 
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Gof.  Without  the  Conjuration :  And  PJI  bring 
Only  my  Sword,  which  I  will  fit  to  yours, 
ril  take  its  length  within. 

Hemp,  Your  Place  now,  Sir? 

Gof.  By  the  Sand-hilJs. 

Hemp.  Sir,  nearer  to  the  Woods, 
If  you  thought  fo,  were  fitter. 

Gof.  There,  then. 

Hemp,  Good. 
Your  time. 

Gof.  'Twixt  feven  and  eight. 

Hemp,  You'll  give  me,  Sir, 
Caufe  to  report  you  worthy  of  my  Neice, 
If  you  come,  like  your  Promife. 

Gof  If  I  do  not, 
Let  no  Man  think  to  call  m'  unworthy  firfl:, 
I'll  do't  my  felf,  and  juflly  wifli  to  want  her.  [Exeunt, 


ACT    HI.    SCENE  1. 

Enter  three  or  four  Boors, 

(16)  I  Boor,  f^Ome,  Englifo  Beer,  Hoftefs,  Englifh  Beer  j 
by  th' Barrel. 

2  Boor,  Stark  Beer,  Boy,  flout  and  ftrong  Beer :  So, 
fit  down,  Lads, 
And  drink  me  Upfey-Dutch  : 
Frolick,  and  fear  not. 

Enter  Higgen  Tike  a  Sow-gelder^  Singing. 

Hig.  Hdve  ye  any  work  for  the  Sow-gelder^  hoa^ 
My  Horn  goes  too  high  too  lowy  too  high  too.  low. 
Have  ye  any  Pigs^  Calves^  or  Colts y 
Have  ye  any  Lambs  in  your  Holts 

(16)  As  I  can  make  no  Senfe  of  this,  I  fuppofe  it  a  Miftake  and 
read  Barrel,  —  But  what  is  Upfey-Dutch  ?  Mr.  Sympfon. 

I  wiih  I  could  anfwer  Mr.  Symffoni  Queftion ;  but  I  can  find 
no  fuch  Word  in  any  Dictionary,  or  Glolfary  of  mine.  . 

To 
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To  cut  for  the  Stone ^ 
Here  comes  a  cunning  one. 
Have  ye  any  Br  aches  to  fpade^ 
Or  e'er  a  fair  Maid 
That  would  be  a  Nun  ; 
Come  kifs  me^  ^tis  done. 
Hark  how  my  merry  Horn  doth  Mow^ 
Too  high  too  low^  too  high  too  low, 

I  Boor.  O  excellent !  two  Pence  a  piece.  Boys,  two 
Pence  a  piece. 

Give  the  Boy  fome  drink  there.  Piper,  whet  your  Whittle, 
Canft  tell  me  a  way  now,  how  to  cut  off  my  Wife's  Con- 
Hig,  I'll  fing  ye  a  Song  for't.  [cupifcence? 

S  O  N  G. 

Take  hery  and  hug  her^ 

And  turn  her^  and  tug  her. 

And  turn  her  again  Boy^  again^ 

Then  if  fhe  mumble. 

Or  if  her  Tail  tumble^ 

Kifs  her  amain.  Boy,  amain 

Do  thy  endeavour, 

T 0  take  off  her  Feaver, 

Then  her  Difeafe  no  longer  will  reign. 

If  nothing  will  ferve  her. 

Then  thus  to  pre  ferve  her. 

Swinge  her  amain.  Boy,  amain. 

Give  her  cold  Jelly 

To  take  up  her  Belly, 

And  once  a  day  fwinge  her  again. 

If fhe  ft  and  all  tbefe  Pains, 

Then  knock  out  her  Brains, 

Her  Difeafe  no  longer  will  reign, 

1  Boor.  More  excellent,  more  excellent,  fweet  Sow* 
gelder. 

2  Boor.  Three  Pence  a  piece,  three  Pence  a  piece. 
Hig.  Will  you  hear  a  Song  how  the  Devil  was  gelded  ? 

3  Boor,  Ay,  ay,  let's  hear  the  Devil  roar,  Sow-gelder. 


3^5 


SONG. 
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SONG. 
I. 

He  ran  nt  me  firjl  in  the  fhape  of  a  Ram^ 
And  over  and  over  the  Sow-gelder  came ; 
I  rofe  and  I  halter' d  him  faji  by  the  Horn^ 
I  plucked  out  his  Stones  asyou^d  pick  out  a  Corn. 
Baa^  quoth  the  Devil,  and  forth  he  flunky 
And  left  us  a  Car  cafe  of  Mutton  that  fiuuL 

II. 

The  next  time  I  rode  a  good  Mile  and  a  halfy 
Where  I  heard  he  did  live  in  difguife  of  a  Calfy 
I  bound  and  I  gelt  h  'lm^  ere  he  did  any  evil ; 
He  was  here  at  his  befi^  but  a  young  fucking  Devil 
Maa^  yet  he  crfd^  and forth  he  did Jieal, 
And  this  was  fold  after ^  for  excellent  fTcaL 

III. 

Some  half  a  Tear  after^  in  form  of  a  Pig 
I  met  with  the  Rogue ^  and  he  looked  very  big ; 
I  catch* d  at  his  Leg^  laid  him  down  on  a  Logj 
Ere  a  Man  could  fart  twice  ^  I  had  made  him  a  Hog, 
Owghy  quoth  the  Devil ^  and  forth  gave  a  Jerk^ 
^hat  a  Jew  was  converted^  and  eat  of  the  Pork, 

\  Boor,  Groats  apiece,  Groats  apiece,  Groats  apiece. 
There  fweet  Sow-gelder. 

Enter  Prigg  and  Ferret. 

Prigg.  Will  ye  fee  any  feats  of  Aflivity, 
Some  flight  of  Hand,  Legerdemain  ?  Hey  pafs, 
Prefto,  be  gone  there  ? 

2  Boor.  Sic  down,  Jugler, 

Prigg,  Sirrah,  play  you  your  Art  well ;  draw  near  Piper: 
Look  you,  my  honeft  Friends,  you  fee  my  Hands; 
Plain  dealing  is  no  Devil :  Lend  me  fome  Mony, 
Twelve  Pence  apiece  will  ferve^ 

I,  2  Boor.  There,  there. 
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Pngg.  I  thank  you, 
Thank  ye  heartily  :  When  (hall  I  pay  ye  ? 

M  Boor,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  by  th'  Mafs  this  was  a  fine  trick. 

Prigg.  A  merry  Qight  toy :  But  now  Til  fhow  your 
A  Trick  indeed.  [Worfhips 

Hig,  Mark  him  well  now,  my  Matters. 

Prigg.  Here  are  three  Balls, 
Thefe  Balls  fhall  be  three  Bullets, 
One,  two,  and  three :  Jfcentibus,  malentihus. 
Prejio^  be  gone :  They  are  vani(h*d  :  Fair  play,Gentlemen. 
Now  thefe  three,  like  three  Bullets,  from  your  three  Nofes 
Will  I  pluck  prefently :  Fear  not,  no  harm.  Boys, 
^itere^  tupatule, 

1  Boor.  Oh.  oh,  oh. 

'  Prigg.  Recubans  fub  jermine  fagi, 

2  Boor.  Ye  pull  too  hard  5  ye  pull  too  harcf. 
Prigg.  Stand  fair  then :  ^ 

Silvtrtram  trim-tram. 

^Boor.  Hold,  hold,  hold. 

Prigg.  Come  aloft,  Bullets  three,  with  a  whim-wham. 
Have  ye  their  Monies  ? 
Hig.  Yes,  yes. 

1  Boor.  O  rare  Jugler ! 

2  Boor.  O  admirable  Jugler  ! 
Prigg.  One  trick  more  yet  5 

Hey,  come  aloft   fa,  fa^flim,  flum,  taradumbis  ? 

Eaft,  Weft,  North,  South,  now  fly  like  Jack  with  a  bumhis^ 

Now  all  your  Mony's  gone ;  pray  fearch  your  Pockets. 

1  Boor.  Humh, 

2  Boor.  He. 

3  Boor.  The  Devil  a  penny's  here  ! 
Prigg.  This  was  a  rare  Trick. 

I  Boor.  But  'twould  be  a  far  rarer  to  reftore  it. 

Prigg.  ril  do  ye  that  too  ;  look  upon  me  earneftly. 
And  move  not  any  ways  your  Eyes  from  this  Place, 
This  Button  here  ?  pow,  whir,  whifs,  fliake  your  Pockets, 

I  Boor.  By  th*  Mafs  *tis  here  again,  Boys. 

Prigg.  Reft  ye  merry  5 
My  firft  Trick  has  paid  me. 

All  Boor.  Ay,  take  it,  take  it, 

And 
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And  take  fome  Drink  too. 

Prigg.  Not  a  drop  now,  I  thank  you  ; 
Away,  we  are  difcover'd  elfe.  [E)^eunf, 

Enter  Gerrard  like  a  blind  Aqua-vitiE  Man^  and  a 
Boy^  finging  the  Song, 

Bring  out  your  CoHy- skins,  fair  Maids ^  to  me^ 

And  bold  ''em  fair  that  I  may  fee  5 

Grey^  Blacky  and  Blue  :  For  your  fmaller  Skinsy 

r  II  give  ye  Looking- Glaffes^  Pins: 

And  for  your  whole  Cony^  here's  ready ^  ready  Mony, 

Corne^  gentle  Jone,  do  thou  begin 

With  thy  blacky  blacky  black  Cony-skin, 

AndM.-\ry  then^  andJdUQ  will  follow^ 

With  their  Silver-hair* d  Skins^  and  their  yellow^ 

The  white  Cony-skin^  1  will  not  lay  by^ 

For  though  it  be  faint ^  'tis  fait  to  the  Eye-y 

The  grejy  it  is  warm^  but  yet  for  my  Monyy 

Give      the  bonny  ^  bonny  black  Cony, 

Come  away^  fair  Maids  ^  your  Skins  will  decay : 

Come^  and  take  Mony^  Maids ^  put  your  Ware  away ^ 

Cony-skins^  Cony-skins^  have  ye  any  Cony-skins  P 

I  have  fine  Bracelets,  and  fine  Silver  Pins, 

Ger.  Buy.any  Brand  Wine,  buy  any  Brand  Wine  ? 
Boy,  Have  ye  any  Cony-skins  ? 
2  Boor.  My  fine  Canary  Bird,  there's  a  Cake  for  thy 
Worfliip. 

I  Boor,  Come  fill,  fill,  fill,  fill  fuddenly  :  Let's  fee,  Sir, 
What's  this  ? 

Ger^  A  penny,  Sir. 

I  Boor.  Fill  till't  be  fix  Pence, 
And  there's  my  28  Pig. 

Boy.  This  is  a  Counter,  Sir. 

1  Boor,  A  Counter !  ftay  ye,  what  are  thefe  then  ? 
O  execrable  Jugler  !  O  damn'd  Jugler ! 

Look  in  your  Hofe,  hoa,  this  comes  of  looking  forward, 
^  Boor.  Devil  a  Dunkirk !  what  a  Rogue's  this  Jugler  ! 
This  hey  pafs,  repafs,  h'as  repaft  us  fweetly. 

2  Boor,  Do  ye  call  thefe  Tricks. 

'  f  8.  Six  pence. 
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Enter  Higgen. 

Hig,  Have  ye  any  Ends  of  Gold  or  Silver  ? 

2  Boor.  This  Fellcxw  comes  to  mock  us  ?  Gold  or 
Silver  ?  cry  Copper. 

I  Boor,  Yes,  my  good  Friend, 
We  have  e*cn  an  end  of  all  we  have. 

Hig,  'Tis  well.  Sir, 
You  have  the  lefs  to  care  for  :  Gold  and  Silver.  \^Exit, 

Enter  Prigg. 

Prigg,  Have  ye  any  old  Cloaks  to  fell,  have  ye  any 
old  Cloaks  to  fell'?  [_Exit, 

1  Boor,  Cloaks !  Look  about  ye  Boys  :  Mine's  gone ! 

2  Boor,  A  juggle  'em  ? 

—  O  they're  Preftoes  :  Mine's  gone  too  ! 

3  Boor,  Here's  mine  yet. 

I  Boor,  Come,  come  let's  drink  then  more  Brand  Wine* 
Boy,  Here,  Sir. 

I  Boar.  If  e'er  I  catch  your  Sow-gelder,  by  this  Hand 
I'll  ftrip  him. 
Were  ever  Fools  fo  ferk't  ?  We  have  two  Cloaks  yet  \ 
And  all  our  Caps ;  the  Devil  take  the  Flincher. 

All  Boor,  Yaw,  yaw,  yaw,  yaw. 

Enter  Hempskirke. 

Hemp,  Good  Ev'n,  my  honeft  Fellows, 
You're  merry  here  I  fee. 

3  Boor,  'Tis  all  we  have  left,  Sir. 
Hemp.  What  haft  thou  ?  Aqua-vltcs  ^ 
Boy,  Yes. 

Heinp,  Fill  out  then  ; 
And  give  thefe  honeft  Fellows  round. 
All  Boor,  We  thank  ye. 
Hemp.  May  I  fpeak  a  word  in  private  to  ye  ? 
All  Boor,  Yes,  Sir. 

Hemp,  I  have  a  bufinefs  for  you,  honeft  Friends, 
If  you  dare  lend  your  help,  fhall  get  you  Crowns. 

Ger,  Ha  ! 
Lead  me  a  little  nearer,  Boy. 

Vol.  II.  C  i  Boor, 
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I  Boor.  What  is't,  Sir  ? 
If  it  be  any  thing  to  purchafe  Mony, 
Which  is  our  want,  command  us. 

Boors.  All,  all,  all.  Sir. 

Bemp,  You  know  the  young  fpruce  Merchant  here  in 

Bruges  ? 
1  Boor.  Who?  yi^^tr  Go/win  ? 
Hemp,  That  He  owes  me  Mony, 
And  here  in  Town  there  is  no  ftirring  of  him. 
Ger,  Say  y'  fo  ? 

Hemp,  This  day,  upon  a  fure  appointment. 
He  meets  me  a  Mile  hence,  by  the  Chafe-fide, 
Under  the  row  of  Oaks ;  d*  you  know  it 

M  Boor.  Yes,  Sir. 

Hemp.  Give  *em  more  Drink  :  There  if  you  dare  but 
venture 

When  I  ftiall  give  the  word  to  feize  upon  him. 
Here's  twenty  Pound. 

3  Boor.  Beware  the  Jugler,  Lads. 

Hemp.  If  he  refift,  down  with  him,  have  no  mercy. 

I  Boor.  I  warrant  you,  we'll  hamper  him. 

Hemp.  To  difcharge  you, 
I  have  a  Warrant  here  about  me. 

3  Boor,  Here's  our  Warrant, 
This  carries  fire  i'th'  Tail. 

Hemp.  Away  with  me  then. 
The  Time  draws  on, 
I  muft  remove  fo  infolent  a  Suitor, 
And  if  he  be  fo  rich^  make  him  pay  Ranfome 
Ere  he  fee  Bruges  Tow'rs  again.  Thus  wife  Men 
Repair  the  hurts  they  take  by  a  Difgrace, 
And  piece  the  Lion's  Skin  with  th*  Fox's  Cafet 

Ger.  I'm  glad  Tve  heard  this  fport. 

Hemp,  There's  for  thy  Drink, 
Come  pay  the  Houfe  within.  Boys, 
Wnd  lofe  no  time. 

Cer.  Away  with  all  our  hade  too.  lExeunt, 


SCENE 
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Enter  Gofwin. 


Gof.  No  Wind  blow  fair  yet  ?  No  return  of  Monies  ? 
Letters  ?  Nor  any  thing  to  hold  my  Hopes  up? 
Why  then  'tis  deftinM,  that  I  falJ,  fall  miferably  ! 
My  Credit  I  was  built. on,  finking  with  me. 
Thou  boyftrous  North-wind,  blowing  my  Misfortune?, 
And  frofling  all  my  hopes  to  cakes  of  Coldnefs  \ 
Yet  (lay  thy  Fury  3  give  the  gentle  South 
Yet  leave  to  court  thofe  Sails  that  bring  me  fafety. 
And  you  aufpicious  Fires,  bright  Twins  in  Heav'n, 
Dance  on  the  Shrowds ;  he  blows  Hill  ftubbornly 
-rvnd  on  his  boyftrous  Rack  rides  my  fad  Ruin 
There  is  no  help,  there  can  be  now  no  Comfort, 
To  Morrow  with  the  Sun-fet,  fets  my  Credit. 

0  Mifery  !  Thou  curfe  of  Man,  thou  Plague, 
i*th'  midftofall  our  Strength  thou  ftrikeft  us; 

My  virtuous  Love  is  loft  too :  All,  what  I  have  been. 

No  more  hereafter  to  be  feen  than  Shadow  : 

To  Prifon  now  ?  Well,  yet  there's  this  Hope  left  me ; 

1  may  fink  fairly  under  this  Day's  Venture, 

And  fo  to  Morrow's  crols'd,  and  all  thofe  Curfe : 

Yet  manly  I'll  invite  my  Fate,  bafe  Fortune 

Shall  never  fay,  (he'as  cut  my  Throat  in  fear. 

This  is  the  Place  his  Challenge  call'd  me  to, 

And  was  a  happy  one  at  this  time  for  me, 

For  let  me  fail  before  my  Foe  i*th'  Field, 

And  not  at  Bar,  before  my  Creditors ;  [only, 

H'as  kept  his  word:  Now  Sir,  your  Sword's  Toiigue 

Loud  as  you  dare ;  all  other  Language  — 


Enter  Hempskirke. 


Hemp,  Well  Sir, 


You  fhall  not  be  long  troubled  :  Draw. 
Gg[.  *Tis  done,  Sir, 


And  now  have  at  ye. 
Hemp.  Now. 


C  c  2 


Enter 
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Enter  Boors, 

Gof,  Betray'd  to  Villains ! 
Slaves,  ye  Ihali  buy  me  bravely. 
And  thou  bafe  Coward 

Enter  Gcrrard  and  Beggars. 

Ger,  Now  upon  'em  bravely, 
Conjure  *em  foundly,  Boys. 

Boors,  Hold,  hold. 

Ger,  Lay  on,  ftill, 
Down  with  th'  Gentleman  Rogue,  fwinge  him  to  Sirrup. 
Retire  Sir,  and  take  Breath  :  Follow,  and  take  him, 
7'ake  all,  'tis  lawful  Prize. 

Boors.  We  yield. 

Ger.  Down  with  'em 
Into  the  Wood,  ancj  rifle  'em,  tew  *em,  fwinge  'em. 
Knock  me  their  Brains  into  their  Breeches.  [Exeunt, 

Boors,  Hold,  hold. 

Gof,  What  thefe  Men  are  I  know  not,  nor  for  whatcaufe 
They  fhou'd  thus  thrud  themfelves  into  my  danger. 
Can  I  imagine.   But  fure  Heav'n's  Hand  was  in't ! 
Nor  why  this  coward  Knave  (hould  deal  fo  bafely 
To  eat  me  up  with  Slaves  ;  But  Heav'n  1  thank  thee, 
I  hope  thou  haft  referv'd  me  to  an  end 
Fit  for  thy  Creature,  worthy  of  thine  Honour  : 
Wou'd  all  my  other  Dangers  here  had  fuffer'd. 
With  what  a  joyful  Heart  Ihou'd  I  go  home  then  ? 
Where  now,  Heav'n  knows,  like  him  that  waits  his 
Sentence ; 

Or  hears  his  palTing  Bell   but  there's  my  hope  ftill. 
Enter  Gerrard. 

Ger.  BlefTing  upon  you,  Mafter. 

Gof.  Thank  ye    leave  me, 
For  by  my  Troth  I've  nothing  now  to  give  thee. 

Ger,  Indeed  I  don't  ask.  Sir,  only  it  grieves  me 
To  fee  you  look  fo  fad  s  now  Goodnefs  keep  ye 
From  Troubles  in  your  Mind. 

LjoC  If  I  were  troubled. 

What 
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What  couM  thy  Comfort  do?  Prithee  Ctoy?,  leave  me. 

Ger.  Good  Maftcr  be  not  angry  \  lor  what  I  fay 
Is  out  of  true  Love  to  ye. 

Gof.  I  know  thou  lov'ft  me.  "[favvcy 

Ger,  Good  Mafter  blame  that  Love  then,  if  I  prove  16 
To  ask  ye  why  ye're  fad. 

Gof.  Mod  true,  I  am  fo. 
And  fuch  a  Sadnefs  1  have  got  will  fink  me. 

Ger.  Heav'n  fhield  it.  Sir. 

Gof.  Faith,  thou  muft  lofe  thy  Mafter. 

Ger,  I  had  rather  lofe  my  Neck,  Sir:  Wou'd  I  knew— 

Gof  What  wou'd  the  knowledge  do  thee  good,  fo 
mifcrable. 

Thou  canft  not  help  thy  felf  ?  When  all  my  ways 
Nor  all  the  Friends  I  have  — 

Ger.  You  do  not  know.  Sir, 
What  I  can  do:  Cures  fometimes,  for  Mens  Cares, 
Flow,  where  they  leaft  exped  *em. 

Gof  I  know  thou  wou'dft  do. 
But  farewel  Claufe^  and  pray  for  thy  poor  Matter. 

Ger.  I  will  not  leave  ye. 

Gof  How? 

Ger.  I  dare  not  leave  ye,  Sir,  I  muft  not  leave  ye. 
And  till  ye  beat  me  dead,  I  will  not  leave  ye, 
By  what  ye  hold  moft  precious,  by  Heav'n's  Goodnefs, 
As  your  fair  Youth  may  profper,  good  Sir,  tell  me  : 
My  Mind  believes  yet  Something's  in  my  Pow'r 
May  eafe  you  of  this  Trouble. 

Gof,  I  will  tell  thee  : 
For  a  hundred  thoufand  Crowns  upon  my  Credit,! 
Ta'en  up  of  Merchants  to  fupply  my  Trafficks, 
The  Winds  and  Weather  envying  of  my  Fortune, 
And  no  Return  to  help  me  off,  yet  (lie wing: 
To  morrow,  Claufe^  to  morrow,  which  muit  come. 
In  Prifon  thou  fhalt  find  me  poor  and  broken. 

Ger.  I  cannot  blame  your  Grief,  Sir. 

Gof  Now,  what  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Ger.  I  fay  you  Ihou'd  not  (hrink,  for  he  that  gave  ye. 
Can  give  you  more  ;  his  Pow'r  can  bring  you  ofF,  Sir, 
When  Friends  and  all  forfake  ye,  yet  he  fees  you. 

C  c  3  Gof 
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.Gof.,  There's  all  my  hope. 

Ger,  Hope  ftill,  Sir ;  are  you  ty'd 
Within  the  compars  of  a  Day,  good  Mafter, 
To  pay  this  Mafs  of  Mony  ? 

Gcf.  Ev'n  to  Morrow  ; 
But  why  do  I  (land  mocking  of  my  Mifery  ? 
Is'c  not  enough  the  Floods  and  Friends  forget  me? 

Ger.  Will  no  lefs  ferve  ? 

Gof.  What  if  it  would? 

Ger,  Your  Patience, 
J  do  not  ask  to  mock  ye:  'Tis  a  great  Sum, 
A  Sum  for  mighty  Men  to  ftart  and  flick  at ; 
But  not  for  honeft.    Have  ye  no  Friends  left  ye, 
None  that  have  fielt  your  Bounty  P  Worth  this  Duty  ? 

Gof,  Duty  ?  Thou  know*il  it  not. 

Ger.  It  is  a  Duty, 
And  as  a  Duty,  from  thofe  Men  have  felt  ye. 
Should  be  return'd  again  :  I  have  gain*d  by  ye, 
A  daily  Alms  thefe  fev'n  Years  you  have  fhowr'd  on  me, 
Will  hairTupply  your  want  ? 

Gcf,  Why  do' ft  thou  fool  me  ? 
Canltthou  work  Miracles? 

Ger.  To  fave  my  Mafter, 
I  can  work  this. 

Gof  Thoult  make  me  angry  wi*  thee. 

Ger,  For  doing  p^ood  ? 

Gof  What  pow'r  haft  tliou  ? 

Ger,  Enquire  not  : 
So  I  can  do  it,  to  prefer ve  my  Mafter  5 
Nay  if  it  be  three  parts. 

Gof  O  that  1  had  it, 
Bat  good  Ckufey  talk  no  more,  I  feel  thy  Charity, 
As  thou  haft  felt  mine  :  But  alas ! 

Ger,  Diftruft  not, 
*Tis  that  that  quenches  ye  :  pull  up  your  Spirit, 
Your  good,  your  honeft,  and  your  noble  Spirit ; 
For  if  the  Fortunes  of  ten  thoufand  People 
Can  fave  ye,  reft  aftlir'd.    You  have  forgot,  Sir, 
The  good  ye  did,  which  was  the  Pow'r  you  gave  me ; 
Ye  ftiail  now  know  the  King  of  Beggars  Treafure  : 

And 
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And  let  the  Winds  blow  as  they  lift,  the  Seas  roar. 
Yet,  here  to  morrow  you  (hall  find  your  Harbour, 
Here  fail  me  nor,  for  if  I  live  Pll  fit  ye. 

Gof.  How  Fain  I  wou'd  believe  thee ! 

Ger,  If  I  lye,  Mafter, 
Believe  no  Man  hereafter. 

Gof.  I  will  try  thee, 
But  he  knows,  that  knows  all. 

Ger,  Know  me  to  morrow. 
And  if  I  know  not  how  to  cure  ye,  kill  me  ; 
So  pals  in  Peace^  my  beft,  my  worthieft  Mafter.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Hubert,  like  a  Hunt/man. 

Hub.  Thus  have  I  ftoln  away  difguis'd  from  Hempskirke 
To  try  thefe  People,  for  my  Heart  yet  tells  me 
Some  of  thefe  Beggars  are  the  Men  I  look  for  : 
Appearing  like  my  felf,  they  have  no  Reafon, 
Though  my  Intent  is  fair,  my  main  End  honcft. 
But  to  avoid  me  narrowly  j  that  Face  too. 
That  Womans  Face,  how  near  it  is !  O  may  it 
But  prove  the  fame,  and  Fortune  how  Pll  blefs  thee! 
Thus,  fure  they  cannot  know  me,  or  fafpedl  me. 
If  to  my  Habit  I  but  change  my  Nature  ; 
As  I  muft  do  i  this  is  the  Wood  they  live  in, 
A  Place  fit  for  concealment :  Where,  till  Fortune 
Crown  me  with  that  I  feek,Pll  live  amongft  *em. 

Enter  Higgen,  Prigg,  Ferret,  Ginks  and  the  reft 
with  the  Boors. 

Hig,  Come  bring  ^tm  out,  for  here  we  fit  in  juftice  : 
Give  to  each  one  a  Cudgel,  a  good  Cudgel  : 
And  now  attend  our  Sentence.    That  you  are  Rogues, 
And  mifchievous  bafe  Rafcals,  there's  the  point  now, 
I  take  it,  is  confefs'd. 

Prigg.  Deny  it  if  you  dare,  Knaves. 

Boors,  We  are  Rogues,  Sir. 

Hig.  To  amplify  the  matter.    Rogues  yc  are, 

C  c  4  And 
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And  *9  lamb'd  ye  fhall  be  ere  we  leave  ye. 
Boors,  Yes,  Sir. 

Big,  And  to  the  open  handling  of  our  Juftice, 
Why  did  ye  this  upon  the  proper  Perfon 
Of  our  good  Mafter  ?  Wcx^eyou  drunk  when  you  did  it  ? 

Boors.  Yes  indeed  were  we. 

Prigg.  You  fhall  be  beaten  fober. 

Hig.  Was  it  for  Want  you  undertook  it? 

Boors,  Yes,  Sir. 

Hig,  You  fhall  be  fwing'd  abundantly. 

Prigg.  And  yet  for  all  that, 
You  fhall  be  poor  Rogues  flill. 

Hig.  Has  not  the  Gentleman,  [man 
Pray  n:iark  this  point.  Brother  Prigg,  that  noble  Gentlc- 
Reliev'd  ye  often,  found  ye  means  to  live  by. 
By  imploying  fome  at  Sea,  fome  here,  fome  there  ; 
According  to  your  Callings  ^ 

Boors.  'Tis  mofl  true,  Sir. 

Hig.  Is  not  the  Man  an  honefl  Man  ? 

Boors,  Yes  truly. 

Hig.  A  liberal  Gentleman  ?  And  as  ye  are  true  Rafcals 
Tell  me  but  this,  have  ye  not  been  drunk,  and  often, 
At  his  Charge 

Boors,  Often,  often. 

Hig.  There's  the  point  then. 
They've  caft  themfelves.  Brother  Prigg, 

Prigg,  A  fhrewd  point,  Brother. 

Hig.  Brother,  proceed  you  now  ;  the  Caufe  is  open, 
Pm  fomewhat  weary. 

Prigg^  Can  you  do  thefe  things  ? 
You  mofl  abominable  ftinking  Rafcals, 
You  Turnip-eating  Rogues. 

Boors,  We  are  truly  fbrry.  . 

Prigg.  Knock  at  your  hard  Hearts,  Rogues,  and 

prefently 

Give  us  a  fign  you  feel  Compunftion, 
Every  Man  up  with's  Cudgel,  and  on  his  Neighbour 
Bedow  fuch  Alms,  'till  we  fhall  fay  fufiicient, 

29  Soundly  beaten. 

F 
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(17)  (For  there  your  Sentence  lies)  without  Partiality 
Either  of  Head,  or  Hide,  Rogues,  witiiouc  Iparing, 
Or  we  fliall  take  the  pains  to  beat  you  dead  elfe; 
You  (hall  know  your  Doom. 

Hig.  One,  two,  and  three,  about  it. 

Frigg,  That  Fellow  in  the  blue  has  true  Compun<5?-ion, 

\^pjOors  beat  or/c'  anothir'. 
He  beats  his  Fellow  bravely,  oh,  well  ilruck  Boy^ 

Enter  Gerrard. 

Hig.  Up  with  that  blue  Breech,  now  plays  he  the  D^^vil. 
So  get  ye  home.  Drink  fmall  Beer,  and  be  honelt; 
Call  in  the  Gentleman. 

Ger,  Do,  bring  him  prefently, 
HisCaufe  I'll  hear  my  felf. 

Enter  Hempskirke. 

Hig*  Prigg.  With  all  due  Reverence, 
We  do  refign.  Sir. 

Ger,  Now,  huffing  Sir,  what's  your  Name? 

Hemp.  What's  that  to  you,  Sir  ? 

Ger.  It  fhall  be,  ere  we  part. 

Hemp.  My  Name  is  Hempskirke, 
I  follow  the  Earl,  which  you  fliall  feel. 

Ger.  No  threatning, 
For  we  fhall  cool  you,  Sir  ;  why  didfl:  thou  bafely 
Attempt  the  Murder  of  the  Merciiant  Gofwin  ? 

Hemp.  What  pow'r  haft  thou  to  ask  me  ^ 

Ger.  I  will  know  it,  . 
Or  flay  thee  till  thy  Pain  difcover  it. 

Hemp.  Hr  did  me  wrong,  bale  wrong. 

Ger.  Tnat  cannot  fave  ye. 
Whofentyou  hither.?  And  what  further  Villanies 
Have  you  in  Hand  ? 

Hemp.  Why  wcu'dft  thou  know  ?  What  profit. 
If  I  had  any  private  way,  cou'd  riic 
Out  of  my  Knowledge,  to  do  thee  Commodity  ? 
Be  forty  for  what  thou'lt  done,  and  make  amends.  Fool, 

(17)  For  there  our  Sentence  lies  'vjithout  Partiality  ; 

Either  of  Head  or  Hide,']  iJo  pointed  in  lorxriCi-  Jbditions- 

ru 
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ri!  talk  no  further  to  thee,  nor  thefe  Rafcals. 

Ger,  Tye  him  to  that  Tree. 

H^mp.  \  have  told  you  whom  I  follow. 

Ger,  The  Dev'l  you  ihou'd  do,  by  your  Villanies, 
Now  he  that  has  the  bell  way,  wring  it  from  him. 

Hig.  I  undertake  it :  Turn  him  to  the  Sun,  Boys ; 
Give  me  a  fine  fharp  Rufh  ;  will  ye  confefs  yet  ? 

He-mp.  You  have  rpbb'd  me  already,  now  you'll  mur- 
der me.  [Sir  ? 

Hig.  Murder  your  Nofe  a  little :  Does  your  Head  purge, 
To  it  again,  *twill  do  ye  good. 

Hemp.  Oh, 
I  cannot  tell  you  any  thing. 

Ger,  Proceed  then. .  [Sir. 

Hig,  There's  Maggots  in  your  Nofe,  Til  fetch  'em  our. 

Hemp.  O  my  Head  breaks. 

Hig.  The  beft  thing  for  the  Rheum,  Sir, 
That  falls  into  your  Worfhip's  Eyes. 

Hemp.  Hold,  hold. 

Ger,  Speak  then. 

Hemp.  1  knov/  not  what. 

Hig.  it  lies  in's  Brain  yet. 
In  lumps  it  lies,  1*11  fetch  it  jut  the  fineft  ; 
What  pretty  Faces  the  Fool  makes }  Heigh ! 

Hemp.  Hold, 
Hold,  and  Til  tell  ye  all    look  in  my  Doublet^ 
And  there,  within  the  lining  in  a  Paper, 
You  fliall  find  all. 

Ger.  Go  fetch  that  Paper  hither, 
And  let  him  loofe  for  this  time. 

Enter  Hubert. 

Huh,  Good  Ev'n,  my  honeft  Friends. 

Ger.  Good  Ev'n,  good  Fellow. 

Hub,  May  a  poor  Huntfman,  with  a  merry  Heart, 
A  Voice  fhall  make  the  Foreft  ring  about  him. 
Get  leave  to  live  amongftyc?  True  as  Steel,  Boys  ? 
.That  knows  all  Chafes,  and  can  watch  all  Hours, 
And  wixh  my  Quarter-ftaff^,  though  the  Devil  bid  ftand, 
Deal  fuch  an  Alms,  lhall  make  him  rpar  again 

Prick 
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Prick  ye  the  fearful  Hare  through  crofs  ways,  fheep- 
/  walks. 

And  force  the  crafcy  Reynard  climb  the  Qaickfets; 
Roufe  ye  the  lofty  Stag,  and  with  my  Bcii-horn 
Ring  him  a  knell,  that  all  the  Woods  fliall  mourn  him, 
*Till  in  his  Funeral  Tears,  he  fail  before  me  ? 
The  Polcat^  Marterne^  and  the  rich  skin'd  Lucerne 
I  know  to  chafe,  the  Roe  the  Wind  out-ftripping  ; 
Jfgrin  himfelf,  in  all  his  bloody  Anger 
(18)  I  can  beat  from  the  Bay,  and  the  wild  Sounder 
Single,  and  with  my  Boar-flaflr  arm'd,  thus  turn, 
Spight  of  his  foamy  Tufhes,  and  thus  ftrike  him  ; 
'Till  he  fall  down  my  Feaft. 
Ger.  A  goodly  Fellow. 

Hub.  What  mak'fl  thee  here,  ha?  [j^fide. 

Ger.  We  accept  thy  Fellowfhip 

Hub  Hempskirke^  thou  art  not  right  I  fear,  I  fear  thee. 

iJfide. 

Enter  Ferret,  with  a  Letter. 

Fer.  Here  is  the  Paper :  And  as  he  faid  we  found  it. 

Ger.  Give  me  it,  I  fliall  make  a  fliifc  yet,  old  as  lam. 
To  find  your  Knavery  :  You  are  fent  here.  Sirrah, 
To  difcover  certain  Gentlemen,  a  Spy>knave,  * 
And  if  ye  find  'em,  if  not  by  Perfuafion 
To  bring  'em  back,  by  Poifon  to  difpatch  *em. 

Hub.  By  Poifon,  ha  ? 

Ger.  Here  is  another,  Hubert ; 
What  is  that  Hubert^  Sir  ? 

Hemp.  You  may  perceive  there. 

(18)  ■  j^nd  the  nviU  Sounder 

Singhy  and  njoith  my  arrrCd  Staffs  turn  the  Boar,]  The  only 
Di£lionary  in  which  I  can  find  founder  makes  ic  the  lame  with  the 
nxiild  Boavy  and  fo  Mr.  Sympfon  thought  it,  and  agreed  with  me 
that  the  mention  of  both  in  the  fame  Sentence  was  a  Tautology,  which 
our  Authors  would  fcarceiy  be  guilty  of.  I  therefore  endeavoured 
by  the  Change  of  a  Monofyllable  and  a  Tranfpoiidon  of  the  Words 
to  amend  ic.  I  have  ventur'd  my  Conjeflare  into  the  Text,  but 
muft  own  that  I  have  not  his  Affent,  wno  fince  think-  th^:  Sounder 
may  fignify  a  Herd  of  Vvild  Boars.  But  to  Jingle  a  H^rd  of  Boars 
feems  to  me  an  Exprefiion  more  exceptionable  than  the  Tautology 
we  want  to  get  rid  of. 

Ger, 
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Ger,  I  may  perceive  a  Villany,  and  a  rank  one ; 
Was  he  join'd  Partner  of  thy  Knavery  / 
Hemp.  No. 

He  had  an  honeft  end,  (wou'd  I  had  had  fo,) 
Which  makes  him  fcape  fuch  Cut-throats. 

Ger,  So  it  feems. 
For  here  thou  art  commanded,  when  that  Hubert 
Has  done  his  belt  and  worthieft  Service,  this  way 
To  cut  his  Throat,  for  here  he's  let  down  dangerous. 

Hub.  This  is  moft  impious. 

Ger.  1  am  glad  we've  found  ye, 
•  Is  not  this  true  ? 

Hemp.  Yes ;  what  are  you  the  better  ? 

Ger.  You  (hall  perceive.  Sir,  ere  you  get  your  Freedom : 
Take  him  afide,  and.  Friend,  we  take  thee  to  us. 
Into  our  Company  ;  thou  dar'fl:  be  true  to  us  ? 

Hig.  Ay,  and  Obedient  too  ? 

Hub.  As  you  had  bred  me. 

Ger.  Then  take  our  Hand :  Thou*rt  now  a  Servant  to  us, 
Welcome  him  all. 

Hig.  Stand  off,  ftand  off:  111  do  it. 
We  bid  ye  welcome  three  ways ;  firft  for  your  Perfbn, 
Which  is  a  promifing  Perfon  ;  next  for  your  Quality, 
Which  is  a  decent,  and  a  gende  Quality ; 
Laft  for  the  frequent  means  you  have  to  feed  us. 
You  can  fteal  'tis  to  be  prefum'd, 

Hub:Yts^  Venifon, 
And  if  you  want  • 

Hig.  'Tis  well  you  underftand  right,  and 
Shall  pradlife  daily  :  You  can  drink  too?  Hub.  Soundly. 

Hig.  And  ye  dare  know  a  Woman  from  a  Weather- 
cock ? 

Hub.  If  1  handle  her. 

Ger.  Now  fwear  him. 

Hig.  I  crown  thy  '°  nab^  with  a    gag  of  Benboufe^ 
And    ft  all  thee  by  the    Salmon  into  the     Clows  ^ 
To  mand  on  the  Pad,  and    ftrike  all  the  Cheats  j 

30.  Head.  31.  Pot  of  good  Ale.  32.  Inflal.  33.  Oath.  34. 
Rogues.  35,  Rob  all  you  meet. 


To 
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To     Mill  from  the      Ruffmansy  and  Commifion 
and  '9  ^/^/^j, 

^^-Z/'s,  i*  the  ^^ftiromeU  and  let  the    ^/>^  Ci^«: 
And  +^  Herman-Becktrine^  and  ^+  /nW  to  the  Ruffin, 
Ger,  Now  interpret  this  unto  him. 
Hig,  I  pour  on  thy  Pate  a  pot  of  good  Ale, 

(19)  And  by  the  Rogues  Oath  a  Rogue  thee  Inftal: 
To  beg  on  the  way,  to  rob  all  thou  meets  ; 

To  fteal  from  the  Hedge,  both  the  Shirt  and  the  Sheets  : 
And  lie  with  thy  Wench  in  the  Straw  till  Hie  twang, 
Let  the  ConftabJe,  Juftice,  and  Devil  go  hang. 

Hig,  You're  welcome,  Brother. 

AU,  Welcome,  welcome,  welcome; 
But  who  fhall  have  the  keeping 
Of  this  Fellow  ? 

Huh,  Sir,  if  you  dare  but  truft  mc  ; 

(20)  For  I  have  kept  wild  Dogs  and  Beads  for  wonder. 
And  made  'em  tame  too :  Give  into  my  Cuftody 
This  roaring  Rafcal,  I  fhall  hamper  him. 

With  all  his  Knacks  and  Knaveries,  and  I  fear  me 
Difcover  yet  a  further  Villany  in  him  ; 
O  he  fmells  rank  o'th'  Rafcal. 

Ger,  Take  him  to  thee. 
But  if  he  fcape  

Huh.  Let  me  be  ev'n  hang'd  for  him. 
Come,  Sir,  I'll  tye  ye  to  the  leafli. 

Hemp,  Away,  Rafcal. 

Hub,  Be  not  fb  ftubborn :  I  fhall  fwinge  ye  found [y. 
And  ye  play  tricks  with  me. 

Ger,  So,  now  come  in. 
But  ever  have  an  eye,  Sir,  to  your  Prifoner.  [me. 

Hub,  He  mud  blind  both  mine  Eyes,  if  he  get  from 

Ger.  Go  get  fome  Victuals,  and  fome  Drink,  fome 
good  Drink  ; 

36  Rob.  37.  Hedges.  38.  Shirts.  39,  Sheets.  40.  Lie  with  Maids. 
41.  Hay.  42.  Juftice  of  Peace.  43.  Beadle.  44.  Hang.  4$.  Devil. 

(19)  — -  O'th'']  Former  Editions.  Mr.  Theobald  and  I  concurred 
in  the  Emendation. 

(20)  For  I  ha<ue  kept]  The  [//]  hurts  the  Senfc  here,  and  feems 
evidently  to  have  crept  into  this  Line  from  that  above. 

For 
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For  this  day  we*ll  keep  holy  to  good  Fortune, 
Come,  and  be  frohck  with  us. 

Hig.  You  are  a  Stranger,  Brother,  I  pray  lead, 
You  mufl",  you  muH:,  Brother.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Gofwin  and  Gertrude. 

Gert.  Indeed  you're  welcome ;  I  have  heard  your  fcape. 
And  cherefore  give  her  leave,  that  only  loves  you, 
Truly  and  dearly  loves  you,  give  her  Joy  leave 
To  bid  you  welcome  :  What  is't  makes  you  fad,  Man? 
Why  do  you  look  fo  wild  ?  Is'c  I  offend  you  ? 
Befhrew  my  Heart,  not  willingly. 

Gof,  No,  Gertrude. 

Gert.  Is't  the  delay  of  that  you  long  have  look'd  for, 
A  happy  Marriage  ?  Now  I  come  to  urge  it. 
Now  when  you  pleafe  to  finilh  it  i 

Gof.  No  News  yet  ? 

Gert,  D'you  hear.  Sir? 

Gof,  Yes. 

Gert,  D'you  love  me  ? 

Gof,  Have  I  liv'd 
In  all  the  happinefs  Fortune  could  feat  me. 
In  all  Mens  fair  Opinions  ? 

Gert,  1  have  providejd 
A  Prieft,  that's  ready  for  us. 

Gof  And  can  the  Devil, 
In  one  ten  Days,  that  Devil  Chance  devour  me  ? 

Gert.  We'll  fly  t'  what  Place  you  pleafe. 

Gof  No  Star  profperous! 
All  at  a  fwoop  ? 

Gert.  You  do  not  love  me,  Gofwin  ? 
You  will  not  look  upon  me  ? 

Gof,  Can  Mens  Prayers, 
Shot  up  to  Heav'n  with  fuch  a  Zeal  as  mine  are, 
Fall  back  like  lazy  Mifts,  and  never  profper  ? 
Gives  I  mult  wear,  and  cold  muft  be  my  Comfort  j 
Darknefs,  and  want  of  Meat  5  alas  Ihe  weeps  too, 

Which 
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Which  is  the  top  of  all  my  Sorrows,  Gertrude, 

Gert.  No,  no,  you  will  not  know  me  i  my  poor  Beauty^ 
Which  has  been  worth  your  Eyes. 

Gof,  The  Time  grows  on  ftill  ; 
And  like  a  tumbling  Wave,  I  fee  my  Ruin 
Come  rowling  over  me, 

Gert,  Yet  will  ye  know  me  ? 

Gof,  For  a  hundred  thoufand  Crowns. 

Gert,  Yet  will  ye  love  me  ? 
Tell  me  but  how  I  have  deferv'd  your  flighting  ? 

Gof,  For  a  hundred  thoufand  Crowns  ? 

Gert.  Farewel  Diflembler. 

Gof  Of  which  I  have  fcarce  ten  ;  O  how  it  ftarts  me  \ 

Gert,  And  may  the  next  you  love,  hearing  my  Ruin — • 

Gof  I  had  forgot  my  felf,  O  my  beft  Gertrude y 
Crown  of  my  Joys  and  Comforts, 

Gert,  Sweet,  what  ails  ye  ? 
I  thought  you  had  been  vext  with  me. 

Gof  My  Mind,  Wench, 
My  Mind  o'erflow'd  with  Sorrow,  funk  my  Memory, 

Gert.  Am  I  not  worthy  of  the  Knowledge  of  it  ? 
And  cannot  I  as  well  affeft  your  Sorrows, 
As  your  Delights  ?  You  love  no  other  Woman  ? 

Gof  No,  1  proteft. 

^ert.  You  have  no  Ships  loft  lately  ? 
Gof  None,  that  I  know  of. 

Gert,  I  hope  you  have  fpilt  no  Blood,  vvhofe  Innocenct 
May  lay  this  on  your  Confcience. 

Gof  Clear,  by  Heav'n. 
■  Gert,  Why  fhould  you  be  thus  then  ? 

Gof  Good  Gertrude  ask  not, 
Ev*n  by  the  Love  you  bear  me. 

Gert,  1  am  obedient. 

Gof  Go  in^  my  fair,  I  will  not  be  long  from  ye. 
Nor  long  I  fear  me  with  thee.   At  my  Return 
Difpofe  me  as  you  pleafe. 

Gert,  The  good  Gods  guide  ye.  [Ey:i^. 

Gof  Now  for  my  felf,  which  is  the  leaft  I  hope  for. 
And  when  that  fails,  for  Mansworft  Fortuncj  Pity.  \^Exit. 


ACT 
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ACT    IV.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Gofwin,  and  four  Merchants, 

Gof,  "^X/  ^  ^  Gentlemen,  'tis  but  a  Week  more,  I  in- 

▼  »^    treat  you 
But  feven  fiiort  Days,  1  am  not  running  from  ye  5 
Nor,  if  you  give  me  Patience,  is  it  poffible 
All  my  Adventures  fail    you  have  Ships  abroad 
Endure  the  beating  both  of  Wind  and  Weather  : 
I'm  fure  'twould  vex  your  Hearts,  to  be  protefted ; 
Ye're  all  fair  Merchants. 

1  Mer.  Yes,  and  muft  have  fair  play. 
There  is  no  living  here  elfe  j  one  hour's  failing 
•  Fails  us  of  all  our  Friends,  of  all  our  Credits: 
For  my  part,  I  would  (lay,  but  my  wants  tell  me, 
I  muft  wrong  others  in't. 

Gof  No  mercy  in  ye ! 

2  Mer.  'Tis  foolifli  to  depend  on  others  Mq-cy  : 
Keep  your  fclf  right,  and  e'en  cut  your  Cloth,  Sir, 
According  to  your  calling  ;  you  have  liv'd  here 

In  Lord-Uke  Prodigality,  high,  and  open. 
And  now  you  find  what  'tis  :  The  lib'ral  fpending 
The  Summer  of  your  Youth,  which  you  fhou'd  glean  in. 
And  like  the  labouring  Ant,  make  ufe  and  gain  of. 
Has  brought  this  bitter,  ftormy  Winter  on  ye. 
And  now  you  cry. 

3  Mer.  Alas,  before  your  Poverty, 

We  were  no  Men,  of  no  Mark,  no  Endeavour  ; 
You  ftood  alone,  took  up  all  Trade,  all  Bufinefs 
Running  through  your  Hands,  fcarce  a  Sail  at  Sea, 
But  loaden  with  your  Goods  :  We  poor  weak  Pedlars; 
When  by  your  leave,  and  much  intreaty  to  it. 
We  cou'd  have  (towage  for  a  little  Cloth, 
Or  a  few  Wines,  put  off,  and  thankt  your  Worfhip. 
Lord,  how  the  World's  chang'd  with  ye  ?  Now  I  hope. 
We  (hall  have  Sea*room.  [Sir, 

Gof  Is  my  Mifery 
Become  my  Scorn  too  1  Have  ye  no  Humanity  ? 

No 
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No  part  of  Men  left  ?  Are  all  th'  Bounties  in  me 
To  you,  and  to  the  Town,  turn'd  my  Reproaches  ? 

4  Mer\  Well,  get  your  Monies  ready  :  'Tis  but  two 
We  fhall  protcft  ye  elfe,  and  fuddenly.  [hours  5 

Gof,  But  two  Days. 

I  Mer.  Not  an  Hour,  ye  know  the  hazard.  \Exeunt] 
Gof,  How  foon  my  light's  put  out!  Hard-hearted ^r^/^^j/ 
Within  thy  Walls  may  never  honeft  Merchant 
Venture  his  Fortunes  more :  O  my  poor  Wench  too. 

Enter  Gerrard. 

Ger,  Good  Fortune,  Mafter. 
Gof  Thou  miftak*ft  me,  Claufe^ 
I  am  not  worth  thy  Blefllng, 
Ger.  Still  a  fad  Man! 

Enter  Higgen  and  Prigg,  like  Porters. 

No  belief,  gentle  Mafter  ?  Come  bring  it  in  then^ 
And  now  believe  your  Beadfman. 

Gof  Is  this  certain  ? 
Or  doft  thou  work  upon  my  troubled  Senfe  ? 

Ger,  'Tis  Gold,  Sir, 
Take  it  and  try  it. 

Gof  Certainly  'tis  Treafure  ;  ^ 
Can  there  be  yet  this  Bleffing  \ 

Ger.  Ceafe  your  wonder. 
You  lhall  not  fink  for  ne^er  a  fowft  Flap-dragon^ 
For  ne'er  a  pickPd  Pilcher  of 'em  all.  Sir. 
*Tis  there,  your  full  Sum,  a  hundred  thoufand  Crowns  % 
And  good  fweet  Mafter,  now  be  merry  ;  pay  'em. 
Pay  the  poor  pelting  Knaves,  that  know  no  Goodnefs: 
And  chear  your  Heart  up  handfomely. 

Gof  Good  Claufey 
How  cam'ft  thou  by  this  mighty  Sum  ?  if  naughtily^ 
1  muft  not  take  it  of  thee,  'twill  undo  me* 

Ger,  Fear  not,  you  have  it  by  as  honeft  means 
As  though  your  Father  gave  it.    Sir,  you  know  noC 
To  what  a  Mafs,  the  litde  we  get  daily. 
Mounts  in  fev'n  Years ;  we  beg  it  for  Heav'n*s  Charity^ 
And  to  the  fame  good  we  are  bound  to  render  it, 
Vol.  II,  Dd  Gof. 
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Gof,  What  great  Security? 

Ger,  Away  with  that.  Sir, 
Were  not  ye  more  than  all  the  Men  in  Bruges  % 
And  all  the  Mony  in  my  Thoughts 

Go/.  But  good  Claufey 
I  may  die  prefently. 

Ger,  Then  this  dies  with  ye : 
Pay  when  you  can,  good  Mafter,  PU  no  Parchments, 
Only  this  Charity  I  ftiall  intreat  you. 
Leave  me  this  Ring. 

Gof,  Alas,  it  is  too  poor,  Claufe. 

Ger,  'Tis  all  I  ask,  and  this  withal,  that  when 
I  (hall  deliver  this  back,  you  fliail  grant  me 
Freely  one  poor  Petition, 

Gof.  There,  I  confirm  it,  [Gives  the  Ring, 

And  may  my  Faith  forfake  me  when  I  fhun  it. 

Ger,  Away,  your  Time  draws  on.  Take  up  the  Mony, 
And  follow  this  young  Gentleman. 

Gof.  Farewel  Claufe^ 
And  may  thy  honeft  Memory  live  for  ever. 

Ger.  Heav'n  blefs  you,  and  ftill  keep  you  i  farewel, 
Mafter.  [Exemu 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Hubert. 

Hub.  Ihavelock'd  my  Youth  up  clofe  enough  for  gad- 
In  an  old  Tree,  and  fet  watch  over  him.  [ding. 

Enter  Jaculin. 

Now  for  my  Love,  for  fure  this  Wench  muft  be  fhe. 
She  follows  me  j  Come  hither,  pretty  Minchc, 

Jac.  No,  no,  you'll  kils. 

Huh,  So  I  will. 

Jac.  Y*deed  law  ? 
How  will  ye  kifs  me,  pray  you? 

Huh.  Thus,  foft  as  my  Love's  Lips. 

Jac,  Oh! 

Huh.  What's  your  Father's  Name  ? 

Jac. 


\ 
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Hub,  Is  it  not  Gerrard^  Sweet.^ 
Jac.  ril  ftay  no  longer; 
My  Mother's  an  old  Woman,  and  my  Brother 
Was  drown'd  at  Sea,  with  catching  Cockles.    O  Love  ! 
O  how  my  Heart  melts  in  me :  How  thou  fir'ft  me  ! 
Hub,  'Tis  certain  fhe ;  pray  let  me  fee  your  Hand, 
Jac.  No,  no,  you'll  bite  it.  [Sweet  ? 

Hub.  Sure  I  Ihould  know  that  Gymmal ! 
Jac,  'Tis  certain  he :  I  had  forgot  my  Ring  too. 
O  Hubert  I  Hubert  I 

Hub.  Ha !  methought  fhe  nam'd  me  -  * 
Do  you  know  me.  Chick? 

Jac,  No  indeed,  I  never  faw  ye; 
But  methinks  you  kifs  finely. 

Hub,  Kifs  again  then. 
By  Heav'n  'tis  fhe. 

Jac.  O  what  a  Joy  he  brings  me  \ 
Hub.  You  are  not  Minche  ? 
Jac,  Yes,  pretty  Gentleman, 
And  I  mufl  be  marry'd  to  morrow  to  a  Capper. 

Hub.  Mufl  ye,  my  Sweet,  and  does  the  Capper  love  ye  t 
Jac,  Yes,  yes,  he'll  give  me  Pie,  and  look  in  mine  Eyes 
'Tis  he :  'Tis  my  dear  Love  :  O  blefl  Fortune.  [thus. 
Hub,  How  fain  fhe  would  conceal  her  felf,  yet  fhews  it ! 
Will  you  love  me,  and  leave  that  Man  ?  Til  ferve  you. 
Jac.  Olfhalilofemyfelf! 
Hub,  I'll  wait  upon  you, 
And  make  you  dainty  Nofegays. 

Jac.  And  where  will  you  ftick  *em  ?  [Lillics 
Hub,  Here  in  thy  Bofom,  Sweet,  and  make  a  Crown  of 
For  your  fair  Head. 

Jac,  And  v/i)l  you  love  me  deed-law? 
Hub,  With  all  my  Heart. 
Jac.  Call  me  to  morrow  then, 
And  we'll  have  brave  cheer,  and  go  to  Church  together; 
Give  you  good  Ev'n,  Sir. 

Huh,  But  one  word,  fair  Minche. 
Jac,  I  mufl:  be  gone  a  Milking. 
Hub.  Ye  fhall  prefendy. 


Dd  2 


Did 
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Did  you  ne'er  hear  of  a  young  Maid  call'd  Jaculin  ? 

Jac,  I  am  difcover'd  \  hark  in  your  Ear,  I'll  tell  ye  : 
You  muft  not  know  me,  kifs  and  be  conftant  ever. 

Hub,  Heav'n  curfe  meelfe.  'Tis  flie,  and  now  Pm  certain 
They  are  all  here.    Now  for  my  other  Projeft.  [Exemf. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Gofwin,  four  Merchants,  Higgen,  and  Prigg. 

1  Mer,  Nay,  if  'twould  do  you  courtefie. 
Gof,  None  at  all,  Sir  : 

Take  it,  'tis  yours,  there's  your  ten  thoufand  for  ye, 
Give  in  my  Bills.    Your  fixteen. 

3  Mer,  Pray  be  pleas'd.  Sir, 
To  make  a  further  ufe. 

Gof.  No. 

3  Mer.  What  I  have,  Sir, 

You  may  command  ;  pray  let  me  be  your  Servant. 

Gof,  Put  your  Hats  on  :  I  care  not  for  your  courtefies. 
They're  moft  untimely  done,  and  no  truth  in  *em. 

2  Mer,  I  have  a  fraught  of  Pepper. 
Gof,  Rot  your  Pepper, 

Shall  I  truft  you  again  ?  There's  your  feven  tfioufand. 

4  Mer.  Or  if  you  want  fine  Sugar,  'tis  but  fending. 
Gof,  No,  I  can  fend  to  Barhary^  thofe  People 

That  never  yet  knew  Faith,  have  nobler  freedoms  : 

Thefe  carry  to  Vanlock^  and  take  my  Bills  in. 

To  Feter  Zuten  thefe  :  Bring  back  my  Jewels. 

(2 1 )  Why  are  thefe  Pieces  ?  [Guns  fr'd. 

Enter  Sailor, 

Sail  Health  to  the  noble  Merchant, 
The  Sufan  is  return'd. 
Gof  Well? 

Sail,  Well,  and  rich,  Sir, 
And  now  put  in. 

(2i)  Why  are  thefe  Pieces?']  The  Sen fc  which  is  n«w  fo  clear, 
was  obfcur*  to  mc,  till  Mr.  Sjmpfin  added  th?  Marginal  Note. 

Gof 
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Gof,  Heav'n,  thou  haft  heard  my  Pray'rs. 

Sail.  The  brave  Rebeccab  too,  bound  from  the  Straits^ 
With  the  next  Tide  is  ready  to  put  after. 

Gof.  What  News  o'th'  FJy-boat  ? 

Sail.  If  this  Wind  hold  *till  Midnight, 
She  will  be  here,  and  wealthy,  (he  fcap'd  fairly. 

Gof.  How,  prithee.  Sailor? 

Sail.  Thus,  Sir  ;  (he  had  fight, 
Seven  hours  together,  with  fix  Turkijh  Gallies, 
And  (he  fought  bravely  ;  but  at  length  was  boarded 
And  overlaid  with  Strength  :  When  prefently 
Comes  boring  up  the  wind  Captain  Vannoke^ 
That  valiant  Gentleman  you  redeemed  from  Prifbn ; 
He  knew  the  Boat,  fet  in,  and  fought  it  bravely : 
Beat  all  the  Gallies  off,  funk  three,  redeemed  her. 
And  as  a  Service  to  ye  fent  her  home.  Sir. 

Gof.  An  honefl:  noble  Captain,  and  a  thankful ;  [Sailor.' 
There's  for  thy  News ;  Go  drink  the  Merchant's  Health, 

Sail.  1  thank  your  Bounty,  and  I'll  do't  t'  a  Doit,  Sir. 

\_Exit  Sailor. 

1  Mer.  What  Miracles  are  pour'd  upon  this  Fellow ! 
(Z2)  Gof.  This  Year,  I  hope,  my  Friends,  I  fhall  fcape 

For  all  your  cares  to  catch  me.  [Prilbn^ 

2  Mer.  You  may  pleafe.  Sir, 

To  think  of  your  poor  Servants  in  Dilpleafure, 

Whofe  all  they  have,  Goods,  Monies,  are  at  your  Service. 

Gof.  I  thank  you. 
When  I  have  need  of  you  I  fhall  forget  you  : 
You're  paid,  I  hope. 

AIL  We  joy  in  your  good  Fortunes. 

Enter  Vandunk. 

Vand.  Come,  Sir,  come  take  your  eafe,  you  muft  go 
Yonder's  one  weeps  and  howls,  [home  wi'  me, 

(22)  ^his  here,  I  hope,']  Any  one  that  attends  to  the  Senfe  would  at 
once  fee  the  Corruption,  and  difcover  the  true  Word.  Mr.  Theobald, 
Mr.  Sympfon  and  I  agreed  in  the  Corredion,  and  *tis  confirmed  by 
the  old  Folio,  which  reads  Te  are.  'Tis  ftrange,  that  the  following 
Editors  fhould  fee  that  .this  was  wrong,  and  not  fee  what  was 
right. 

Dd  3  Gof  . 
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Gof,  Alas  how  does  (he  ? 
Vand.  She  will  be  better  foon,  I  hope. 
Gof,  Why  foon,  Sir?  [Night, 
Vand,  Why  when  you  have  her  in  your  Arms ;  this 
My  Boy,  ^he  is  thy  Wife. 

Gof.  With  all  my  Heart  I  take  her. 
Vand.  We  have  prepar'd,  all  thy  Friends  will  be  there. 
And  all  my  Rooms  fhall  fmoak  to  fee  the  Revel ; 
Thou  haft  been  wrong'd,  and  no  more  fhall  my  Service 
Wait  on  the  Knave  her  Uncle.    1  have  heard  all, 
All  his  Baits  for  my  Boy,  but  thou  ftialt  have  her  5 
Haft  thou  difpatch'd  thy  Bufinefs  ? 

'   Gof  Moft  

Vand.  By  the  Mafs,  Boy, 
Thou  tumbleft  now  in  Wealth,  and  I  joy  in  it, 
Thou'rt  the  beft  Boy  that  Bruges  ever  nourifh'd. 
Thou  haft  been  fad,  I'll  cheer  thee  up  with  Sack, 
And  when  thou  'rt  lufty  fling  thee  to  thy  Miftrefs. 
She'll  hug  thee,  Sirrah. 

Gof  I  long  to  fee  it. 
I  had  forgot  you :  There's  for  you,  my  -Friends : 
You  had  but  heavy  burthens ;  commend  my  Love, 
(23)  Commend  my  beft  Love,  all  the  Love  I  have 
To  honeft  Claufe^  fhortly  Til  thank  him  better.  \^Exil. 

Hig.  By  th'  Mafs  a  Royal  Merchant, 
Gold  by  the  handful,  here  will  be  fport  foon,  Prigg. 
Prigg.  It  partly  feems  fo,  and  here  will  I  be  in  a  trice. 
Hig,  And  I  Boy, 
Away  apace,  we  are  look'd  for. 

Prigg.  Oh  thefe  bak'd  Meats, 
Methinks  I  fmell  them  hither. 

'  Hig.  Thy  Mouth  waters.  [Exeunt. 

(23)   Commend  my  Lo<ve 

To  my  lefl  Lonje,'\  However  great  a  Friend  Claufe  had  been, 
Gofwin  would  fcarcely  call  him  his  Love,  a  Term  appropriated  to 
Hovers  of  difT^rent  Sexes.  Befides  this,  the  jVIeafure  is  fpoil'd  j  which, 
with  the  former  Proof,  almoft  demonftrates  the  PafTage  to  be  cor- 
rupt. A  Repetition  of  the  Verb  Cofnmejid  efFedually  cures  it  ;  and 
I  have  often  found,  that  where  the  Senfe  and  Meafurc  both  require 
a  Repetition  of  a  Word,  the  Printer  omits  it ;  taking  it  for  granted, 
that  all  Repetitions  of  the  fame  Words  muft  be  Miftakes,  becaufc 
they  generally  are  fo, 

'       '  SCENE 
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SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Hubert  and  Hempskirk. 
Hub,  I  mufl:  not. 

Hemp,  Why  ?  'tis  in  thy  power  to  do  it. 
And  in  mine  to  reward  thee  to  thy  Wifhes. 

Hub,  I  dare  not,  nor  I  will  not. 

Hemp,  Gentle  Huntfman, 
Though  thou  haft  kept  me  hard:  Though  in  thy  Duty, 
Which  is  required  to  do  it,  th'aft  us'd  mc  ftubbornJy  i 
I  can  forgive  thee  freely. 

Hub,  You  the  EarPs  Servant? 

Hemp,  I  fwear  I'm  near  as  his  own  Thoughts  to  him ; 
Able  to  do  thee  • 

Hub,  Come,  come,  leave  your  prating. 

Hemp.  If  thou  dar'ft  but  try. 

Hub,  I  thank  you  heartily,  you  will  be 
The  firft  Man  that  will  hang  me,  a  fweet  Recompenccj 
I  could  do't,  but  I  do  not  fay  I  will, 
To  any  honeft  Fellow  that  wou'd  think  on*t. 
And  be  a  Benefador. 

Hemp,  If't  be  not  recompenc'd,  and  t'  thy  own  defires. 
Within  thefe  ten  Days  if  I  do  not  make  thee— 

Hub.  What, 
A  falfe  Knave ! 

Hemp,  Prithee,  conceive  me  rightly,  any  thing 
Of  Profit  or  of  Place  that  may  advance  thee. 

Hub.  Why  what  a  Goofecap  wou'dft  thou  make  me. 
Don't  I  know 

That  Men  in  Mifery  will  promife  any  thing. 
More  than  their  Lives  can  reach  at  ?    Hemp,  B'lieve  me,  - 
There  fhall  not  one  (hort  Syllable  that  now  [Huntfman, 
Comes  from  me,  pafs  without  its  full  Performance. 

Hub,  Say  you  fo.  Sir  ? 
Have  ye  e*er  a  good  Place  for  my  Quality  ? 

Hemp,  A  thoufand  Chafes,  Forefts,  Parks ;  Til  make  thec 
Chief  Ranger  over  all  the  Games. 

Hub.  When? 

Dd  4  Hemp. 
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Hemp.  Prefently.  [too. 

Hub,  This  may  provoke  me  :  And  yet  to  prove  a  Knave 

Hemp.  'Tis  to  prove  honed  :  'Tis  to  do  good  Service, 
Service  for  him  thou'rt  fworn  to,  for  thy  Prince, 
Then  for  thy  felf  that  good  ;  what  Fool  would  live  here, 
Poor,  and  in  Mis'ry,  fubjeci:  to  all  Dangers, 
Law,  and  lewd  People,  can  inflid:,  when  bravely 
^nd  to  himfelf  he  may  be  Law  and  Credit  ? 

Hub.  Shall  1  believe  thee  ? 

Hewp.  As  that  thou  holdft  mofl  holy. 

Hub.  Ye  may  play  Tricks. 

Hemp.  Then  let  me  never  live  more. 

Hub.  Then  you  fhall  fee.  Sir,  I  will  do  a  Service 
That  lhall  deferve  indeed. 

Hemp.  'Tis  well  faid,  Huntfman, 
And  thou  (halt  be  well  thought  of. 

Hub.  1  will  do  it : 
^Tis'not  your  fetting  free,  for  that*s  meer  nothing. 
But  fuch  a  Service,  if  the  Earl  be  noble. 
He  fliall  for  ever  love  me. 

Hemp.  What  is't,  Huntfman  ? 

Hub.  Do  you  know  any  of  thefe  People  live  here  ? 

Hemp.  No, 

Huh.  You're  a  Fool  then:  Here  be  thofe,  to  have  *em, 
I  know  the  Earl  fo  well,  would  make  him  caper. 

Hemp.  Any  of  the  old  Lords  that  rebel'd  ? 

Hub.  Peace,  all, 
I  know  'em  ev'ry  one,  and  can  betray  'em. 

Hemp,  But  wilt  thou  do  this  Service  ? 

Hub.  If  you'll  keep 
Yoqr  Faith,  and  free  word  to  me. 

Hemp.  Wilt  thou  fwear  me  ? 

Hub.  No,  no,  I  will  believe  ye:  More  than  that  too. 
Here's  the  right  Heir. 

Hemp.  O  honeft,  honeft  Huntfman !  [matter. 

Hub.  Now,  how  to  get  thefe  Gallants,  there's  the 
You  will  be  conflant,  *tis  no  \york  for  me  elfe. 

Hemp.  Will  the  Sun  fhine  again  5 

Hub.  The  way  to  get  'em. 

Hemp.  Propound  it^  and  it  lhall  be  done. 

Hub. 
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Huh.  No  Slight; 
(For  they  are  devililh  crafty,  it  concerns  'cm  :) 
Nor  Reconcilement,  (for  they  dare  not  truft  neither,) 
Muft  do  this  trick. 

Hemp,  By  Force? 

Hub.  Ay,  that  muft  do  it. 
And  with  the  Perfon  of  the  Earl  himfelf. 
Authority,  and  mighty,  muft  come  on  'em  : 
Or  elfe  in  vain :  And  thus  I'd  have  ye  do  it.  ['em. 
To  Morrow  Night  be  here :  A  hundred  Men  will  bear 
(So  he  be  there,  for  he's  both  wife  and  valiant. 
And  with  his  Terror  will  ftrike  dead  their  Forces) 
The  hour  be  Twelve  a  Clock,  now  for  a  Guide 
To  draw  ye  without  danger  on  thefe  Perfons, 
The  Woods  being  thick,  and  hard  to  hit,  my  felf 
With  fome  few  with  me,  made  unto  our  purpofe. 
Beyond  the  Wood,  upon  the  Plain,  will  wait  ye 
By  the  great  Oak. 

Hemp.  I  know  it :  Keep  thy  Faith,  Huntfman, 
And  fuch  a  fhow'r  of  Wealth — 

Huh,  I  warrant  ye  : 
Mifs  nothing  that  I  tell  ye. 

Hemp,  No. 

Huh,  Farewel ; 
You  have  your  Liberty,  now  ufe  it  wifely  j 
And  keep  your  hour,  go  clofer  'bout  the  Wood  there. 
For  fear  they  fpy  you. 

Hemp,  Well. 

Huh.  And  bring  no  noife  with  ye. 
Hemp,  All  fliall  be  done  to  th'  purpofe ;  Farewel  Huntf- 
man. [Exeunt; 

Enter  Gerrard,  Higgen,  Prigg,  Ginks,  Snap,  and  Ftrrct, 

Ger,  Now,  what's  the  News  in  Town  ? 

Ginks,  No  News,  but  joy.  Sir  5 
Every  Man  wooing  of  the  the  noble  Merchant, 
(24)  Who  fends  his  hearty  Commendations  to  ye, 

(24)  Who  has  his  hearty  ]  As  an  imperfeft  Sentence,  Teems 

unnecelTary  here,  I  fuppofe  has  to  be  wrong,  and  that  either  does 
01  fends  was  the  Original. 

Fer. 
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Fer.  Yes  this  is  News,  this  Night  he's  to  be  married. 

Ginks,  By  th*  Mafs  that's  true,  he  marries  Fandunk\ 
(25)  The  dainty  black-ey*d  Dell.  [Daughter, 

Hig.  I  would  my  Clapper 
Hung  in  his  Baldrick,  ah  what  a  Peal  could  I  ring  ? 

Ger.  Marry 'd  ? 

Ginks.  'Tis  very  true.  Sir.    O  the  Pies, 
The  piping- hot  Mince-pies ! 

Prigg.  O  the  Plum-pottage !  [Limb,  Boys, 

Hig,  For  one  Leg  of  a  Goofe  now  would  I  venture  a 
I  love  a  fat  Goofe,  as  I  love  Allegiance, 

And  upon  the  Boors,  too  well  they  know  it, 

And  therefore  ftarve  their  Poultry. 

Ger,  To  be  married 
To  Vandunk's  Daughter  ? 

Hig»  O  this  precious  Merchant : 
What  fport  he'll  have  ?  But  hark  you.  Brother  Priggj 
Shall  we  do  nothing  in  the  forefaid  Wedding  ? 
There's  Mony  to  be  got,  and  Meat,  I  take  it. 
What  think  ye  of  a  Morife  ? 

Prigg,  No,  by  no  means. 
That  goes  no  further  than  the  Street,  there  leaves  us. 
Now  we  mull  think  of  fomething  that  may  draw  us 
Into  the  Bowels  of  it,  into  th'  Buttery, 
Into  the  Kitchin,  into  the  Cellar,  fomething 
That  that  old  drunken  Burgo-mafter  loves. 
What  think  ye  of  a  Waffel  ? 

Hig.  I  think  worthily. 

Prigg.  And  very  fit  it  fhould  be,  thou,  and  Ferrety 
And  Ginks  to  fing  the  Song :  I  for  the  Structure, 
Which  is  the  Bowl. 

Hig,  Which  mud  be  up-fey  Englijh^ 
Strong,  lufty  London  Beer  ;  let's  think  more  of  it, 

Ger,  He  muft  not  marry. 

Enter  Hubert. 
Huh,  By  your  leave  in  private, 

(25)   Black- ey^d  Bell.']  This  is  Senfe,  but  as  Dell  is  the  Cant 

Term  made  ule  of  before  in  the  Play  for  a  young  Lafs,  Mr.  Theo- 
bald and  Mr.  Sympfon  both  think  the  fame  Word  was  here  ufed. 

One 


Beggars  Bujh.  415 

(26)  One  word.  Sir,  with  ye ;  Gerrard :  Do  not  dart,  Man, 
I  know  ye,  and  be  knows  ye,  that  beft  loves  ye  : 
Hubert  fpeaks  to  ye,  and  you  muft  be  Gerrard. 
The  time  invites  you  to  it. 

Ger.  Make  no  Ihow  then, 
I  am  glad  to  fee  ye,  Sir ;  and  I  am  Gerrard. 
How  ftand  Affairs  ? 

Hub.  Fair,  if  ye  dare  now  follow. 
Hempskirke  I  have  let  go,  and  thefe  my  caufes, 
I'll  tell  ye  privately,  and  how  I  have  wrought  him. 
And  then  to  prove  me  honed  to  my  Friends, 
Look  upon  thefe  Diredlions,  you  have  feen  his. 

Hig.  Then  will  I  fpeak  a  Speech,  and  a  brave  Speech 
In  praife  of  Merchants    where's  the  Ape  ? 

Prigg.''        'Take  him, 
A  gouty  Bear- ward  ftole  him  th*  other  Day. 

Hig.  May  his  Bears  worry  him  !  that  Ape  had  paid  it. 

What  dainty  tricks  ?  (O  that  burfen  Bear- ward :) 

In  his  French  Doublet,  with  his  blifter'd  Bullions, 
In  a  long  ftock  ty'd  up  ;  O  how  daintily 
Wou'd  I  have  made  him  wait,  and  Ihift  a  Trencher, 
Carry  a  Cup  of  Wine  ?  ten  thoufand  Stinks 
Wait  on  thy  mangy  hide,  thou  lowzy  Bear-ward. 

Ger.  'Tis  pafllng  well,  I  both  believe  and  joy  in't. 
And  will  be  ready :  Keep  you  here  the  mean  while. 
And  keep  you  in,  I  muft  a  while  forfake  ye. 
Upon  mine  Anger  no  Man  ftir,  this  two  hours. 

Hig.  Not  to  the  Wedding,  Sir  ? 

Ger.  Not  any  whither. 

Hig.  The  Wedding  muft  be  feen,  Sir ;  we  want  Meat  too. 
We're  horrible  out  of  Meat. 

Prigg.  Shall  it  be  fpoken. 
Fat  Capons  ftiak'd  their  Tails  at's  in  Defiance  ? 
(27)  And  Turkey  Tombs  fuch  honourable  Monuments, 
Shall  Pigs,  Sir,  that  the  Parfon*s  felf  would  envy. 
And  dainty  Ducks 

(26)  —  Do  not  Jlart  /«^,]  Former  Editions.  Amended  by  Mr. 
Theobald. 

(27)  —^Turkey  Tombs]  i.  e.  Turkey  Pics, 

Ger. 
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Ger.  Not  a  word  more,  obey  me.  [_Exit  Gen 

Hig.  Why  then  come  doleful  Death,  this  is  flat  Tyranny* 
And  by  this  Hand— 
Hub,  What  ? 

Hig,  ril  go  fleep  upon't.  [Escit  Hig. 

Frigg.  Nay,  and  there  be  a  Wedding,  and  we  wanting, 
Farewel  our  happy  Days ;  We  do  obey,  Sir.  ^Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  two  young  Merchants. 

1  Mer,  Well  met.  Sir,  you  are  for  this  Judy  Wedding. 

2  Mer,  I  am  fo,  fo  are  you,  I  take  it. 

1  Mer,  Yes, 

And  it  much  glads  me,  that  to  do  him  fervice 
Who  is  the  honour  of  our  Trade,  and  Luftre, 
We  meet  thus  happily. 

2  Mer,  He's  a  noble  Fellow, 

And  well  becomes  a  Bride  of  fuch  a  Beauty, 

I  Mer.  She's  paffing  fair  indeed ;  long  may  their  Loves 
Continue  like  their  Youths,  in  fpring  of  Sweetnefs, 
All  the  young  Merchants  will  be  here  no  doubt  on*t. 
For  he  that  comes  not  to  attend  this  Wedding, 
The  curfe  of  a  moil  blind  one  fall  upon  him, 
A  loud  Wife,  and  a  lazy.    Here's  FanlocL 

Enter  Vanlock  and  Frances. 

VanL  Well  overtaken  Gentlemen :  Save  ye. 

1  Mer.  The  fame  to  you,  Sirj  fave  ye  fair  Miftrefs 
Frances^ 

I  would  this  happy  Night  might  make  you  blufli  too. 
VanL  She  dreams  apace. 
Fran.  That's  but  a  drowfie  Fortune. 

2  Mer,  Nay  take  us  with  ye  too  j  we  come  to  that  end, 
Pm  fure  ye  are  for  the  Wedding. 

VanL  Hand  and  Heart,  Man  : 
And  what  their  Feet  can  do,  I  cou'd  have  tript  it 
Before  this  whorfon  Gout, 


Entir 


Beggars  Bujh.  417 


Enter  Claufe. 
Cla.  Blefs  ye  Mafters. 

Vanl.  Claufey  how  now,  Claufe  ?  thou  art  come  to  fee 
thy  Matter, 
(And  a  good  Mafter  he  is  to  all  poor  People,) 
In  all  hi"  Jo;,  'tis  honeftly  done  of  thee. 

Cla.  Long  may  he  live.  Sir,  but  my  bufinefs  now  is 
If  you  wou'd  pleafe  to  do  it,  and  to  him  too. 

Enter  Gofwin. 

Vanl.  He*s  here  himfelf. 

Gof  Stand  at  the  Door,  my  Friends  ? 
I  pray  walk  in :  Welcome  fair  Miftrels  Frances^ 
See  what  the  Houfe  affords,  there's  a  young  Lady 
Will  bid  you  welcome. 

Vanl.  We  joy  your  Happinefs.  [Exeunt. 

Gof.  I  hope  it  will  be  fo :  Claufe^  nobly  welcome. 
My  honeft,  my  beft  Friend,  I  have  been  careful 
To  fee  thy  Monies-  

Cla.  Sir,  that  brought  not  me, 
D'you  know  this  Ring  again  ? 

Gof.  Thou  hadft  it;  of  me.  [gave  me 

Cla,  And  do  you  well  remember  yet,  the  boon  you 
On  the  return  of  this  ? 

Gof.  Yes,  and  I  grant  it, 
Be't  what  it  will:  Ask  what  thou  canft,  PlI  do  it; 
Within  my  pow*r. 

Cla.  Ye  are  not  married  yet. 

Gof  No. 

Cla.  Faith  I  fliall  ask  you  that  that  will  dlfturb  ye. 
But  I  muft  put  ye  to  your  Promife. 

Gof  Do. 
And  if  faint  and  flinch  in't  — 

Cla.  Well  faid  Mailer, 
And  yet  it  grieves  me  too :  And  yet  it  muft  be. 

Gof  Prithee  diftruft  me  not. 

Cla.  You  muft  not  marry. 
That's  part  of  the  pow*r  you  gave  me ;  which  to  make  up, 
Yo'  muft  prefently  depart,  and  fgllow  me. 

Gof. 
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Gof,  Not  marry,  Claufe  ? 

Cla.  Not  if  you  keep  your  Promife, 
And  give  me  pow'r  to  ask. 

Gof.  Prithee  think  better, 
I  will  obey,  by  Heav'n. 

Cla.  I've  thought  the  beft.  Sir. 

Gof,  Give  me  thy  Reafon,  do'ft  thou  fear  her  Honefty  ? 

Cla,  Chafte  as  the  Ice,  for  any  thing  I  know,  Sir. 

Gof,  Why  (hould*ft  thou  light  on  that  then  ?  to  what 

Cla.  I  muft  not  now  difcover.  [purpofe  ? 

Gof,  Muft  not  marry  ? 
Shall  I  break  now  when  my  poor  Heart  is  pawn*d  ? 
When  all  the  Preparation  ? 

Cla.  Now  or  never. 

Gof,  Come,  'tis  not  that  thou  would'ft :  Thou  doft 

but  fright  me. 
Cla,  Upon  my  Soul  it  is.  Sir,  and  I  bind  ye. 
Gof,  Claufe^  can'ft  thou  be  fo  cruel  ? 
Cla.  You  may  break.  Sir, 
But  never  more  in  my  Thoughts  appear  honeft., 
Gof  Didft  ever  fee  her  ? 
Cla.  No. 

Gof,  She's  fuch  a  thing,  • 

0  Claufe^  Ihe's  fuch  a  Wonder,  fuch  a  Mirror, 
For  Beauty,  and  fair  Virtue,  Europe  has  not. 
Why  haft  thou  made  me  happy,  to  undo  me  ? 
But  look  on  her  j  then  if  thy  Heart  relent  not, 
I'll  quit  her  prefently  :  Who  waits  there? 

Ser.  [withinl  Sir. 

Gof  Bid  my  fair  Love  come  hither  and  the  Company. 
Prithee  be  good  unto  me  %  take  a  Man's  Heart 
And  look  upon  her  truly  :  Take  a  Friend's  Heart 
And  feel  what  Mifery  muft  follow  this. 

Cla.  Take  you  a  noble  Heart  and  keep  your  Promife ; 

1  forfook  all  I  had,  to  make  you  happy. 

Enter  Gertrude,  Vandunk,  and  the  Merchants. 

Can  that  thing,  cali'd  a  Woman,  flop  your  Goodncfs? 

Gof  Look  there  Ihe  is,  deal  with  me  as  thou  wilt  now, 
Did'ft  ever  fee  a  fairer  ? 

Cla. 


Beggars  Bujh.  419 

Xlla.  She's  mod  goodly. 
Gof.  Pray  ye  ftand  ftill. 
Gert.  What  ails  my  Love? 
Gof,  Didft  ever. 
By  the  fair  light  of  Heav'n,  behold  a  fweeter  ? 

0  that  thou  knew'ft  but  Love,  or  ever  felt  him. 
Look  well,  look  narrowly  upon  her  Beauties, 

1  Mer,  Sure  h*as  fome  ftrange  defign  in  hand,  he  ftarts  fo^ 

2  Mer*  TMs  Beggar  has  a  ftrong  Pow'r  o'er  his  Pleafure. 
Gof,  View  all  her  Body. 

Cla.  'Tis  exa6t  and  excellent. 

Gof  Is  (he  a  thing  then  to  be  loft  thus  lightly  ? 
Her  Mind  is  ten  times  Tweeter,  ten  times  nobler. 
And  but  to  hear  her  fpeak,  a  Paradife ; 
And  fuch  a  Love  flic  bears  to  me,  a  chafte  Love, 
A  virtuous,  fair,  and  fruitful  Love :  'Tis  now  too 
Tm  ready  to  enjoy  it    the  Prieft  ready,  Claufe, 
To  fay  the  Holy  Words  fliall  make  us  happy  ; 
This  is  a  Cruelty  beyond  Man's  Study, 
All  thefe  are  ready,  all  our  Joys  are  ready. 
And  all  the  Expedation  of  our  Friends, 
'Twill  be  her  Death  to  do  it. 

Cla.  Let  her  die  then. 

Gof  Thou  canft  not:  *Tis  impoflible. 

Cla.  Itmuftbe.  [Claufcy 

Gof  'Twill  kill  me  too,  'twill  murder  me ;  by  Heav'n, 
I'll  give  thee  half  I  have  j  come  thou  flialt  fave  me. 

Cla.  Then  you  muft  go  with  me  5  I  can  ftay  no  longer. 
If  ye  be  true  and  noble. 

Gof  Hard  Heart,  I'll  follow  : 
Pray  y'  all  go  in  again,  and  pray  be  merry, 

1  have  a  weighty  bufinefs,  give  my  Cloak  there, 

Enler  Servant ^  with  a  Cloak, 

Concerns  my  Life  and  State,  (make  no  Enquiry,) 
This  prefent  hour  befaln  me :  With  the  Iboneft 
I  fliall  be  here  again  :  Nay  pray  go  in.  Sir, 
And  take  them  with  you,  'tis  but  a  Night  loft.  Gentlemen, 
Fand,  Come,  come  in,  we'll  not  lofe  our  Meat  yet. 
Nor  our  good  Mirth,  he  cannot  ftay  long  from  her, 

I'm 
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I'm  fure  of  that.  {Exit. 

Gof,  I  will  not  ftay  ;  believe.  Sir. 
Gertrude^  a  word  with  you. 

Gert,  Why  is  this  flop,  Sir  ? 

Gof,  I  have  no  more  time  left  me,  but  to  kifs  thee. 
And  tell  thee  this,  l*m  ever  thine :  Farewd  Wench.  {Exit. 

Gert,  And  is  that  all  your  Ceremony  ?  Is  this  a 
Wedding  ? 

Are  all  my  Hopes  and  Prayers  turn'd  to  nothing  ? 

Well,  I  will  fay  no  more,  nor  figh,  nor  forrow  j 

*Till  to  thy  Face  I  prove  thee  falfe.  Ah  me !  [Exit. 


ACT    V.    SCENE  L 

Enter  Gertrude,  and  a  Boor. 

Gert.  T  E  AD,  if  thou  think'ft  we're  right:  why  doft 

-L'       thou  make 
Thefe  often  (lands  ?  thou  faidft  thou  knew*fl:  the  way. 
Boor.  Fear  nothing,  I  do  know  it;  Would  'twere 
homeward. 

Gert,  Wrought  from  me  by  a  Beggar  ?  at  the  time 
That  moft  fhou'd  tye  him  ?  'tis  fome  other  Love 
That  hath  a  more  command  on  his  Affeftions, 
And  he  that  fetcht  him,  a  difguifed  Agent, 
Not  what  he  perfonated }  for  his  Fafhion 
Was  more  familiar  with  him,  and  more  pow'rful 
Than  one  that  ask'd  an  Alms :  I  muft  find  out 
One,  if  not  both :  Kind  Darknefs  be  my  flirowd. 
And  cover  Love's  too  curious  fearch  in  me. 
For  yet,  Sufpicion,  I  wou'd  not  name  thee. 

B(^r.  Miftrefs,  it  grows  fomewhat  pretty  and  dark, 

Gert.  What  then? 

Boor.  Nay,  nothing ;  do  not  think  I  am  afraid, 
Although  perhaps  you  are. 
Gert.  I  am  not ;  Forward. 

Boor.  Sure  but  you  are  ?  give  me  your  Hand, fear  nothing. 
There's  one  Leg  in  the  Wood,  don't  pull  me  backward  : 

What 
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What  a  fweat  one  on's  are  in,  you  or  I  ? 
Pray  God  it  do  not  prove  the  Plague ;  yet  fure 
It  has  infedled  me  ;  for  I  fweat  too. 
It  runs  out  at  my  Knees,  feel,  feel,  I  pray  you. 

Gert,  What  ails  the  Fellow  ? 

Boor,  Hark,  hark,  I  befeech  you, 
Do  you  hear  nothing  ? 

Gert,  No. 

Boor.  Lift:  A  wild  Hog, 
He  grunts :  now  'tis  a  Bear:  this  Wood  is  full  of  *ern. 
And  now,  a  Wolf,  Miftrefs,  a  Wolf,  a  Wolf, 
It  is  the  howling  of  a  Wolf. 

Gert,  The  braying  of  an  Als,  is  it  not  ? 

Boor,  Oh,  now  one  has  me  ; 
Oh  my  left  Haunch,  farewel. 

Gert,  Look  to  your  Shanks, 
Your  Breech  is  fafe  enough,  the  Wolf*s  a  Fern-brake, 

Boor,  But  fee,  fee,  fee,  there  is  a  Serpent  in  it ; 
•T  has  Eyes  as  broad  as  Platters ;  it  fpits  Fire ; 
Now  it  creeps  tow'rds  us,  help  me  to  fay  my  Prayers : 
'T  hath  fwallow'd  me  aimoft,  my  Breath  is  ftopt ; 
I  cannot  fpeak :  Do  I  fpeak,  Miftrefs  ?  tell  me. 

Gert.  Why,  thou  ftrange  timorous  Sot,  canft  thou 
perceive 

Any  thing  i*th'  Bufli  but  a  poor  Glo-worm  ? 

Bdor,  It  may  be  *tis  but  a  Glo-worm  now,  but  'twill 
Grow  to  a  Fire-drake  prefently. 

Gert,  Come  thou  from  it : 
I  have  a  precious  Guide  of  you,  and  a  courteous. 
That  gives  me  leave  to  lead  my  felf  the  way  thus. 

Boor,  It  thunders,  you  hear  that  now  ? 

Gert,  I  hear  one  hollow. 

^^'(jr. 'Tis  Thunder,  Thunder: 
See,  a  Flafh  of  Lightning : 
Are  you  not  blafted,  Miftrefs  ?  pull  your  Mask  off, 
'T  has  plaid  the  Barber  with  me  here:  I  have  loft 
My  Beard,  my  Beard,  pray  God  you  be  not  ftiaven, 
*Twill  fpoil  your  Marriage,  Miftrefs. 

Gert,  What  ftrange  Wonders 
Fear  fancies  in  a  Coward  ! 

Vot.  IL  E  e  Boor, 
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Beer.  Now  the  Earth  opens. 
Geri,  Prithee  hold  thy  peace. 
Bor7\  '^'11  you  on  then  ? 

Gert.  B  '  fi  Lov?  and  Jealoufie  have  made  me  bold. 
Where  niy  Fate  leads  me,  I  mufl;  go.  [^Exit. 
Boor.  God  be  with  you  then. 

Enter  Wolfort,  Hempskirke,  and  Attendants. 

Hemp.  It  was  the  Fellow  fure,  he  that  fhould  guide  me. 
The  Huntfman  that  did  hollow  us. 

mi  Bed  make  a  ftand. 
And  liften  to  his  next :  Ha! 

Hmp.  Who  goes  there! 

Boor.  Miftrefs,  I  am  taken. 

Hemp.  Miftrefs?  Look  forth,  Soldiers. 

fVoL  What  are  you,  Sirrah  ? 

Boor.  Truly  all  is  left 
Of  a  poor  Boor,  by  Day-light,  by  Night  no  Body ; 
You  might  have  fpar*d  your  Drum,  and  Guns,  and 
Pikes  too. 

For  I  am  none  that  will  ftand  out  Sir,  I. 

You  may  take  me  in  with  a  walking  Stick, 

Ev'n  when  you  pleafe,  and  hold  me  with  a  Packthread, 

Hemp,  What  Woman  was't  you  caird  to  ? 

Boor.  Woman!  None,  Sir. 

IVol.  None !  Did  you  not  name  Miftrefs  ? 

Boor,  Yes,  but  flie*s 
No  Woman  yet :  She  fliould  have  been  this  Night, 
But  that  a  Beggar  ftole  away  her  Bridegroom, 
Whom  we  were  going  to  make  Hue  and  Cry  after; 
I  tell  you  true,  Sir,  ftie  ftiou'd  ha*  been  married  to  Day ; 
And  was  the  Bride  and  all  v  but  in  came  Claufe, 
The  old  lame  Beggar,  and  whips  up  Mr.  Go/win 
Under  his  Arm  ;  away  with  him  as  a  Kite, 
Or  an  old  Fox  would  fwoop  away  a  Gofling, 

Hemp.  *Tis  fhe,  *tis  flie,  *tis  flie  :  Neice  ? 

Gert.  Ha! 

Hemp.  She,  Sir, 
This  was  a  noble  entrance  to  your  Fortune, 
That  being  on  the  Point  thus  to  be  married, 

Upon 
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Upon  her  Venture  here,  you  fhould  furprife  her, 

JVol  I  begin,  Hempskirke^  to  beh'eve  my  Fate 
Works  to  my  Ends. 

Hemp,  Yes,  Sir,  and  this  adds  Truft 
Unto  the  Fellow  our  Guide,  who  alTur'd  me  Florez 
Liv'd  in  fome  Merchants  fliape,  ^  Gerrard  did 
In  the  old  Beggars,  and  that  he  would  ufe 
Him  for  the  Train,  to  call  the  other  forth  ; 
All  which  we  find  is  done — That*s  he  again —  {Holla again. 

WoL  Good,  we  fent  out  to  meet  him. 

Hemp,  Here's  the  Oak. 

Gert,  I'm  miferably  loft,  thus  fain 
Into  my  Uncle's  Hands  from  all  my  Hopes, 
Can  I  not  think  away  my  fclf  and  die? 

Enter  Hubert,  Higgen,  Prigg,  Ferret,  Snap,  and  Ginks, 

like  Boors, 

Hub.  I  like  your  Habits  well :  They're  fafe,  ftand  clofe. 

Hig,  But  what's  the  Adion  we  are  for  now  ?  Ha ! 
Robbing  a  Ripper  of  his  Fifh. 

Prigg,  Or  taking 
A  Poulterer  Prifoner,  without  Ranfom,  Bullies  ? 

Hig,  Or  cutting  off  a  Convoy  of  Butter 

Fer,  Or  furprizing  a  Boor's  ken,  for    grunting  Cheats ! 

Prigg.  Or  *7  Cackling  Cheats  ? 

Hig.  Or    Margery-praters,  Rogers, 
And  5°  Tibs  o'th'  Buttery  ? 

Prigg,  O  I  cou'd  drive  a  Regiment 
Of  Geefe  afore  me,  fuch  a  Night  as  this. 
Ten  Leagues  with  my  Hat  and  Staff,  and  not  a  Hifs 
Heard,  nor  a  wing  of  all  my  Troops  difordered. 

Hig,  Tell  us. 
If  it  be  5'  milling  of  a  lag  of  Dads, 
The  fetching  off  a  buck  of  Cloaths  or  fo  ; 
We  are  horribly  out  of  Linnen. 

Hub,  No  fuch  matter. 

46.  Pigs,  former  Editions,  granting  Cheats,  correaed  by  Mr.  Theo- 
hald.  47.  Chickens.  48.  Hens.  49.  Geefe.  50.  Goflings.  51. 
Stealing  a  Buck  of  Cloachs. 

E  e  2  Hig. 
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Hig,  Let  me  alone  with  the  Farmer's  Dog, 
If  you  have  a  mind  to  the  Cheefe-loft ;  'tis  but  thus. 
And  he  is  a  filenc'd  MaftifF,  during  Pleafure. 

Huh,  Would  it  would  pleafe  you  to  be  filent. 

Jiig.  Mum.    IVoL  Who's  there? 

J-Jub.  A  Friend,  tl^  Huntfman. 

Bemp^  O  *tis  he. 

Hub,  I  have  kept  touch.  Sir ;  which  is  the  Earl  of  thefe  ? 
Will  he  know  a  Man  now  ? 

Hemp,  This  my  Lord's  the  Friend, 
Hath  undertook  the  Service. 

Hubi  If't  be  worth 
His  Lordfliip's  Thanks  anon,  when  'tis  done. 
Lording,  I'll  look  for't,  a  rude  Wood-man, 
I  know  how  to  pitch  my  Toils,  drive  in  my  Game : 
And  I  have  done't,  both  Florez  and  his  Father 
Old  Gerrard,  with  Lord  Arnold  of  Benthuifen^ 
Cozen^  and  Jaculin^  young  Florez^s  Sifter  : 
I  have  'em  all. 

TVoL  Thou  fpeak'ft  too  much,  too  happy. 
To  carry' Faith  with  it. 

Hub.  I  can  bring  you 
Where  you  lhall  fee,  and  find  'em. 

WoL  We  will  double 
What  ever  Hempskirke  then  h^th  promised  thee. 

Hub,  And  I'll  deferve.it  treble  ?  What  Horfe  ha*  you? 

WoL  A  hundred.  That's  well :  Ready  to  take 
Upon  furprize  of  *em. 

Hemp,  Yes.    Hub.  Divide  then 
Your  force  into  five  Squadrons ;  for  there  are 
So  many  out-lets,  ways  through  the  Wood 
That  iffiie  from  the  place  where  they  are  lodg'd ; 
Five  feveral  ways,  of  all  which  Paffages 
We  muft  pofTefs,  our  felves,  to  round  'em  in  ; 
For  by  one  darting  Hole  they'll  all  efcape  elfe  : 
I  and  four  Boors  here  to  me  will  be  Guides, 
The  Squadron  where  you  are,  my  felf  will  lead : 
And  that  they  may  be  more  fecurc,  Pil  ufe 
My  wonted  Whoops,  and  PIollows,  as  I  were 
A  hunting  for  'em  j  which  will  make  them  reft 

Carelels 
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Carelefs  of  any  Noife,  and  be  a  Direftion 

To  th'  other  Guides,  how  we  approach  'em  ftill. 

IVol,  'Tis  order'd  well,  and  reliflieth  the  Soldier  ; 
Make  the  Divifion,  Hempskirke  j  )  ou  are  my  Charge, 
Fair  One,  I'll  look  to  you. 

Boor.  Shall  no  body  need 
To  look  to  me  ?  Til  look  unto  my  felf. 

Huh,  'Tis  but  this,  remember. 

Hig.  Say,  'tis  done,  Boy.  [E^ceunf. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Gerrard  and  Florez. 

Ger.  By  this  time.  Sir,  I  hope  you  want  no  Reafons 

Why  I  broke  off  your  Marriage  j  for  though  I 

Shou'd  as  a  Subjedl  ftudy  you  my  Prince 

In  things  indifferent,  it  will  not  therefore 

Difcredit  you,  t'  acknowledge  me  your  Father, 

By  harkning  to  my  neceiTary  Counfels. 

Flo,  Acknowledge  you  my  Father.^  Sir  I  do. 

And  may  Impiety,  confpiring  with 

My  other  Sins,  fmk  me,  and  fuddenly, 
*  When  I  forget  to  pay  you  a  Son's  Duty 

(28)  In  my  Obedience,  and  that  too  held  forth 

With  all  the  cheerfulnefs. 
Ger,  I  pray  you  rife, 
j    And  may  thofe  Pow'rs  that  fee  and  love  this  in  you, 

Reward  you  for  it :  Taught  by  your  Example, 

Having  receiv'd  the  Rights  due  to  a  Father, 
j    X  tender  you  th*  Allegiance  of  a  Subjed : 

Which  as  my  Prince  accept  of. 
Flo.  Kneel  to  me? 

May  Mountains  firil  fall  down  beneath  their  Valleys, 

And  Fire  no  more  mount  upwards,  when  1  fufrer 

An  ad  in  Nature  fo  prepofterous ; 

(28)   Jnd  that  helfdforthi\  To  help  forth  Obedience  with 

Cheerfulnefs,  feems  a  flifr  Expreffion  ;  1  have  fubRicated  the  natural 
Word,  and  added  a  Monofyllable  that  is  necelTary  to  the  Meafurc, 
and  believe  that  in  both  I've  relxored  the  Original. 

E  e  3  I 
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I  muft  o'ercomc  in  this,  in  all  things  elfe 
The  Vidory  be  yours:  Cou'd  you  here  read  me. 
You  fhou'd  perceive  how  all  my  Faculties 
Triumph  in  my  bleft  Fate,  to  be  found  yours;- 
I  am  your  Son,  your  Son,  Sir,  and  am  prouder 
To  be  fo,  to  the  Father  to  fuch  Goodnefs, 
Y/hich  Heav'n  be  pleas'd  1  may  inherit  from  you. 
Than  I  fhall  ever  of  thofe  fpecious  Titles 
That  plead  for  my  Succeffion  in  the  Earldom 
(Did  I  poflefs  it  now)  left  by  my  Mother. 

Ger.  I  do  believe  it :  But  — — • 

Flo.  O  my  lov*d  Father, 
Before  1  knew  you  were  fo,  by  Inftinfl:, 
Nature  had  taught  me,  -  to  look  on  your  wants. 
Not  as  a  Stranger's  :  And  I  know  not  how. 
What  you  cali'd  Charity,  1  thought  the  Payment 
Of  fome  Religious  Debt,  Nature  ftood  bound  for  j 
And  laft  of  all,  when  your  magnificent  Bounty 
In  my  low  ebb  of  Fortune,  had  brought  in 
A  Bood  of  Bleffings,  though  my  threatning  Wants 
And  fear  of  their  Effefls,  dill  kept  me  flupid, 
I  foon  found  our,  it  was  no  common  Pity 
That  led  you  to  it. 

Ger,  Think  of  this  hereafter. 
When  we  with  joy  may  call  it  to  Remembrance; 
There  will  be  a  time,  more  opportune  than  now. 
To  end  our  Story,  with  all  Circumftances, 
1  add  this  only  :  When  we  fled  from  IVolfort 
I  fent  you  into  England^  and  there  placed  you 
With  a  brave  Flanders  iXierchant,  cali'd  rich  Gofmn^ 
A  Man  fupplied  by  me  unto  that  purpofe. 
As  bound  by  Oath  ne'er  to  difcover  you. 
Who  dying,  left  his  .Name  and  Wealth  unto  you 
As  his  reputed  Son,  and  yet  receiv'd  lb; 
But  now,  as  FhreZy  and  a  Prince,  remember 
The  Countries,  and  the  Subjects  general  Good 
Mull  challenge  the  firft  part  in  your  Affeftion  : 
The  fair  Maid,  whom  you  chofe  to  be  your  Wife, 
Being  fo  far  beneath  you,  that  your  Love 
Muft  grant  fhe's  not  your  Equal. 
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Flo.  InDefcent 
Or  borrow*d  Glories  from  dead  Anceftorsr, 
But  for  her  Beauty,  Chaftity,  and  all  Virtues 
Ever  rcmembred  in  the  beft  of  Women, 
A  Monarch  might  receive  from  her,  not  give, 
Though  ftie  were  his  Crown's  purchafe  ;  in  this  only 
Be  an  indulgent  Father  :  In  all  elfe 
Ufe  your  Authority. 

Enter  Hubert,  Hempskirke,  Wolfort>  Bertha, 
and  Soldiers. 

Hub.  Sir,  here  be  two  of  'em. 
The  Father  and  the  Son  ;  the  reft  you  fliall  have 
As  faft  as  1  can  rouze  them. 

Ger.  Who's  this  ?  Wolfort  ?  '  [you, 

IVol.  Ay  Cripple,  your  feigned  Crutches  will  not  help 
Nor  patch'd  Difguife  that  hath  fo  long  conceal'd  you, 
Ic*s  now  no  halting :  1  muft  here  find  Gerrara\ 
And  in  this  Merchant's  Habit  one  call'd  Flcrez^ 
Who  wo  Id  be  an  Earl, 

Ger.  And  is,  were  thou  a  Subject. 

Flo.  Is  this  that  Traitor  fFolfort  ^ 

Wol.  Ifes,  but  you 
Are  they  that  are  betray*d  :  Herapskirki. 

Ber.  My  Gofwin 
Turn'd  Prince  ?  O  I  am  poorer  by  this  Greatnefs, 
Than  all  my  former  Jealoufiesor  Misfortunes. 

Flo.  Gertrude? 

WoL  Stay,  Sir,  you  were  to  day  too  near  her. 
You  muft  no  more  aim  at  thofe  eafie  Acccfies, 
/19)  Lefs  you  can  do*t  in  Air,  without  a  Head, 
Which  fliall  be  fuddenly  try'd. 

Ber.  O  take  my  Heart,  firft, 
And  fince  I  cannot  hope  now  to  enjoy  him. 
Let  me  but  fall  a  part  of  his  glad  Ranfom. 

PFol,  You  know  not  your  own  value,  that  entreat* 

Ger.  So  proud  a  Fiend  as  J^olforf. 

mi.  For  fo  loft 

(29)  leji  you]  Latc  Editions,  old  Folio,  lejfe. 

E  e  4  A. 
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A  thing  as  Florez. 

Flo,  And  that  wou'd  be  fo. 
Rather  than  flie  fhould  (loop  again  to  thee ; 
There  is  no  Death,  but*s  fweeter  than  all  Life, 
When  Wolfort  is  to  give  it.    O  my  Gertrude^ 
It  is  not  that,  nor  Princedom  that  I  go  from. 
It  is  from  thee,  that  lofs  includeth  all, 

WoL  Ay,  if  my  young  Prince  knew  his  lofs,  he'd  fay  lb. 
Which  that  he  yet  may  chew  on,  I  will  tell  him. 
This  is  no  Gertrude^  nor  no  Hempskirke^s  Neice, 
Nor  Vandunk'^  Daughter  :  This  is  Bertha^  Bertha^ 
The  Heir  of  Brahant^  fhe  that  caused  the  War, 
Whom  I  did  fteal,  during  my  Treaty  there, 
In  your  Minority,  to  raife  my  felf ; 
I  then  fore-feeing  'twou'd  beget  a  Quarrel, 
Thar,  a  neceffity  of  my  Employment, 
The  fame  Employment,  make  me  Matter  of  Strength, 
That  Strength,  the  Lord  of  Flanders^  fo  of  Brabant^ 
By  marrying  her  :  Which  had  not  been  to  do.  Sir, 
She  come  of  Years,  but  that  the  Expedlation 
Fir  ft  of  her  Father's  Death,  retarded  it. 
And  fi nee  the  {landing  out  of  Bruges ^  where 
HempsliirkQ  had  hid  her,  till  fhe  was  near  loft :  ' 
But,  Sir,  we  have  recover'd  her  :  Your  Merchant/hip 
May  break,  for  this  was  one  of  your  beft  Bottoms, 
I  think. 

Qer,  Infolent  Devil ! 

Enter  Hubert,  with  Jaculin,  Ginks,  and  Coftin. 

Wol,  Who  are  thefe,  Hempskirke  ? 
Hemp,  More,  more.  Sir. 
Flo.  How  they  triumph  in  their  Treachery  ! 
Hemp,  Lord  Arnold  of  Benthufin^  this  Lord  Cofdn^ 
This  Jaculin  the  Sifter  unto  Florez, 
JVoL  All  found  I  Why  here's  brave  Game,  this  was 
Sport  Royal, 

And  puts  me  in  thought  of  a  new  kind  of  Death  for  *em. 
Huatfman,  your  Horn  :  Firft  wind  me  Florez  Fall, 
Next  Ggrrard%  then  his  Daughter  Jaculin's, 

Thofe 
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(30)  Thofe  Rafcals,  they  ftiall  die  without  their  Rites : 
Hang  'em  up,  Hempskirke^  on  thefe  Trees    I'll  take 
Th'  AlTuy  of  thefe  my  fclf 

Hub.  Not  here,  my  Lord, 
Let  'cm  be  broken  up  upon  a  Scaffold, 
'Twill  fhew  the  better  when  their  Arbour's  made. 

Ger,  Wretch,  art  thou  not  content  thou  haft  betray  us, 
But  mock  us  too  ? 

Ginks.  Falfc  Hubert^  this  is  monftrous. 

JVoL  Hubert  ?    Hemp.  Who,  this  ? 

Ger.  Yes,  this  is  Hubert^  Wolfort^ 
I  hope  he'as  helpt  himfelf  to  a  Tree. 

Wol  The  firft, 
The  firft  of  any,  and  moft  glad  I  have  you.  Sir: 
I  let  you  go  before,  but  for  a  Train  ; 
Is't  you  have  done  this  fervice  ? 

Hub.  As  your  Huntfman  ? 
But  now  as  Hubert  \  fa ve  your  felves,  I  will, 
The  Wof%  afoot,  let  flip  ;  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill. 

Enter  with  a  Drum  Vandunk,  Merchants,  Higgen, 
Prigg,  Ferret,  and  Snap. 

Wol  Betray'd  } 

Huh.  No,  but  well  catch'd  :  And  I  the  Huntfman. 
Vand,  How  do  you  JVolfort}  Rafcal,  good  Knave 
Wolfort^ 

I  fpeak  it  now  without  the  Rofe;  and  Hempskirke^ 
Rogue  Hempskirke^  you  that  have  no  Neice,  this  Lady 
Was  ftoln  by  you,  and  ta'en  by  you,  and  now 
Refign'd  by  me  to  the  right  Owner  here : 
Take  her,  my  Prince. 

Flo.  Can  this  be  pofiible. 
Welcome  my  Love,  my  fweet,  my  worthy  Love. 

Vand.  I  ha*  giv'n  you  her  twice ;  now  keep  her  better, 
and  thank 

(30)   Their  Rights,']  The  falfe  Spelling  of  this  Word  would 

not  have  deferved  a  Note,  had  not  it  given  a  Senfe  totally  different 
from  ;he  true  one  ;  ^ix.  That  the  two  Lords  were  to  die  without 
being  firil  put  in  Pofieflion  of  their  Rights  or  Lordihips.  It  only- 
means  here,  that  they  fhould  be  hanged  without  the  Honour  of  any 
Rite  or  Ceremony. 

Lord 
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Lord  Hubert^  that  came  to  me  in  Gerrard*s  name. 

And  got  me  out,  with  my  brave  Boys,  to  march 

Like  Cafar^  when  he  bred  his  Comm^sntaries, 

So  I,  to  "breed  my  Chronicle,  came  forth 

Cafar  Vandunk^  £5?  veni^  vidiy  vici. 

Give  me  my  Bottle,  and  fet  down  the  Drum  j 

You  had  your  tricks.  Sir,  had  you  ?  we  ha'  tricks  too. 

You  ftole  the  Lady  ? 

Hig,  And  we  led  your  Squadrons,  [bles, 
"Where  they  ha'  fcratch*d  their  Leggs  a  little,  with  Bram- 
If  not  their  Faces. 

Prigg.  Yes,  and  run  their  Heads 
Againlt  Trees. 

.    Hig,  'Tis  Captain  Priggy  Sir. 

Prigg.  And  Colonel  Higgen.  [Leggs, 

Hig.  We  have  fill*d  a  Pit  with  your  People,  fome  •  with 
Some  with  Arms  broken,  and  a  Neck  or  two 
I  think  be  loole. 

Prigg.  The  reft  too,  that  efcap'd. 
Are  not  yet  out  o'the  Briars. 

Hig>  And  your  Hor(es,  Sir, 
Are  well  fet  up  in  Bruges  all  by  this  time : 
You  look  as  you  were  not  well.  Sir,  and  wou'd  be 
Shortly  let  Blood  ;  do  you  want  a  Scarf? 

Fanrh  A  Halter. 

Ger.  'Twas  like  your  felf,  honeft,  and  noble  Hubert. 
Canft  thou  behold  thefe  Mirrors  all  together. 
Of  thy  long,  falfe,  and  bloody  Ufurpation  ; 
Thy  tyrannous  Profcription,  and  frefli  Treafon  \ 
And  not  fo  fee  thy  felf,  as  to  fall  down 
And  finking,  force  a  Grave,  with  thine  own  Guilt, 
As  deep  as  Hell,  to  cover  thee  and  it  ?  [me ; 

IFoL  No,  1  can  ftand,  and  praife  the  Toyles  that  took 
And  laughing  in  them  die  ;  they  were  brave  Snares. 

Flo,  'Twere  truer  Valour,  if  thou  durft  repent 
The  Wrongs  th*  haft  done,  and  live. 

WoL  Who,  I  repent 
And  fay  I'm  forty yes,  *tis  the  Fool's  Language,  . 
And  not  for  Wolf  or  L 

Vand,  Wolforty  thou  art  a  Devil, 

And 
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And  fpeakft  his  Language  ;  oh  that  I  had  my  longing, 
Under  this  row  of  Trees  now  wouid  I  hang  him. 

Flo,  No,  let  him  live,  until  he  can  repent, 
But  banilh'd  from  our  State,  that  is  thy  doom.  [kirke 

Vand.  Then  hang  his  worthy  Captain  here,  this  timp^ 
For  profit  of  th*  Example. 

Flo,  No  let  him 
Enjoy  his  fiiame  too,  with  his  confcious  Life ; 
To  fhew  how  much  our  Innocence  contemns 
All  practice  from  the  guiltieft,  to  moleft.us. 

Vand,  A  noble  Prince. 

Ger,  Sir,  you  muft  help  to  join 
A  pair  of  Hands,  as'  they  have  done  of  Hearts  here, 
(31)  And  to  their  Loves  wilh  joy. 

Flo,  As  to  mine  own, 
My  gracious  Sifter,  worthiefl:  Brother. 

Vand,    1*11  go  afore,  and  have  the  Bon- fire  made. 
My  Fire-works,  -  and  Flap-dragons,  and  good  Backrack, 
With  a  peck  of  litde  Fiflies,  to  drink  down 
In  healths  to  this  Day. 

Hig,  'Slight,  here  be  changes. 
The  Bells  ha'  not  fb  many,  nor  a  dance,  Trigg, 

Prigg,  Our  Company's  grown  horrible  thin  by  it. 
What  think  you.  Ferret  ? 

Fer,  Marry  I  do  think. 
That  we  might  all  be  Lords  now,  if  we*d  ftand  for't. 

Hig,  No,  not  if  they  fliould  offer  it :  Fll  diflodge  firft, 
Remove  the  Bufli  unto  another  Climate. 
.  Ger,  Sir,  you  mu(t  thank  this  worthy  Burgomafter. 
Here  be  more  Friends  ask  to  be  look'd  on  too, 
And  thank'd,  who  though  their  Trade  and  courfe  of  Life 
Be  not  fo  perfed,  but  it  may  be  better'd, 
Have  yet  us'd  me- with  Courtefy,  and  htm  true 
Subjects  unto  me,  while  I  was  their  King, 
A  Place  I  know  not  well  how  to  refigi). 
Nor  unto  whom  :  But  this  I  will  entreat 
Your  Grace,  command  them  follow  you  to  Bruges  j 
Where  I  will  take  the  care  on  me,  to  find 


{'^\)--^With  Joy'\  Former  Editions. 
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Some  manly,  and  more  profitable  coiirfe 
To  fit  them,  as  a  part  of  the  Republick, 

Flo,  Do  you  hear,  Sirs    do  fo. 

Hig,  Thanks  to  your  good  Grace. 

Prigg.  To  your  good  Lordfhip. 

Fer.  iVlay  you  boch  jive  long.  [all  hut  Beggars, 

Ger.  Attend  me  at  Vandunk's^  the  Burgomafter's.  [Ex. 

Hig^  Yes,  to  beat  Hemp,  and  be  whipc  twice  a  Week, " 
Or  turn  the  Wheel,  for  Crab  the  Rope-maker: 
Or  learn  to  go  along  with  him,  his  courfe; 
TnaL's  a  nne  courfe  now,  i'the  Common-wealth,  Prigg, 
What  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Prigg.  It  is  the  backward'ft  courfe, 
I  know  i'the  World. 

Hig.  Then  Higgen  will  fcarce  thrive  by  it. 
You  do  conclude 

Prigg.  *Faich  hardly,  very  hardly. 

Hig,  Troth  I  am  pardy  of  your  Mind,  Prince  Prigg, 
And  therefore  farewel  Flanders^  Higgen  will  feek 
Some  lafer  Shelter,  in  fome  other  Climate, 
With  this  his  tatter'd  Colony :  Let  me  fee 
Snap^  Ferrety  Prigg^  and  Higgen^  all  are  left 
O'  the  true  Blood :  What  ?  fhall  we  into  England? 

Prigg,  Agreed. 

Hig,  Then  bear  up  bravely  with  your  Brute^  my  Lads, 
Higgen  hath     prig'd  the  Prancers  in  his  Days, 
And  fold  good  Penny-worths ;  we  have  a  courfe. 
The  Spirit  of  Bottom^  is  grown  bottomlefs. 

Prigg,  V\\  mand  no  more,  nor  cant, 

Hig,  Yes,  your  Sixpenny-worth 
In  private.  Brother ;  Sixpence  is  a  Sum 
ril  ileal  you  any  Man's  Dog  for. 

Prigg,  For  Sixpence  more 
You'll  tell  the  Owner  where  he  is. 

Hig.  'Tis  right, 
Higgen  mud  pradife,  fo  muft  Prigg  to  eat ; 
And  write  the  Letter  :  And  gi'  che  Word.    But  now 
No  more,  as  either  of  thefe. 

52.  Stole  Horfes. 

Prigg. 
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Prlgg,  But  as  true  Beggars, 
As  e'er  we  were. 

Hig.  We  (land  here,  for  an  Epilogue ; 
Ladies,  your  Bounties  firft";  the  reft  wUl  follow; 
For  Womens  Favours  are  a  leading  Alms, 
If  you  be  pleased  look  cheerly,  tlirow  your  Eyes 
Out  at  your  Masks. 

Prigg,  And  let  your  Beauties  fparkle. 

Hig.  So  may  you  ne*er  want  dreffings,  Jewels,  Gowns 
Still  i'  the  fafliion. 
*   Prigg.  Nor  the  Men  you  love. 
Wealth  nor  Difcourfe  to  pleafe  you. 

Hig.  May  you.  Gentlemen, 
Never  want  good  frefli  Suits  nor  Liberty. 

Prigg.  May  every  Merchant  here  fee  fafe  his  Ventures. 

Hig,  And  every  honeft  Citizen  his  Debts  in. 

Prigg.  (32)  The  Lawyers  gain  good  Clients. 

Hig.  And  the  Clients  good  Counfel. 

Prigg.  All  the  Gamefters  here  good  Fortune. 

Hig.  The  Drunkards  too  good  Wine. 

Prigg.  The  Eaters  Meat 
Fit  for  their  Taftes  and  Palates. 

Hig.  The  good  Wives  kind  Husbands. 

Prigg.  The  young  Maids  choice  of  Sutors. 

Hig.  The  Midwives  merry  Hearts. 

Prigg.  And  all  good  Cheer. 

Hig.  As  you  are  kind  unto  us  and  our  Bufli, 
We  are  the  Beggars  and  your  daily  Beadfmen, 
And  have  your  Mony,  but  the  Alms  we  ask 
And  live  by,  is  your  Grace  ;  give  that,  and  then 
We'll  boldly  fay  our  Word  is,  Ccme  again. 

''32)  Agai?i  good  Clients,']  Correfted  from  the  old  Folio. 

7he  End  of  the  Second  Volume, 
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To  the  Second  Volume. 

By   Mr,  S  r  M  P  S  O  K 

T^AGE  27,  Line  20.  Mr.  neohald's  Correffion  of 
\f  this  Place,  I  prefer  to  my  own,  tho'  his  too  great 
Modcily  would  not  fuffer  him  to  do  it^  e. 

,  Them  of  all  Conditions  and  all  Sexes, 

So  Servius  upon  ELntid  I.  286. 

- — •  gentemque  togatam^  fays 
Bene  Gentem,  quia  y  Sexus  omnis,  y  Conditio  togd 
utebatur. 

Page  30,  Line  23.  That  fend  me  from  the  Fury  of  the 
Ocean]  Mr.  Theobald  has  omitted  a  Conjedure  of 
mine  upon  this  Place,  which  to  me  (fo  prevalent  is  par- 
tiality) feems  nearer  the  Traces  of  the  old  Reading  than 
that  he  has  advanc'd; 

 almofi  thofe  Powers 

That  ferv'd  me  from^  &c.    i,  e.  fav'd. 

Ibid.  Line  24.       *  *  you  fhou"  d  not  be 

Without  a  neat  \Y\^ox\Cd\  Shirt,]  Mr.  Theobald* s  Ex- 
planation  of  this  PalTage  is  very  right  ;  and  I  praife  his 
Judgment  for  retaining  the  old  Reading,  tho'  it  be  at  the 
Expence  of  my  own  Corredion.  Jafper  Maine ^  in  his 
City  Match ^  Adl  2,  Scene  2,  is  full  to  this  purpofe.  Au- 
relta^  fpcaking  of  her  Waiting-woman,  fays. 

She  works  religious  Petticoats ;  for  Flowers 

She'll  make  ^Church-IIifiories ;  her  Needle  doth 

So  fan^ify  my  Cufloionets^  beftdeSy 

Vol.  11./  Ff  '  My 
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My  Smcck-Sleeves  have  Juch  holy  imhroideries. 
And  are  fo  learned^  that  1  fear  in  time 
All  my  Apparel  will  be  quoted  by 
Some  pure  tnfiru5ior, 

*Tis  true,  the  Perfon  here  mention'd  is  an  high-flown 
Puritan^  but  that  is  no  Objedtion ;  what  the  Paflage  is 
brought  to  prove  (and  it  proves  it  fufficiently)  is,  that 
Hiftorical  Shirts  were  then  in  very  high  Fafhion  ;  the  only 
difference  was,  that  the  Saints  adorn'd  theirs  only  with 
religious  Stories,  while  the  Wicked  flourifhed  theirs  with 
either  facred  or  profane  ones. 

Page  109,  Line  t6.  —  and  to  cure  your  Herd^ 
His  Bucolics  is  a  Mafterpiece  ;  ]  This  Miftake  of  our 
Authors,  tho'  fo  obvious  to  be  noted,  had  almoll:  efcaped 
the  Obfervation  of  us  all.  A  plain  Proof  that  the  At- 
tention, tho'  ever  fo  clofe,  is  not  always  fuccefsful,  either 
in  the  Difcovery  of  Blemifhes  or  Beauties. 

Page  148,  Line  31. 

2" urn  to  Armlets^  for  great  ^eens  t'adore]  Mr.  T'heo- 
bald's  Alteration  of  this  FafTage,  with  due  Submiffion  to 
his  great  Judgment,  I  cannot  admit.  The  old  Reading 
is  not  only  right,  but  elegant,  and  muft  fufFer  extremely 
by  any  tampering  with  it.  Adore  here  is  us'd  in  the  Senfe 
of  adorn^  from  French  Borer ^  to  gild,  i^c,  and  feems  to 
be  borrow'd  from  Spenfer^  Lib.  4,  Cant.  1 1,  46. 

■  like  to  the  Hove 

Congealed  little  Drops^  which  do  the  Morn  adore. 

I  am  aware,  that  the  fame  Objedion  lies  againft  feveral 
Places  which  we  have  endeavoured  to  correct  in  the  fol- 
lowing Sheets ;  but  the  Reader  need  not  be  told,  that 
Criticifm  is  no  infallible  ProfelTion ;  for  he  cannot  but  ob- 
ferve,  that  the  viewing  of  a  PafTage  in  one  Light,  which 
the  Poet  defign'd  fhould  be  confidered  in  another^  too 
oft  draws  the  Judgment  awry,  and  fets  the  Invention 
upon  a  wrong  Search,  by  endeavouring  to  plaifter  a  Place 
that  ever  was  found,  and  applying  Crutches  to  a  PalTage 
that  never  yet  haited,  but  in  the  Critic's  Imagination. 
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Page  251,  Line  33.  See  where  the  Sea  comes]  Mr.  Se- 
ward will  pardon  me  for  diflenting  from  him  in  the  Cor- 
redion  of  this  Paflage ;  I  fuppofe  the  Line  once  to  have 
run  in  this  manner, 

See  where  the  Seal  comes. 

The  Seal,  i.  e.  Sea-calf^  an  Appellation  fcvere  enough  in 
all  Confcience  and  Reafon ;  and  how  clearly  does  the  re- 
maining Part  of  the  Line  eftablifh  this  Reading, 
See  where  the  Seal  comes ^  how  he  fomes  and  bruftles* 
,  /.  e,  briftks. 

Page  292,  Note  20.  •  /^r  P/;/j  Puppets,]  Al- 
lowing the  want  of  Meafure,  for  there  is  none  in  the 
Senfe  of  this  Paflage,  I  would  have  it  filled  up  in  a  dif- 
ferent manner  from  that  propofed  by  Mr.  Seward^  thus, 

•  for  Tins  and  Ym-puppets, 

The  faihionable  Pin-cafes  in  our  Authors  Days,  were 
made  in  the  fliape  of  little  Puppets,  or  Poppets ;  and  tho' 
that  Cuftom  is  difcontinued,  we  dill  retain  the  Word  Fin- 
poppets  to  this  very  Day,  in  the  North  of  England. 
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To  the  Second  Volume. 


By   r.  S  E  WA  R  D. 

I SHALL  only  detain  the  Reader  here  with  very  few 
Remarks  on  the  Part  of  this  Volume  which  v/as  pub- 
hih'd  by  Mr.  Theobald^  which  beginning  with  The 
Cuftcm  of  the  Country^  a  Play  which  offends  more  againft 
niodeft  Decency  than  any  other  Part  of  our  Authors 
Works,  I  muft  refer  the  Reader  to  the  firft  Prologue, 
where  he  will  find  that  the  Authors  had  not  the  lead  Sufpi- 
cion  of  being  ever  taxed  with  Indecency ;  from  whence  it 
is  plain,  that  what  now  appears  grofs  and  indecent,  did 
not  appear  fo  to  our  Anceftors.  See  this  more  fully  prov'd 
at  Page  54  and  55  of  the  Preface. 

n'e  Cujlom  of  the  Country, 

Page  30,  Line  15.   fhofe  Powers 

"That  frnd  me  from  the  Fury  of  the  Ocean]  Mr.  Theobald 
juftly  rejeds  fend,  but  reads  fenc'd  me^  which  does  not 
fcem  to  me  a  very  natural  Metaphor ;  I  believe  the  more 
common  and  obvious  Exprefnon  fav^d  me^  was  the  Ori* 
ginal. 

Page  44,  Note  44.  I  don't  aflent  to  the  Neceffity  of 
the  Change  made  here,  the  old  Reading  prefcrving  a  clear 
Anilthelis. 

Page  45,  Line  i.  Note  33. 
The  'worthy  Miftr  efs  of  thofe  ynany  Bleffings 
Heaven  has  heftovfd\  7nake  ^e77i  appear  fiill  nobler 
Becaufe  they  re  trufled  to  a  weaker  Keeper, 

i  objecled  againft  the  Epithet  weaker^  but  not  having  ex* 

prefs'd 
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prefs'd  my  Objedions  fully,  Mr.  Theobald  defends  It.'  • 

They  are  thefe.  Jrnoldo  is  perfuading  the  rich  and  beau- 
tiful Hippolyta  not  to  deface  her  Beauty  with  foul  Affec- 
tions, for  outward  Excellence  fhould  be  attended  with  all 
other  Excelk-nce;  and  the  prefent  Reading  makes  him 
add,  that  as  (he  is  frail  and  weak  by  Nature,  fhe  would 
make  the  Beauties  of  her  Perfon  appear  more  noble.  — 
This  would  be  an  Apology  for  her  Faults,  not  a  Reafon 
for  her  quitting  them.  —  I  read  therefore, 

— —  make  *em  appear  ftill  nobler^ 
Becaufe  they're  trtifted  to  a  wealthy  Keeper, 

He  firft  perfuades  her  to  Chaftity,  and  every  Virtue,  that 
llie  might  not  difgrace  her  Beauty ;  next,  that  flie  might 
not  abufe  her  Wealth,  which  was  the  Gift  of  Heaven  to 
her,  only  to  make  her  Virtues  more  noble  and  confpi- 
cuous.  This  feem'd  at  firft  the  true  Reading ;  but  upon 
this  laft  Review  a  Confirmation  of  it  has  occurr'd  from 
the  Context.  Her  Beauty  and  her  Wealth  are  the  two 
Obje6ls  which  he  dwells  on  in  the  next  Speech,  when  he 
confiders  them  in  another  Light,  and  this  is  a  ftrong  Pre- 
fumption  that  each  of  them  had  been  before  us'd  as  Per- 
fuafives  to  Chaftity.    He  goes  on  — - 

Wcu'dye*  have  me  love  you  ?  —  Hip.  Tes.  —  Arn.  'Not 

for  your  Beauty  ; 
Time^  as  he  pajfes  hy^  puts  out  that  Sparkle, 
Not  for  your  Wealth  \  although  the  JVorld  kneel  to  it,  &c. 

The  whole  Dialogue,  particularly  Arnoldo's  firft  Speech, 
is  extremely  beautiful. 

The  Elder  Brother, 

Page  1 06,  Line  22,  Note  3. 

*  and  in  Greek  you  can 

Lie  with  your  finiig  Wife  Lilly.]  Mr.  Theobald  com- 
plains that  the  Country  J u (lice  is  here  out  of  Charader, 
as  he  fuppofes  him  to  refer  to  Juvenars  Conciimbunt  Gr^ce 

'  But  flippofing  the  iluthor  took  his  Hint  from  hence, 

he  does  not  make  the  Country  Juftice  refer  to  it.  But 
Mr.  Theobald  does  not  fcem  tQ  have  obfcrved  the  Equivo- 
cation 
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cation  of  the  Word  Liliy,  which  refers  to  the  old  Gramma- 
rian, as  Andrew  fays  after.  To  bring  me  back  from  my 
Grammar  to  my  Horn-book]  This  is  an  Aliufion  lurely 
within  the  compafs  of  a  Country  Squire,  and  therefore 
quite  in  Charafter, 

Page  120,  Note  15. 

"Do  they  hww  any  thing  but  a  tir^d  Hackney  ? 

And  then  they  cry  abfurd  as  th*  Horfe  underjlood  them^ 
This  is  fpoke  of  the  College-Students,  whom  the  Fop 
makes  fuch  Pedants,  as  to  talk  even  to  their  Horfes  in 
Scholaftic  Terms^  calling  it  abfurd  in  a  tired  Hackney  to 
hobble  and  {tumble.  I  have  given  this  Explication,  be- 
caufe  the  Paffage  is  treated  by  Mr.  Theobald  as  flark 
Nonfenfe. 

Page  140,  Note  27. 
Nor  your  black  Patches  you  vjear  varioufly^ 
Some  cut  like  Star 3^  fome  in  Half-moons^  fome  Lozenges. 
( All  which  but  fijew you  ftill  a  younger  Brother )  ]  I'he 
Cullom  of  wearing  black  Patches  on  the  Face  began 
amongft  the  Men,  being  made  of  black  Velvet,  and  cut 
in  various  Shapes.    It  was  a  foppifh  Imitation  of  the  Of- 
ficers of  the  Army,  who,  in  one  Place  of  our  Authors 
are  faid,  after  a  Campaign,  to  be  oblig'd  from  their 
Wounds,  "To  wear  their  Faces  in  Velvet  Scabbards,  Mr. 
Theobald  thinks  that  the  Figures  mentioned  here  refer  to 
the  Bearings  or  Differences  of  younger  Branches  of  Fami- 
lies in  Coats  of  Arms,  but  then  feems  to  charge  the  Au- 
thors with  inaccuracy  in  mentioning  Lozenges ^  which  are 
appropriated,  he  fays,  to  unmarried  Women  and  Wi- 
dows.   If  they  have  fuch  an  Aliufion,  it  is  only  a  remote 
one  ;  the  Foppifhnefs  of  wearing  fuch  Patches  being  the 
principal*  thing  to  fhew  him  an  infignificant  young  Fellow, 
deferving  only  a  younger  Brother's  Fortune,  and  not  for 
thefe  to  be  preferr'd  to  one  who  wa?  much  more  his  Elder 
in  Underftanding  than  in  Years.    If  therefore  the  remote 
Aliufion  to  Heraldry  be  admitted,  it  by  no  means  requires 
the  Accuracy  of  every  Word  being  applicable  to  it. 

Page 
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Page  145,  Line  25. 
Or  bought  an  Elegy  of  his  Condolcment']  This  is  Ipoke  of 
Euftace  whom  Angelina  before  attaolcs  for  hiring  Verfes ; 
but  Mr.  neobald  unaccountably  miftook  it  to  be  fpoke  of 
the  Scholar  Charles^  and  therefore  adopted  the  Miit^ike  of 
fome  of  the  old  Editions,  and  reads,  brought  an  Elegy, 

Page  148.  Should  turn  to  Armlets  for  great  Sheens  f  adcre'\ 
Mr.  Theobald  thinks  it  abfurd  to  fuppofe  Queens  to  adore 
their  own  Bracelets,  and  therefore  reads  — for  great  ^eens 
to  wear^  a  Word  very  far  from  the  Trace  of  the  Letters; 
Mr.  Sympfon  told  me,  that  adore  and  adorn  were  us'd  for- 
merly as  only  different  Dialeds  of  the  fame  Word,  as  owe 
and  own  certainly  were,  and  he  would  give  it  the  Senfe  of 
adorn  in  this  Place.  I  cannot  alTent  to  either,  for  the  Po- 
fition  of  the  Words  will  fcarce  bear  the  latter ;  and  had  the 
Authors  defign'd  it,  they  would  have  wrote,  PFj]1  turn  to 
Armlets  to  adore  great  Queens,  After  all,  where  is  the  Ab- 
furd ity  of  the  old  Reading  ?  Are  not  the  fan^liffd  Beads 
often  wore  on  the  Arm,  and  in  fome  meafure  adored  by 
Popifh  Queens  ?  Nay,  when  Armlets  were  ufually  wore, 
they  had  often,  over  the  Lock  of  them,  Crofles  or  Images 
of  Saints  in  Entaglios,  or  Cameios,  which  they  adored: 
But  I  take  the  Allufion  in  this  place  to  be  chiefly  to 
the  fan6lify'd  Beads,  as  the  Affinity  in  Figure  between 
T ears  and  Beads  often  gives  rife  to  Allufions  of  this  fort  in 
Poetry. 

Page  149,  Line  4. 
That  only  ferves  his  tVill  and  Wantonnefs ; 
And  lets  the  ferious  Fart  of  Ufe  run  by 
As  thin  'neglected  Sand,    IVhitenefs  of  Name 
Tou  mujl  be  mine.]  Mr.  Theobald  calls  this  Paflage  fb 
pointed,  Nonfenfe  :  For,  fays  he,  what  Lover  ever  call'd 
his  Miftrefs  IVhitenefs  of  Name  ?•  He  therefore  makes  a 
Comma  after  Sand,  and  a  full  Stop  after  Name.    So  that 
the  ferious  Part  of  Life  is  Whitenejs  of  Name.    And  then 
he  very  unfortunately'adds,  "  that,  if  he  is  miflaken  in  this, 
"  he'll  never  venture  again  at  underftanding  any  Writer's 

"  Meaning.'' 
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Meaning."  This  is  a  ftrong  Proof  of  what  all  Critics 
fhouid  be  confcious  of,  that  Pofttivenefs  and  Jjfurance  do 
not  belong  to  Verbal  Criticifin,  For  poor  Mr.  Theobald  was 
moft  notorioufly  miftaken  in  this  very  Paflage,  which  was 
perfed:  good  Senfe  in  the  old  Pointing.  The  Relative  Ton 
milled  him  ;  he  thought  it  related  to  Angelina,  whereas, 
with  infinite  poetic  Beauty,  it  relates  to  IVhitenefs  of  Name: 

The  Meaning  of  the  Paffage  being  evidently  this  

If  you  fhouid  yield,  I  fhouid  hate  you  ;  for  1  am  no 
Courtier  that  gives  the  Rein  tp  all  his  wanton  AppcT 
tites.  No ;  IVhitenefs  of  Name^  i.  e.  the  Chara6ler  and 
Confcioufnefs  of  Chaflity  and  Innocence,  you  muft  be 
*^  always  mine;  which  I  fhouid  forfeit  eternally,  fhouid  I 
*'  debauch  my  Miltrefs  before  Marriage,  for 

Why  fhouid  I  feek  to  cuckold  my  Delights? 
And  widow  all  thofe  Sweets  I  aim  at  in  you  ? 

The  whole  Speech  is  extremely  fine. 

Thefe  are  all  the  material  Objeflions  which  have  oc- 
curred againfl  Mr.  'Theobald* %  Notes,  and  thefe,  fuppofing 
them  all  true,  are  far  from  taking  from  him  the  Charadler 
of  a  Critic  of  the  highefl  Rank  ;  fince  his  Miilakes,  com- 
pared to  the  Number  of  his  jufl  Emendations,  appear  as 
tew  as  thofe  of  the  mod  eminent  Critics  which  this  Na- 
tion has  produc'd,  would,  1  believe,  appear  upon  a  like 
Scrutiny.  By  this  the  Reader  will  fee  that  1  do  not  exempt 
the  late  great  Editors  of  Shakefpear  from  numerou'-^  nnif- 
takes;  but  it  is  quite  fhocking  to  fee  the  Adverfaries  of 
the  Survivor  of  them  attacking  him  with  fuch  rancour, 
that  they  feem  to  wifh  to  fee  the  Author  of  Julian  and  the 
Divine  Legation  deprived  of  his  Pen  ;  and,  like  the  Spar- 
tans exafperatcd  againfh  Athens^  would  put  ov^t  one  of 
the  Eyes  of  the  Learned  World, 
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